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M.  Maxime  Ducamp  ;  but  these  pininent  publicists  natiu'ally  wiite' 
and  think  as  Frenchmen  do,  and  (sometimes)  as  though  there 
were  no  other  metmpoUs  in  the  world  save  Paris ;  whereas 
English  readers,  I  apprehend,  would  prefer  an  exhaustive  picture 
of  the  gay  city  as  seen  through  spectacles,  which  in  their  time 
have  been  turned  on  most  of  the  cities  Ln  the  civilised  world.  But 
this  is  not  to  be,  I  am  afraid.  As  it  is,  I  have  done  ray  best,  and 
am  Yevy  thankful  for  the  reception  given  to  my  (I  hope)  harmless 
production, 

One  word  more.  I  have  somebody  else  to  thank  besides  the 
public ;  but,  ere  I  express  my  gi-atitude,  I  must  relate  a  brief  little 
epilogue.  A  horny-handed  son  of  toil,  engaged  in  mining  pursuits 
(or  perhaps  he  was  a  brickmaker),  in  the  north  of  England,  came 
home  to  dinner  one  day,  and  found,  to  his  indignation,  that  his 
\vife  had  provided  liver  and  bacon  for  his  mid-day  meal,  instead  of 
tripe  and  cowheel.  During  the  lively  altercation  which  followed 
the  admission  of  her  error,  the  son  of  toil  remarked  that 
sharer  of  his  joys  and  woes  was  quietly  removing  the  comb  wliich" 
confined  her  flowing  tresses.  "  Wat  does  thee  du  that  fur  ?  "  he 
asked,  sternly.  "  Becos,"  replied  his  spouse,  "Iduuno  wantthee 
to  diive  t'  coomb  into  ma  skouU,  wan  t'  hanyners  me  wi'  t'  poker." 
She  was  a  philosopher,  and  prepared  for  all  things,  even  for  an 
aggravated  assault  with  the  poker.  In  a  similai-  spu'it,  when  tliis 
book  left  the  press,  I,  metaphorically  speaking,  flattened  my  beaver 
over  my  eyes,  buttoned  my  doublet  up  to  the  chin,  folded  my 
aims,  shut  my  ej'es,  clenched  my  teeth,  and  prepared  to  be  pelted 
by  my  old  foes  the  critics.  The  writer  of  a  book  cannot  nin  away;j 
He  is  in  the  pillorj',  and  must  take  all  that  is  thrown  at  him, 
it  the  fragrant  rose,  or  the  merry  addled  egg,  or  the  festive  deceas 
kitten.  For  many  years  since  I  have  been  lapidated  more  or 
mercilessly  by  the  critics.  I  have  grown  callous,  case-hardened, 
pachydermatous  to  censure.  "  For  a  consideration  "  I  would  not 
much  mind  abusing  one  of  my  own  books,  even  as  the  Dey  ol 
Algiers,  after  Lord  £xmouth  had  bombarded  half  the  city  into 
mass  of  ed  to  bombard  the  other  half,  if  the  Briti 

Oovefl  compensate   him   for  his  trouble.      To 
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astonishmenty  and  eventually  to  my  delight,  I  found  that  nobody 
was  pelting  Paris  Herself  Again.  On  the  contrary,  I  found  the 
kindest  of  notices  of  the  book  in  all  the  journals  which  came 
within  my  ken. 

The  Times f  which  was  good  enough  to  review  a  book  of  mine, 
called  A  Journey  Due  North,  published  twenty  years  ago,  but 
which  subsequently  sank  into  stony  silence  concerning  my  writings, 
gave  a  graceful  notice  to  Paris  Herself  Again.  So  did  the  Athe- 
naum.  The  Observer  spoke  a  great  deal  better  of  me  and  my 
productions  than  ever  I  or  they  deserved ;  the  Graphic  gave  me 
the  cheeriest  and  most  genial  of  reviews  ;  the  Pall  Mall  Gazette 
was  loftily  courteous,  and  grandly  affable ;  and  my  ancient  and 
esteemed  adversary,  the  Saturday  Review,  went  out  of  its  way,  so 
it  seemed  to  me,  to  be  appreciative  and  complimentary.  This  I 
hold  to  be  phenomenal.  What  has  become  of  my  enemies  ? 
Inhere  are  they  ?  Are  they  gone  out  of  town  ?  Will  they,  when 
they  return,  avail  themselves  of  the  publication  of  a  second  edition 
ot  Paris  Herself  Again,  to  gird  at  me  in  the  old  familiar  strain? 
I  hope  that  they  will  not  do  anything  of  the  kind.  Life  is  not 
long  enough  for  men  of  letters  to  abuse  one  another.  By  the  time 
that  these  sheets  issue  from  the  press  I  shall  be  on  the  Sea,  on 
my  way  to  a  far  distant  country  which  I  have  not  gazed  upon  for 
sixteen  years — to  the  Great  Republic  which  I  first  visited  when 
she  was  in  the  Midst  of  War,  and  which  I  hope  to  find  in  the  full 
enjoyment  of  Peace,  and  returning  prosperity.  Ere  I  depart  I 
should  like  to  shake  hands  with  everybody.  I  think  that,  for 
mjrself,  I  can  say,  that  there  is  not  one  human  creature  living  for 
whom  I  nourish  one  spark  of  unfriendly  feeling ;  and  it  is  a  matter 
of  great  joy  to  me  to  find  from  the  welcome  this  book  has  received, 
not  only  from  the  public,  but  from  the  reviewers,  that,  at  least,  I 
have  not  been  making  enemies  since  my  last  work  was  published. 

G.  A.  S. 

Noven^lier,  1879. 
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I  WENT  to  Paris  at  the  end  of  the  first  week  in  July,  last  year, 
intending  to  remain  a  fortnight  in  the  French  capital;  and  I 
returned  from  Paris  to  London  on  the  twenty-ihird  of  November, 
on  the  eve  of  my  birthday :  when  I  was  fifty  years  of  age.  I 
mention  these  dates,  and  I  have  kept  the  circumstance  of  my 
fiftieth  birthday  in  mind,  for  a  pui'pose  which  I  shall  afterwards 
explain.  I  have  rarely  enjoyed  myself  so  thoroughly  and  so 
heartily ;  and  I  am  sure  that  I  have  not,  these  many  years  past, 
goffered  so  much  physical  discomfort  as  I  did  during  nearly  five 
months*  residence  in  Paris.  As  to  the  discomfort,  I  am  not,  of 
course,  speaking  of  old  times,  when  one  was  young  and  struggling 
and  desperately  poor ;  nor  do  I  allude  to  such  privations  as  must 
be  endured  now  and  again  when  a  man  is  travelling  in  partially- 
civilised  countries,  or  abiding  in  partially-civilised  cities,  such  as 
Constantinople ;  and  I  must  frankly  own  that  no  inconsiderable 
proportion  of  the  lack  of  comfort  which  I  experienced  in  Paris 
was  altogether  of  my  own  choosing.  There  are  many  new, 
spacious,  clean,  and  airy  hotels  in  Paiis ;  and  I  could  have 
obtained,  at  no  very  extortionate  rates,  comfortable  and  luxurious 
apartments  at  the  Grand  or  at  the  Louvre,  at  the  Continental  or 
at  the  Splendide,  at  the  Chatham  or  at  the  Lille  et  Albion.  But 
in  July  78  the  Paris  Universal  Exposition  was  at  its  fiood. 
Thousands  of  strangers  from  all  parts  of  the  world  were  arriving 
in  the  capital  every  week ;  and  all  the  hotels  in  the  fashionable 
quarters,  from  the  Hue  de  Bivoli  to  high  up  in  the  Champs 
Elysees,  and  from  the  Bue  de  la  Chaussee  d'Antin  along  the 
Boulevards  to  the  Madeleine,  were  thronged  to  repletion  with 
English  x>eople.  Now  it  happened  that  I  had  at  the  time  a 
number  of  very  good  reasons  for  avoiding  my  countrymen.  As 
a  rule,  I  find  them  wh^n  ti*avelling  on  the  Continent  intensely 
disagreeable.  I  know  that  I  am  ;  and  surely  there  is  room  in  the 
world  enough  for  us  both.    It  is  my  fortune,  or  my  misfortune,  to 
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know  intimately  or  slightly  a  vast  number  of  people  in  all  ranks 
and  conditions  in  life ;  and  I  had  no  wish  to  hear  on  the  Boule- 
vai'd  des  Capucines  the  same  interminable  chatter  on  the  Eastern 
Question — wither  the  Eastern  Question  ! — and  the  same  club, 
'  society/  and  theatrical  stories  and  scandals  which  I  had  been 
hearing  since  the  beginning  of  the  London  season  in  Pall  Mall 
and  in  Fleet  Street — or  in  Seven  Dials  and  Brick  Lane,  Spital- 
fields,  if  you  like.  I  had  no  ambition  to  hear  Codrus  recite  his 
Theseid  at  the  Grand  Hotel,  or  to  meet  Smudge,  A.R.A.,  in  the 
Rue  de  la  Paix,  and  be  scowled  at  by  him  because  I  had  written 
some  unpalatable  things  about  his  picture  of  '  The  Maniacal 
Sunday- School  Teacher '  in  the  Exhibition  of  the  Royal  Academy. 
And,  finally,  I  shrank  from  meeting  the  people  who,  1  felt  sure, 
would  ask  me  to  dinner.  There  are,  I  believe,  a  host  of  Britons 
so  hospitable  that  their  chief  occupation  in  life  is  to  ask  people 
to  dinner.  Throughout  the  London  season  they  lie  in  wait  for 
guests ;  and  when  the  season  is  at  an  end  they  rush  over  to  Paris, 
and  roam  up  and  down  the  English-frequented  streets  for  the  sole 
pui'pose  of  making  captives  of  their  bow  and  spear,  or  rather,  of 
their  knife  and  fork  invites.  I  was  in  bad  health  when  I  went  to 
Paris.  I  cannot  ever  be  in  good  health  again,  and  half  at 
least  of  my  days  are  spent  in  the  acutest  physical  pain ;  and 
every  dinner  which  I  cannot  have  the  choosing  of  myself  is  so 
much  bodily  and  mental  torture,  and  another  nail  in  my  coffin. 
And  I  abhor  tables  d'hote ;  holding,  as  I  do,  that  it  is  abominable 
tyranny  to  be  forced  to  dine  with  people  whom  you  certainly 
would  not  ask  to  dine  with  you.  The  majority  of  English  people 
whom  you  meet  at  a  foreign  table  dliote  are  either  sulky  or  silly. 
I  know  that  I  am  both,  by  turns  ;  and  I  prefer  to  dine  in  my  own 
room  or  at  a  restaurant,  where  I  can  read  as  I  eat — to  the  detri- 
ment of  digestion  ; — quarrel  with  my  food ;  scold  my  companion ; 
snarl  at  the  waiter ;  and  feel  Comfortable.  '  The  pursuit  of 
happiness '  is  one  among  the  inalienable  Rights  of  Man  enume- 
rated in  the  American  Declaration  of  Independence.  Comfort  is, 
mundftr>^lv  speaking,  happiness ;  and  we  are  entitled  to  travel 
tov  ^ume  of  felicity  by  whichever  route  we  choose  to 

t" 

sociable,  and  amiable  frame  of  mind  I  gave  my 
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compatriots  in  Paris  the  widest  of  berths,  and  sought  for  a 
domicile  in  a  neighbourhood  thoroughly  French.     I  would  have 
sought  one  *  over  the  water/  in  the  Hue  de  Seine  or  the  Hue 
St.  AndrS  des  Arts ;   but  it  was  necessary  for  business  purposes 
that  I  should  have  my  den  close  to  the  Place  de  la  Bourse,  where 
there  is  an  excellent  branch  of  the  General  Post  Office,  and  close 
to   a  cab-stand.      On  the   *  Surrey  side '  of  the   Seine  it  was 
extremely  difficult,   during  the  Exhibition  season,  fo  procure 
cabs.     Suddenly  I  bethought  me  of  a  house  called  the  Grand 
Hotel  Beausejour,  on  the  Boulevard  Poissonnik'e,  where,  between. 
1854  and  1862,  I  had  frequently  resided.     It  was  more  of  a 
maison  meublee  than  an  hotel.      They  could    give    you    your 
morning  cafe  au  lait,  and  cook  some  ceufs  sur  le  plat,  or  even 
a  cutlet  at  a  pinch ;    but  the  people  of  the  house  did  not  care 
much  about  supplying  set  repasts,  and  rather  preferred  that  you 
should  take  your  second  breakfast  and  your  dinner  abroad.     It 
was  a  very  clean,  cheerful,  and  well-kept  establishment,  and  in 
its  management  thoroughly  French;   although  curiously  enough, 
the  majority  of  the  guests  were  Germans.     Close  by,  on  the 
same  Boulevard  Poissonnidre,  was  the  H6tel  St.  Phar,  a  house 
almost  exclusively  frequented  by  Belgians.     I  found  the  Beau- 
sejour in  July  '78  as  clean  and  bright,  as  cheerful  and  well  kept, 
as  it  had  been  between  '54  and  '62.     Unfortimately,  Madame  la 
Patronne — to  whom  I  hereby  beg  to  convey  the  expression  of 
my  distinguished   consideration,   and  for  whose   attention   and 
civility  I  have  really  reason  to  be  grateful — ^was  suffering  from 
that  trop  plein,  or  was  the  rather  in  the  full  enjojonent  of  that 
plethora  of  guests  which,   during  the   Exhibition  time,  made 
business  highly  profitable  to  the  hotel  and  lodging-house  keepers, 
and  Paris  so  very  unhabitable.     The  utmost  amount  of  accommo- 
dation which  Madame  could  place  at  our  disposal  was  a  couple  of 
little   rabbit-hutch-like   rooms   on  the   second  floor,  above  the 
entresol :  one  to  serve  as  a  salon,  and  the  other,  which  contained 
two  little  beds  of  Procrustean  proportions,  was  to  do  duty  as  a 
bedchamber.    We  paid  between  four  and  five  guineas  a  week  for 
these  two  little  dens  (which  were  prettily  decorated,  but  were 
quite  destitute  of  ventilation) ;   and  in  them  we  were  alternately 
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stewed,  broiled,  baked,  and  half  frozen  during  a  wet  July,  a  torrid 
August,  a  semi-tropical  September,  a  chill  October,  and  a  bitterly 
bleak  November.  There  was  a  balcony  to  our  salon  overlooking 
the  Boulevard ;  and  more  than  once  in  these  volumes  the  reader 
will  come  across  doleful  complaints  of  the  thundering  sound  of 
the  omnibuses  and  clmrs-a-hanc^  and  the  ceaseless  roar  of  a 
multitude  that  seemed  never  to  go  to  bed.  We  breakfasted  on 
most  mornings  at  the  Caf^  Veron,  at  the  comer  of  the  Boulevard 
and  the  Eue  Vivienne ;  and  I  shaU  not  readily  forget  the  constant 
and  thoughtful  courtesy  shown  to  me  by  M.  Gosselin,  the  esteemed 
proprietor  of  the  cafe  in  question.  It  was  he  who  acted  as  my 
cicerone  when  I  visited  the  Halles  Centrales ;  to  liim  I  was 
indebted  for  a  great  deal  of  varied  information  on  all  kinds  of 
things  Parisian ;  and  whenever  my  wife  wanted  anything  in  the 
way  of  millinery  or  dress  or  '  fal-lals,'  his  wife  was  always  ready 
to  tell  her  where  to  go,  and  how  to  procure  the  very  best  articles 
at  the  most  moderate  prices.  When  I  first  entered  his  establish- 
ment and  ordered  breakfast  I  was  a  total  stranger  to  him ;  but 
after  half  a  dozen  visits  we  came  to  be  looked  upon  as  regular 
clients,  and  the  landlord  became  a  genial  and  considerate  fiiend. 
And  this  I  hold  to  be  the  way  of  the  French.  At  first  sight 
they  may  strike  you  as  being  greedy  for  money,  even  to  the  verge  of 
rapacity ;  but  so  soon  as  they  come  to  know  you  they  tm'n  out  to 
be  not  only  obliging  but  really  affectionate  folks,  who  will  do 
anything  for  you. 

You  may  ask,  looking  at  the  wretched  existence  which  we  led  in 
the  two  little  cabins  on  the  second  floor  above  the  entresol,  why 
we  did  not  decamp  and  find  lodgings  elsewhere.  I  will  tell  you 
why.  1  have  already  mentioned  that  we  came  to  Paris  for  a  fort- 
night only.  But  towards  the  close  of  every  succeeding  fortnight  I 
used  to  receive  a  telegram  from  some  business  friends  in  Fleet 
Street,  London,  E.G.,  to  this  effect,  'Letters  all  right.  Should 
like  more.  Pray  stay  another  fortnight.  Hope  you're  quite 
comfortable.'  I  was  most  miserably  uncomfortable ;  but  I  did 
not  like  to  disoblige  my  business  friends  in  Fleet  Street,  so  I 
stayed  on,  until  the  fortnight  grew  into  more  than  four  months. 
We  were  always  saying  that  we  positively  must  remove  to  some 
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other  hotel  at  the  end  of  the  week ;  but  we  fkiled  to  move^  never- 
theless. I  had  an  immensity  of  work  to  do ;  I  hate  packing ;  very 
few  of  my  English  friends  (to  my  joy)  had  foond  me  out ;  the  land- 
lady, the  landlord,  their  amiable  daughter,  and  the  secretary  and 
Gaduer,  all  overflowed  with  civility ;  and  so  I  stayed  on,  stewing, 
simmering,  broiling,  baking,  jand  semi-congealing,  according  to  the 
variations  of  a  continually  mutable  temperature. 

I  had  come  to  Paris  to  write  a  few  letters  about  the  Exhibition 
for  a  newspaper  with  which  I  have  been  closely  connected  for  more 
than  one-and-twenty  years,  and  the  representative  of  which  I  have 
been  in  a  great  many  distant  countries,  and  on  many  momentous 
occasions.  When  my  old  and  true  friend  Mr.  Edward  L.  Lawson, 
one  of  the  proprietors  of  the  Daily  Telegraph,  and  chief  editor  of 
that  journal,  dismissed  me  on  my  mission  with  the  heartiest  of 
good  wishes  and  a  pocketful  of  money,  his  instructions  amounted 
in  effect  to  this:  "Don't  bother  yourself  too  much  about  the 
Exhibition.  Go  there  when  you  feel  inclined ;  but,  for  the  rest, 
walk  about  and  see  things,  and  tell  us  all  about  them."  These 
instructions,  allowing  myself  a  reasonable  margin,  I  endeavoured 
to  follow ;  and  the  result  is  Paris  Herself  Again.  Some  of  my 
readers  may  think  that  I  have  *  bothered '  myself  about  the  Exhi- 
bition. I  can  only  say  that  I  have  done  in  1878  that  which  I  did 
in  the  Paris  Exhibition  years  1865  and  1867.  The  last-named 
Congress  I  described  for  the  Daily  Telegraph ;  the  first  for  another 
journal  now  defunct.  I  have  not  been  able  to  help  being  from 
time  to  time  technical ;  because  I  delight  in  technics ;  because  I 
have  a  handicraft  of  my  own,  at  which  I  could  still  work  and  earn 
a  livelihood  did  my  trade  as  a  joui*naUst  fail  me ;  because  I  am 
always  trying  to  understand  processes  of  manufacture  ;  and  because 
I  often  find  such  tilings  as  soap  and  candles,  chocolate  and  pickles, 
upholstery  and  electro-plate,  quite  as  interesting  as  the  habitations 
of  mankind  and  the  ways  of  men.  It  is  not  my  fault  if  I  think 
Virtue's  Cyclopcedia  of  the  Useful  Arts,  and  Beckmann's  History  of 
Inventions,  and  Ure's  Dictionary  to  be  as  entertaining  reading  as 
the  Arabian  Nights.  AVhen  Artemus  Ward  wrote  to  President 
Lincoln  to  ask  him  to  attend  one  of  his,  Aitemus's  lectures,  Mr. 
Lincoln  repUed  that  he  had  no  doubt  that  Mr.  Ward's  lectures 
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would  be  eminently  pleasing  to  people  who  liked  lectoreSy  which 
he,  the  President,  fiedled  to  do.  Thus  the  readers  who  like  to  read 
about  technics  may  be  pleased  with  the  technical  portions  of  my 
book ;  while  those  who  do  not  like  technics  may  skip  them  alto- 
gether. 

One  word  in  conclusion,  to  explain  why  I  made  public  so 
ostensibly  uninteresting  a  fact  that  I  was  fifty  last  November.  I 
drew  attention  to  the  circimistance  as  a  justification  of  my  pre- 
suming to  write  anything  about  Paris,  and  to  show  that  I  was  to 
some  extent  qualified  to  write  about  it.  I  have  known  the  French 
capital  intimately,  for  forty  years.  I  was  taken  there  to  school  in 
August,  1839 ;  and  there  at  school  I  remained  until  the  French 
language  had  become  as  familiar  to  me  as  mine  own.  I  was  in 
Paris  during  the  revolution  of  1848 ;  during  the  coup  d'etat  of  1851, 
when  I  nearly  got  shot ;  during  the  Exhibition  years  of  1855  and 
1867.  I  was  in  Paris  on  the  4th  of  September,  1870,  when  I 
nearly  got  mm'dered  as  a  *  Prussian  spy ; '  and,  apart  from  the 
journalistic  errands  which  have  taken  me  to  Paris,  I  have  lived  for 
months  together,  in  all  parts  of  the  city,  over  and  over  again.  So 
that  if  I  do  not  know  something  about  Paris  now — ^I  do  not  say 
that  I  know  much — I  shall  not,  I  apprehend,  ever  know  anything 
touching  the  city  which  I  have  seen  '  knocked  into  a  cocked  hat 
over  and  over  again — barricaded,  bombarded,  beleaguered, 
dragooned,  and  all  but  sacked,  but  which  is  now  '  Paris  Herself 
Again' — comelier,  richer,  gayer,  more  fascinating  than  ever.  And 
happier  ?  Que  sai^-je  ?  That  is  no  business  of  mine.  I  have 
enough  to  do,  myself,  to  try  to  be  as  little  miserable  as  I  can. 

46,  Mecklenburgh  Square,  W,C.  • 

September^  1879. 
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I. 

lUE   CITY  WITHOUT   CABB. 

Poria,  Aug.  7. 
ABBirma  at  Beven  in  the  morning,  hungry  and  weary,  at  the 
Paris  terminos  of  the  Chemin  de  Fer  du  Nord,  we  cooled  our  heels 
during  the  ordinary  and  intolerable  half-hour,  and  were  driven  by 
raperior  order  from  one  eaUe  d'attente  to  another,  until  it  pleased 
the  customs'  officers  to  begin  the  usual  farcical  but  irritating 
examination  of  the  passengers'  luggage.  This  performance  was 
not  by  any  means  the  less  stupid  because  it  was  a  farce  and  a 
iham.  There  are  very  few  things  worth  smuggling  nowailays ; 
mailers  are  careful  to  pat  their  contraband  goods  anywhere  but 
in  t^  boxes  and  portmanteaus  which  they  know  will  be  opened ; 
■nd,  erea  if  it  were  worth  while  to  bribe  the  custom-house  officers, 
modem  French  douanierB  are  a  singularly  unbribable  I'ace.  They 
arefinParis  at  least,  incorruptible,  but  sulky.  As  they  donot  receive 
fees,  they  consider  themselves  to  be  absolved  from  the  necessity 
of  being  civil;  so  that  everything  in  the  Sa^2e<!esJ?a^a^es,  at  seven 
AJt.,  goes  u  merrily  as — well,  as  the  Inchcape  Bell  in  a  fog.  . 
c-jj  IMsmisBed  from  the  unsatisfactory  presence  of  a  fiscal  organisa- 
^uoa  with  virtaally  nothing  to  do,  and  doing  it  most  elaborately, 
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fliid  emerging  into  tbe  courtyard  of  the  terminus,  I  found,  to  my 
astoniBlimeut,  that  nearly  the  only  vehicles  in  the  vast  area  were 
some  half-dozen  of  those  well-i-emembered  Bquai-e  boxes  on  wheels, 
with  seats  vis-a-vis,  which  eeem  to  have  started  in  life  with  the 
intention  of  becoming  omnibuses,  but,  thinking  better  of  it,  bare 
lialted  in  a  truncated  condition.  These  '  shandrydans  '  are  drawn 
by  a  pair  of  steeds,  each  Beemingly  reared  for  the  pni-pose  on  old 
coir-mats  and  broken  Eau  de  Seltz  syphons,  and  presenting  in 
theii-  osteoIogiciJ  development  studies  worthy  the  attention  of  a 
Gamgee,  a  Samuel  Sidney,  or  a  Walsh.  The  vehicles  themselves 
ai'e,  I  believe,  called '  paniers  a  aalade,'  from  the  energetic  manner 
in  which,  while  in  motion,  they  shake  up  the  passengera'  bones. 
The  patrons  of  tliese  wretched  carriages  are,  as  a  rule  (according  to 
Parisian  legends),  either  wealthy  fai-mers  from  Normandy,  who 
have  come  up  to  the  meti'opolis  in  quest  of  the  graceless  nephews 
to  whom  they  intend  to  leave  their  fortunes ;  or  harmless  lunatics, 
who  are  met  at  the  sluLion  by  the  attendants  of  tbe  asylums  to 
which  they  are  to  be  consigned.  The  railway  porters  were  about 
to  place  my  baggage  on  the  roof  of  one  of  these  rickety  palanquins 
on  wheels,  when  I  mildly  obsei-ved  that  I  should  prefer  a  cab, 
'  Une  voitute  ! '  cried  one  of  the  porters,  bis  mouth  distending  to 
the  broadest  of  gi^ins,  '  a  Chaillot ; '  by  which  colloquialism  he 
gave  me  to  understand  that  I  was  demanding  tbe  Impossible. 
Then  both  porters  hastened  to  explain  to  me  that  since  Monday 
morning  the  Paris  cabmen  had  been  en  grcie ;  that  the  strike 
would  probably  become  general ;  that  there  was  a  deadly  feud 
between  the  Compagnie  Generale  des  Voitures  and  tlieir  drivers ; 
that  the  average  number  of  visitors  to  tbe  Exhibition  bad  been  dim* 
inished  by  one-third  in  consequence  of  the  lack  of  facihties  for  loco- 
motion;  and  that,  altogether,  1(3/ orni*  rfit  jtrojjre,  which  was  equiv- 
alent to  an  intimation  that  things  vebiculai' were  in  a  pretty  mesa, 
AlUiough  my  astonishment  bad  by  this  time  become  changed 
into  dismay,  I  did  not  wholly  give  up  the  battle  as  lost,  or  resign 
myself unreser\'edly to tb e bone- bruising /tajiieiiisa^nrfe.  Exhibiting 
small  silver  moneys  as  an  earnest  of  future  bounty,  and  speaking 
the  worst  French  at  my  command,  I  pointed  to  an  empty  four- 
wheeled  cab  in  the  background,  and  insisted  upon  having  it.  In 
vain  it  was  represented  to  me  that  the  driver  had  his  blue  flag  up, 
signilj'ing  that  he  was  love,  or  engnged.  I  continued  to  point,  to  in- 
sist, and  to  jingle  small  coins.  At  length  the  pleasant  conviction 
may  have  burst  on  tbe  porters  that  I  was  Ultijnus  Romanorum, 
last  of  the  Milords  Anglais.  One  of  tbem  went  in  quest  of 
Ant  cabmnn,  who,  after  long  parley  and  seemingly  receiving 
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uiiimpeaclinble  gaorantees  ns  to  m)-  British  nationality,  was  induced 
U>  listen  to  reason.  His  '  machine '  was  nn  ancient  cab,  of  the 
constmction  formerly  known  as  a  '  Daine  Blanche.'  Its  perfume 
was  not  that  of  Araby  tlie  Blest,  and  it  was  drai\-n  by  two  half- 
stanred  white  dobbina;  but  I  entered  it  with  as  much  alacrity 
n^  thoagli  it  had  been  the  golden  coagh  of  a.  High-SherilT;  and  I 
:'.  lOglit  the  mile  and  a  half  an  lioiu',  which  seemed  to  be  the 
:'.moat  apeed  which  the  knock-kneed,  shouldei'-shotten  Bosinantes 
.  i  -uld  attain,  a  very  fair  i-ate  of  progress  indeed. 

At  tlie  other  Paris  railway  stations,  on  the  self-same  Tuesday 
momia^,  there  were,  I  was  given  to  iinderstand,  no  cabs  at  nil ; 
atul  Uie  passengers  from  the  provinces  were  landed  on  the  pave- 
mcDt,  where  they  were  left  sitting  on  their  luggage,  and  hiuicuting, 
like  Lord  Ullin  in  the  ballad.  I  am  bound  to  admit  that  the 
solitary'  Automedon,  in  a  glazed  hat  and  a  red  waistcoat,  who  piled 
■1  the  Oore  dn  Xord,  did  not  tckc  an  excessive  advantage  of  my 
lielplessness.  Tliis  worthy  sou  of  Diorens  held  his  himd  after 
eb^r^ag  me  not  mure  than  double  the  usual  fare;  and  he  left  the 
■nunmt  of  pourboirc  to  my  generosity.  "Wo  parted  mutually 
miis&ed.  Ho  odled  me  '  Mon  bourgeois,'  and  I  called  Idio  '  Mon 
bmvc.'  I  think  that  he  must  have  been  the  father  of  a  family. 
'  Ym,'  he  replied,  in  answer  to  my  inquiries,  '  there  was  a  strike, 
and  a  devil  of  a  one.'  *  Tant  pis  poiu-  la  Oompagnie,  tant  pis  pour 
^Qjc  public,  tant  pi::!  pour  nous,  et  t:iut  mieux  puiu'  Ic  Mont  de  Pt6t 
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He  was,  it  will  be  obvious,  a  pLilosuplier,  albeit  one  of  tbe  pessimist 
kind.  I  should  eay,  myself,  tliat  strikes  ai-e  bud  things  all  round 
and  for  everybody,  except  the  pawnbrokers  and  the  publi'Mtns. 
Just  now  tlie  shops  of  the  marchands  dc  tins  are  crammed  with 
mutinous  cabdrivers,  and  the  consumption  of  sclinick  and  petit  bleu 
is  enormous.  If  the  cab  collapse  continues  the  wives  of  the  Jehus 
on  strike  will  soon  be  setting  about  making  up  bundles  full  of 
Iiares  and  Penates  to  be  deposited  in  the  kindly  but  strict  custody 
lif  ma  tfinte. 

It  did  not  enter  into  my  scheme  of  operations  to  visit  the 
Eshibition  during  the  earlier  days  of  my  sojourn  in  tlie  French 
metropolis.  '  J'avuis  d'autres  chatsafouctter;'  which  in  these  dais 
of  '  French  puzzles '  in  The  World  may  lie  translated  that  I  had 
other  fish  to  fiy.     I  ivas  anxious  to  see  what  Paris  in  its  Repub- 
lican and  peaceful  aspect  was  like  before  I  explored  the  wondrous 
regions  of  the  Champs  de  Alars  and  the  Trocadero.     For  it  so 
liappens  that,  altbougli  I  have  once  or  twice  passed  mpidly  tlu-oupli 
the  gay  city  on  my  way  to  far-distant  countries  since  1870,  eight 
long  years  have  elapsed  since  I  trod  the  boulevards  of  Paris  as  ft_ 
Jliineur, — since  1  halted  before  the  kiosquos  to  look  at  the  evei>l 
fresh   and  ever-spiteful   political  caricatiues, — since  I  sipped  a^ 
viazagran  or  a  Bavaroise  at  the  Cafo  de  la  Paix,  the  Grand,  or  the  ' 
Ilelder.    I  quitted  Paris  on  a  grim  September  night  in  1870,  when 
'  the  gentlemen  of  the  pavement '  were  in  power,  and  the  Siego 
was  about  to  begin.     '\Vbat  changes  have  taken  jilace  since  then  ! 
How  much  blood,  how  many  tears,  have  been  shed !   What  treasm-e 
Hasted  !     What   hopes  blasted  !     What  pride  humbled  I     What 
clever  combinations,  calculations,  forecasts,  shattered  and  trampled 
in  the  dust  by  a  derisive  Fate  !     Ileft  Paris  for  Lyons  that  lowering 
September  night,  left  it  a  city  full  of  tlio  rumours  of  war  and  be- 
leaguenneut,  full  of  rage  and  terror,  full  of  doubt  and  dread  ;  and 
I  have  come  back  to  a  Paris  which,  abatiug  the  squabble  between  . 
the  cabmen   and  their  employers,  seems  to  be  about  the  inost^ 
smiling,  the  most  peaceful,  and  the  most  prosperous  city  that  tM 
have  ever  beheld.     Whether  among  the  political  ashes  still  li\-aT 
tlieir  wonted  fires,  it  is  not  my  purpose  Just  now  to  inquire. 

Not  wishing,  then,  to  see  Hie  Exhibition  yet  a  while,  I  was 

prepared  to  witness  witti  some  equanimity  the  diie  tiibidation 

of  innumerable  groups  of  English  and  Ainericau  tourists,  who 

'^hout  the  day,  and  along  the  great  line  of  boulevards  froit 

■rte  St.  Denis  to  the  Place  de  la  Madeleine,  were  vainly 

■oaring  to  persuade  the  very  few  hackney-can-iage  drivers 

ere  on  the  stands,  to  take  them  to  the  Champ  de  Mars. 
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oly  one-fifth  of  the  vehicles  ordinEirily  in  cir 
is  said,  yesterday ;  and  tlie  police  inspectora, 
0  mnch  alacrity  in 


luliitioii  iverc  out,  it 
who  generally  show 


jottiBg    down     the 
litlJe   faults  of  the 
rftbmeii,    wandered 
about  in  a  listless 
manner,  with  blank 
ite-books  and  un- 
pen cils.     The 
it  irritHtiiig  part 
the    nffair    was 
t  among  tlie  few 
loghams  and  vic- 
torias, which  at  first 
^ht   appeared    lo 
'  plying  for  hire, 
iirly    eveiy     one 
ived    on 

!ctionto 
lying  above  tJjc 
Irirer's  seat  the 
little  blue  banner, 
signifvini;  that  tin- 
cAiriage  was  en- 
SeA.         Not      n 

ktnny  Blue  Flag '  '  ^ 

'  uny  means.  To  (he  weary  footed  rather  an  ensign  of 
e.  Sometimes  engagL-d'  was  rendered  in  the  masculine,  ;is 
,  and  sometimes  in  the  feminine,  as  hiue  ;  bnt  in  nearly 
reiy  case  the  Auiaicelates  when  hailed  shook  his  head,  either 
irteously,  ironically,  or  defiantly.  One  gentleman,  in  a  gi-ccn 
istcoat  and  a  hat  covered  with  white  oilskin,  ciu'sed  me  so 
rtily  mid  so  copiously  when  I  asked  him  to  drive  me  from  the 
e  Viricnne  to  the  Rue  de  Labruyere,  that  I  almost  fancied  tliat 
Tic  must  be  our  famous  '  Ben,  the  Hackney  coachman  bold,'  come 
to  life  again,  and  metamoqihosed  into  a  vituperative  Gaul.  You 
n-ill  remember  the  bold  Ben  of  whom  it  is  sung  in  tlje  touching 
l-nllad  of  '  Tamaroo' :  '  1  low  lio'd  swear  and  how  lieM  drive,  num- 
ber I'liree  Hniidred  and  Sixty-five,  with  his  high  fol  liddle,  iddle, 
high  gee  woa.' 

'I'h*  man  with  the  verdant  vest  and  the  white  hut  swore  at  me, 
Mu  declined  to  drive  me.     I  gave  him  as  gooti  us  he  hud  given  ; 
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and  tLeii  proceeded  to  toil  iilong  the  broiling  boulevnrd,  remote 
unfriended,  melancholy,  and  slow,  recalling  in  my  mind  a  cert 
morning  seven -and -twenty  yenre  ago,  when,  as  happened  yesterday^ 
there  were  no  cabs  to  be  had  for  love  or  money  in  Paria.     Stay  !■■ 
If  you  were  a  Republican  Deputy,  H,  de  Muiipaa,  Prefect  of  Police,! 
had  placed  a  limited  number  of  private  hackney  carriages  at  the 
disposal  of  the  Representatives  of  the  Extreme  Left,  who  were 
conveyed,  free,  gratis,  and  for  nothing,  to  Mazas,  to  the  Conci- 
crgerie,  or  to  La  Roquette.   That  was  on  the  2d  of  ]>ecember  1851. 
In  the  Exhibition  year,  1867,  things  were  had  enough  in  the  cab 
way,  and  tliere  was  a  partial,  but  not  a  general  strike.     I  don't 
think,  however,  that  I  ever  paid  more  than  three  times  Uie  proper 
fare ;  and  not  more  than  twice,  on  iiiqiiiiing  of  a  Jelm  how  ranch  I 
I  was  to  pay  him,  did  the  gentleman  on  tlie  box  raise  his  wli^q 
and  '  offer '  to  strike  me  aci'oss  the  face.     In  the  year  last  men^ 
tioued,  M.  Pietri,  then  Prefect  of  Police,  caused  it  to  he  intimate* 
to  the  cockers  that  if  they  did  not  immediately  resume  work,  ontfi 
keep  civil  tongues  in  their  heads,  their  licenses  would  be  for^a 
felted  en  viaxse,  and  their  places  supplied  by  gunnel's  and  drivei 
tlie  artillery. 

sh  high-handed  measures  ai'e  perhaps  ijnpracticable  under  <il 
blican  Ti-g'une,  although  M.  Albert  Gigot,  the  existing  lediletV 
{Hired,  I  hear,  '  to  act  with  energy  should  circumstances  de*a 
Circamstances,  I  should  say,  demand  that  sometbin 
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shonld  be  done  at  once.  The  company  and  the  cabmen  are  losing 
Bs  it  is  at  least  a  thousand  pounds  a  day  in  fai'es  to  the  Exhibition 
and  bade  again,  to  aay  nothing  of  Uie  onlinary  courses. i  and  the 
disgasted  public  are  beginning  to  patronise  all  kinds  of  abnormal 
Tehtcles— wagonnettea,  cJtaT-a-bancs,  tapiesiires,  vans,  and  carts  of 
every  description,  the  drivers  of  which  charge  only  seventy-five 
centimes  from  the  central  boulevards  to  the  Champ  de  Jlars. 
There  is  arailway  to  the  Exhibition,  but  the  route  is  a  roundabout 
one,  and  an  tinconscionable  time  is  occupied  in  getting  over  it. 
To-morrow  I  shall  go  down  to  the  banks  of  the  Seine,  and  sec 
whether  they  are  doing  anything  with  the  hateaux-moiiches — tlie 
tiny  steamboats  which  rendered  such  good  service  in  1867-  Jlenn- 
while  the  discontented  coachmen,  are  to  meet  in  public  concliive 
on  Thursday,  by  permission  of  the  Prefect  of  Police,  to  discuss 
matters  with  their  masters.  The  hrst  thing  that  the  drivers  have 
to  do  is,  I  take  it,  to  get  on  their  boxes  again.  I  aiu  prepai-ed  to 
be  orercbai^ed,  but  I  Want  a  Cab. 


■Drive  me  1 1  the  HStel ,' 

*  Xut «  bil  ot  it.     I  only  drive  to  liotils  llinl  ijice  mc  a 


OCT   OF    TIIF 

Aug.  It. 

EvEnYBODY  '  wortU  knowing '  is  Ktippoacd  to  have  left  Paris ; 
but  there  nevertheless  remain  in  tJie  fair  city  some  two  millions  of 
people  who  are  decidedly  worth  observing  and  studying.  With  the 
exceptions,  indeed,  that  towards  five  in  the  afternoon  no  tilburies^ 
dogcarts,  nor  tandems  ore  visible  in  front  of  the  Jockey  Club ;  thati 
the  Boifi  de  Boulogne  is  for  the  moment  quite  shorn  of  its  eques- 
trian and  charioteering  glories ;  that  some  of  the  theatres  are 
[ii-eparing  to  close  then'  doors,  while  the  box-offices  of  all  are  easy 
of  access,  with  the  exception  of  the  Grand  Opera  ;  and  that  it  is 
not  very  difficult  to  obtain  a  cabinet  at  the  Caf^  Anglais,  at 
Uurand's,  at  the  Muison  Doree,  and  other  favourite  resorts  of 
the  '  Gommeux '  class,*  the  absence  of  '  everybody  worth  knowing,' 
and  the  sui^pension  until  next  November  of '  Le  Highlife  du  West* 
which  Anglo- maniacal  Frenchmen  nre  so  fond  of  talking 
'Scarcely  perceptible.    The  daily  and  niglitly  crowds  on  the* 

Mmpamtivelj'  iipenVing,  halcyon  »Ute  of  tilings  did  not  long! 
w  givnt  restaurants  b«gan  to  be,  towards  the  end  of  Sepletnt«T,.a 
tly  ovor- crowded,  and  the  cmsh  continued  till  tlio  end  of  OctoWft  J 
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_  tilevarda  are  as  gi'eat  ns  ever,  and  would  be  but  little  diminislied 
i  density,  I  imapne,  were  there  no  Exhibition  in  progress ;  the 
'unonds  blaze  and  the  nicknacka  glisten,  in  the  innumerable 

iop-window9  in  this  City  of  Frivolity,  just  as  they  did  when  the 
_asan  WEB  at  its  height ;  the  supply  of  variegated  bonnets  and 
iita  is  3ct  so  surprisingly  abundant  as  to  lead  the  unsophisticated 
uitor  to  the  conclusion  that  eveiy  Fienchwoman  must  have  three 

»ds ;  the  open-air  concerts  in  the  Champs  Elysees  and  the 
6  of  the  Tuileries,  the  Hippodrome,  the  dancmg  saloons 


=  M 


1  jUcazftrs,  llie  al-frr/iro  cnft's  and  brasseries,  me  continuously 
."oogei,   quite  irrespective  of  Kxliibition  patronage  ;    and,   in 
lort,  Paris  l«  me  ia  wliat  it  has  been  any  time  these  forty  yeai-a, 
llWTi>ctiui]  and  kaleidoscopic  Fair. 

'  It  in  not  no  in  London,  wheie  the  denizens  of  tlie  other 
whuU  are  popidous  and  busy  all  the  year  round,  impinge 
IB  inconsiderable  extent  on  the  real  '  West  End; '  and  ^ 
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when,  so  Won  U  tlw  genuine  'Hi^  Life'  withdraws  itadf  for 
ita  antatnnal  pleasuring  on  Uie  Continent^  in  the  jRorinces,  en*  at 
the  watering-placefl,  and  is  obseqoionslj-  attetided  thereto  In'  its 
fterranta,  ita  factors,  and  its  pturerors — by  all  its  belon^ngs  in^ed. 
Have  its  cata,  which  are  left  in  locked-ap  London  hooaes  to  starre — 
a  void  in  the  re^on  which  high  life  ii^bits  is  distinctly-  numifest 
and  felt.  When  fashionable  London  condescends  to  be  *  oot  of 
towti,'  tens  of  tbonsands  of  minor  satellites  of  fiubioQ  ranish  at 
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the  same  time,  imd  do  not  reappear  until  the  sun  of  fashion  once 
more  rises  sbove  the  horizon.  Paris,  in  its  existing  condition, 
appears  to  be  perfectly  able  to  dispense  with  aristocratic  patronage ; 
it  ia  only  the  exclusively  patrician  classes  who  are  unable  to  dis- 
pense with  Paris,  and  who  will  eagerly  return  to  their  beloved 
Boulevards,  and  their  more  beloved  Bois,  so  soon  as  they  have 
exhaosted  the  delights  of  Trouville  and  Dieppe,  of  Spa  and  of 
Ostend ;  and  so  soon  as  that  Exhibition,  wliichfor  political  reasons 
they  dislike,  ia  at  an  end.  As  for  Hombonrg  and  Wiesbaden, 
Ems  and  Carlsbad,  those  viUegrfiature  must  not  be  mentioned  to 
French  ears  polite  just  now.  The  wounds  of  1870  are  no  longer 
green,  but  they  are  not  yet  cicatrised.  The  cruel  gashes,  materi- 
ally, are  healed — for  France  seems  to  be  busier  and  wealthier  thau 
ever  she  was — but,-raoraUy,  the  deep  hurts  are  only  skinned  over ; 
and  by  the  Bepublican  section  of  the  press  and  the  people  the 
German  is  as  cordially  hated,  and  the  spoliation  of  Alsace  and 
Lorraine  is  as  bitterly  resented,  as  ever. 

What  elements  of  future  tiu-bulence  and  discord  may  be  latent 
beneath  this  smiling  and  hrillinnt  surface,  it  would  be  as  rash  to 
conjecture,  as,  indeed,  it  is  humanly  impossible  to  foietell ;  but,  to 
judge  only  from  the  external  aspect  of  things,  Paris  at  the  present 
moment  spells  peace  and  goodwill 
to  nil  mankind.  If  the  abhorred 
German  will  only  be  prudent 
enongh  to  dnb  himself,  while  resi- 
dent in  Paris,  an  Alsatian,  a  Swiss, 
or,  better  still,  an  Austrian,  he  will 
not  be  molested ;  and  the  news- 
papers are  singularly  free  from 
invectives  against  the  Emperoi 
William  or  Prince  Bismaick.  A 
few — a  very  few — of  the  'joumaux 
serienx '  have  followed,  from  day 
to  day,  the  imbroglio  of  the  East 
em  Question,  and  have  yet  some- 
thing cogent  to  say  concermng  the 
Treaty  of  Berlin  and  the  Anglo- 
Turkish  Convention  ;  but,  on  the 
whole,  the  tribulations  of  Turkey 
and    the     aggressive    designs    of 

Russia  seem  to  trouble  the  Pari-  a  duval  wAnnesa. 

aian  public  far  less  than  do  the  , 

recent  sedition  among  the  white-aproned  waitresses  at  the  Duvo 
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I'estnui'fints  aii<I  the  still  existuig  stiike  of  Uic  tuTimen.  On  one 
(loiiit,  liowever,  politicians  of  nil  shades  of  opinion  seem  to  hiiva 
made  up  their  minds — that  the  word  Cj-p^u^  'S  ^  capital  one  on 
which  to  cut  jokes,  first,  because  there  is  a  French  opera  called 
La  Reiite  dc  Chypre ;  next,  because  in  French  slang  '  cliiper ' 
nteniia  to  purloin ;  and  finally,  because  the  French  have  gotten 
into  their  heads  the  extraordinary  notion  tliat  the  English  are 
inordinately  fond  of  '  Cypms  wine.'  On  this  last  topic  it  is  quite 
useless  to  reason  with  them.  As  well  might  yon  attempt  to  shake 
their  faith  in  'I'Hospitnlite  Ecossaise ' — I  should  like  to  learn 
the  ideas  of  a  Highland  hotel-keeper  as  to  Scotch  hospitality — or 
to  persuade  them  that  Englishmen  Jiave  abaiidoiicd  the  practice 
of  selling  their  wives,  with  lopes  round  their  necks,  in  Smithlield, 
as  to  represent  to  them  fJiat  Cyprus  wine,  in  its  modem  foiTO  at 
least,  ia  a  mixture  of  fermented  grape-juice  flavoiu^d  with  resin, 
cxU'emely  unpleasant  to  the  English  taste,  and  an  almost  entire 
stranger  to  the  English  market.  The  Parisians  persist  in  speaking 
of  this  beverage  as  '  ce  vin  cher  aux  Aiiglais.'  Perhaps  they  tluuk 
that  the  capital  of  Cyprna  is  Oporto,  or  that  Madeira  is  somewhere 
near  Paphos.  While  the  '  serious  '  papers  are  talking  of  '  Sic 
Wolaeley,"  and  of  the  instructions  transmitted  to  liim  by  '  Lord 
Layard'  to  mount  nothing  but  hundred-ton  guns  on  the  Cypriote 
batteries,  the  caricaturists  indulge  in  good-natured  '  skits '  at  Bri- 
tannia) always  represented  as  a.  high-cheeked  female  in  spectacles, 
ivith  a  chronic  grin,  and  very  prominent  front  teeth,  sitting  ou 
a  rock  sipping  le  vin  cher  avx  Antilaix  out  of  a  'patent  tea-cup,' 
while  n  hapless  liitle  Greek  of  Hellas  wriggles  iuipaJed  on  one 
of  tlie  prongs  of  Iier  trident,  or  wriUies  crushed  under  her  yion- 
derous  shield.  One  facetious  print  paraphrases  the  old  Joe  Kliller 
of  the  sanctimonious  grocer  who,  having  assured  himself  that  his 
apprentice  has  sloe-leaved  the  tea  and  sanded  llie  sugar,  bids  hiin. 
come  to  prayers.  '  Have  you  protected  Cyprus  ? '  asks  Britanni* 
of  our  Piemier.  An  answer  in  the  nffinnative  is  given.  '  Do  yoa 
intend  to  protect  Tenedos  and  Mitylene  ? '  Again  an  affirmative 
reply  is  made.  '  Then  come  and  hear  some  Litanies,'  says  the 
lady  who  rules  the  waves.  To  the  ordinary  French  mind  tha 
liturgy  of  the  Anglican  Church  is  exclusively  composed  of  litanies.i 
Finajly,  in  M.  Andr^  Gill's  satirical  journal  La  Lvne  liovsae,  and 
with  the  title  '  La  Farce  prime  le  I>roit,'  the  British  Lion  is  repre- 
sented with  the  limbs  of  a  Lifrgum'dsmnn,  clad  {trousers  and  all) 
in  blazing  scarlet,  and  with  a  most  portentous  tail  protruding 
f'*"  '•encath  the  short  jacket.  This  leonine  dragoon  is  indulging, 
nphantly  hearty  swig  from  a  bottle  labelled  '  Chj-pre,"  toJ 
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the  astonishment  and  disgust  of  n  veiy  thu'aty-lookiiig  Russian 
'    ur  in  the  guise  of  a  Cosaack,  ivlio  has  nothing  on  the  table 

lore  him  bat  aii  empty  glass. 
I  All  this  badinage,  however,  is  essentially  good-natured.  One 
"a  no  words  of  abuse  against '  Perfidious  Albion,'  who '  French 
pierce  would  ilestroy,  and  monopolise  to  herself  tlie  Empire  of 
B  Seas,'  I  have  scanned  a  dozen  papers  this  morning  without 
g  any  indignant  protest  against  the  Mediterranean  being 
i  into  '  an  KngUah  lake ; '  nor  have  I  been  able  to  meet  with 
•ny  reference  to  the  contingency  of  Lord  Sandoii'a  steam  plough 
interfering  with  the  vested  interests  of  France  in  the  Holy  Places. 
A]l  this  strikes  me  with  the  greater  force,  inasmuch  as  I  can  re- 
"  lember  how,  in  1839  and  1840,  Fi-ance  in  general,  and  the  Pari- 
s  in  parUcular,  were  in  a  white-hot  fit  of  passion  with  England 
■  log  Syria  and  the  Holy  Places.  I  can  remember  it,  because 
►■  time  I  was  a  boy  at  a  French  college,  and  because  tlie 
"l  diversion  during  the  play-hour  of  my  schoolfellow s  was 
B  and  revile  me,  to  cutf  and  spit  at  me,  because  I  was 

,    ._  'pomme-de-teiTe,'  a  'goddam,'  or  Englialunan.     I 

.  _1  bribed  Marshal  Grouchy  with  the  guineas  of  William  Pitt  to 
sUy  away  from  the  field  of  Waterloo  until  Blucher  had  come  up. 
I  had  brought  back  the  Bourbons,  the  Swiss  Gunrd.  the  -Jesuits, 
and  the  iilkl*  tie  cunfessioii.     I  had  embittered  the  last  yei  ~~  " 
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the  life  of  the  Emperor  Napoleon  l>y  countenancmg  and  applattcling 
the  atrocious  tyranny  of  Sir  Hudson  Lowe.     But  these  were  past 
ofl'enccB.     In  1839  ami  1840  I  was  accused  of  firing  on  n  Fi-eiich 
hospital  at  St.  Jean  d'Acre,  of  insulting  the  French  Oog  at  tha  l 
ririeus,  of  stealing  the  crockerywwe  and  breaking  the  chairs  and] 
tahles  of  a  French  Vice-Consul  at  Alexandretta,  of  inciting  thol 
Grand  Vizier  to  kick  the  first  dragoman  of  the  French  Embassy  ata 
Constantinople ;  of  stiiTing  up  strife  against  France  in  the  islaudsl 
of  the  Pacific ;  and  finally  and  comprehensibly  of  being  a  perfidiotia^ 
child  of  Albion,  bent  on  desti'oying  French  conuaerce  and  mono-' 
pohsing  to  myself  the  Emph"e  of  the  Seas.     That  was  Fans  torn 
by  anxieties  of  impending  wai-.     The  Paris  of  1878  cares  appa- 
rently not  one  farthing  about  any  kind  of  war  whatsoever.     Her 
voice  is  all  for  Peace,  and  for  Business,  wholesale  or  retfiil,  on  a 
strictly  ready-money  basis.     I  never  knew  this  ingenious  and  per- J 
severing  people  to  be  hungrier  than  they  ai'e  now  after  francs  andfl 
centimes.     It  is  only  Glory  which  seems  to  be  at  a  discount.^ 
They  may  have  had  enough  of  it,  aud  to  spare,  eight  years  ngo. 

That  which  singularly  contributes  to  the  pacific  aspect  of  Paiiq 
at  the  present  moment  is  the  maiked  absence  of  soldiers  from  thffl 
sti'eets.  Englishmen  who  ai'e  habitually  resident  here  may  not  ht 
sti-uck  by  the  change  which,  from  a  military  point  of  view,  hui_ 
come  over  the  French  capital.  To  me,  after  virtually  eight  years.^ 
absence,  the  ti'ansformation  is  simply  marvellous.  Until  the  col-^ 
lapse  of  tlie  Second  Empire  I  had  never  known  Ptu-is  but  as  a 
ti'emendously  martial  city.  You  saw  as  many  soldiers  on  the 
boulevards  as  you  did  at  Berlin ;  but  the  French  warrior  was  more 
conspicuous,  more  animated,  nnd  more  picturesque  than  the  Prus> 
sian  type  of  miiitarisin.  In  Berlin  you  meet  so  many  broad- , 
shouldered  stunted  privates,  and  so  many  gaunt,  whiskered,  and  I 
tight-woisted  officers  in  tunics,  pickelhaubes,  and  red-striped  trou-  T 
Bcrs  (and  all  seemingly  with  pokera  down  their  backs  undemeath 
their  tunics),  tliat  you  begin  to  think  after  a  while  that  these  must 
form  the  noimal  gai-b  of  the  population,  and  that  the  few  people 
in  civihan  costiune  whom  you  come  across  are  strangers  like  youi'- 
self.  But  the  Paris  which  1  knew  down  to  September  1870  was  ft 
very  masquerade  of  varied  and  brilliant  uniforms.  Only  recaS 
those  that  you  beheld  in  the  course  of  a  stroll  under  the  arcade^ 
of  the  Bue  de  Bivoh,  betwicn  ihe  Bue  de  Castiglione  and  the 
Place  du  Palais  Royal.  Stately  Cent  Gardes,  with  their  shining 
casques,  their  towering  plumes,  their  sky-blue  tunics,  their  buck- 
a  and  their  jackboots.  Soldiers  of  the  Guides,  rivalling  in 
ight  fit  of  their  jackets  and  overalls,  and  the  abundance  (  "* 
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r  embroidery,  our  horse  (irtillerymen  of  the  last  genemtion. 

Qrenadiers,  Voltifjeiira,  Chasseurs,  Eclaireurs,  Zouaves,  Sapeura, 

Ca.ntiiiierea  of  the  Imperial  Guard,  Chasseurs  do  Vmcenues,  Clias- 

leure  <!*Afriiiue,  Sjiabis,  Torcos — ubisimtl 

What  has  become  of  all  these  parti-coloured  wan'iors  ?  I  might 

^nat  as  well  be  inquisitive,  perhaps,  as  to  wliat  has  become  of  tlio 

Teriol  Iftcijueys  at  the  Tuileries,  gorgeous  in  green  and  gold 
Lair-powder ;  of  the  postillions  and  the  piqiieurg,  the  cooks  and 
be  marmittma,  of  the  Imperial  household;  altliough  I  have  little 
kpubt  that,  were  an  Empire  or  a  Monai"i:hy  restored  to-raorrow, 
ill  Uie  old  costumes  would  come  to  light  again,  and  many  of  the 
pld  wrritors  would  be  found  ready  to  wear  them.  The  footmen 
ind  bai^gemen,  the  cooks  and  scullions,  of  Charles  I.  lay  by,  quietly 
moDgh,  during  tlie  Protectorate ;  but  they  flocked  to  Whitehall, 
BtAffer  for  their  old  posts,  and  clamorous  for  arreara  of  wages,  so 
^oon  as  Charles  11.  Jiad  come  to  his  own  again.  So  may  it  be 
jhoolil  the  wheel  of  French  Fortune  ever  again  place  a  crown  on  a 
French  head  ;  but  as  regards  the  military,  those  soldiers  of  the 
Tuiperinl  Guard  who  were  not  killed  iu  battle  or  who  did  nut  die 
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of  fever  and  ague  in  tlie  Frussian  prison -camps,  have  long  since,  ] 
Burmise,  been  absorbed  into  the  ranis  of  the  regular  army,  or, 
their  tenn  of  service  having  txpired,  have  taken  their  dischai-ge 
and  obtniued  employment  '  dans  le  civil.'  Tliey  may  Jiave  become 
caah-coUectors  for  notaides,  railway  guai-ds  and  porters,  gardiena 
at  the  Louvre  or  the  Luxemboui^,  telegraph  messengers,  and 
what  not.  In  France  tliere  is  always  plenty  of  employment  for 
the  old  soldier.  A  few  of  the  Cent  Gardes  have,  I  fancy,  taken 
1  the  Garde  Kepiiblieaine.  At  least  I  have  noticed  on 
duty  outside  the 
theatres  at  night 
more  than  one 
austere  Republi- 
can wai'rior,  of 
Buch  u  tremen- 
dous number  of 
inches,  so  well  set 
up,  and  so  bushily 
moustached,  that 
I  could  not  help 
finicying  that  he 
had  belonged  in 
old  times  to  the 
famous  cohort  of 
giants  in  sky-blue 
tunics  who  used 
to  stand,  motion- 
less as  statues,  on 
the  grand  staii-- 
case  of  the  Tuile- 
ries  on  gala- days. 
Exit  grand  staii-- 
case,  with  many 
other  pomps  and 
vanities  of  the 
world  Imperial. 
The  parti  -  co- 
loured warriors 
have  disappeared, 
and  the  few  soldiers  seen  in  the  streets  are  clad  with  almost  quaker- 
like sobriety.  The  officers  only  wear  their  epaulettes  when  on  dutj-; 
oltogetlier  tliere  is  a  remarkable  absence  of  military  parade 
'^f^gg^r,  oi  the  twisting  of  raoustacht's,  the  trailing  of  sabre 
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aiid  the  clauking  of  spurs.  These  remarks  npply,  obviously,  only 
to  the  public  thoroughfares  of  Paris,  to  the  cafes  and  the  public 
gardens  in  which  the  military  element  was  formerly  so  arrogantly 
prominent.  For  the  rest  it  is  understood  that  France  is  in  this 
instant  month  of  August  1878  in  possession  of  an  inmiense  army 
and  reserve,  splendidly  armed,  equipped,  and  organised,  and  sedu- 
lously trained  to  grave  and  systematic  work.  What  it  is  to  do,  and 
when  and  where  it  is  to  do  it,  the  public  do  not  seem  to  be  very 
anxious  to  know.  The  army,  in  Paris  at  least,  is  sedulously  kept 
out  of  sight,  and  it  is  only  Peace,  for  the  moment,  that  we  are 
happily  enabled  to  contemplate — ^meek-eyed  Peace.  Her  meekness 
is  modified  to  a  slight  extent  just  at  present  by  the  cabmen's 
strike. 

The  strike,  controversially  considered,  continues ;  but  tourists 

need  murmur  no  more,  for  there  are  plenty  of  cabs  to  be  had  at 

ordinary  fares.    A  police-agent  is  always  at  your  elbow  at  the  time 

of  hiring  and  discharge,  and  is  *  down '  on  the  driver  if  he  attempts 

an  overcharge  in  a  moment.    But  such  drivers  and  such  carriages ! 

Younger  sons  of  younger  brothers,  discharged  unjust  serving* 

men,  and  osUers  tradefaUen;  Auvergnat  commissionnaires  past  the 

carrying  of  messages ;  invalided  croque-morts  and  gavroches  grown 

too  old  to  play  at  marbles  on  the  quays ;  ragged  varlets  in  blouses 

white  and  blue,  and  many  absolutely  in  their  shirt-sleeves — and  the 

shirts  look  as  though  they  had  been  stolen  from  the  red-nosed 

innkeeper  at  Daventry ;  all  Falstafif 's  ragged  regiment,  in  a  word, 

pbu  a  horde  of  Callot's  Bohemians,  seem  to  have  been  pressed 

into  the  service  of  the  Compagnie  Gdn^rale  des  Yoitures,  and  to 

have  been  promoted  from  the  kennel  to  the  coachbox.     They  are, 

as  a  rule,  civil  enough ;  and  many  of  them  have  told  me  that  they 

are  entirely  opposed  to  the  strike,  and  that  they  have  no  desire  save 

to  earn  an  honest  living,  if  the  rates  they  are  called  upon  to  pay 

were  only  calculated  on  a  sUghtly  less  exorbitant  scale ;  but  the 

Company  seem  reluctant  to  intrust  these  improvised  charioteers 

with  a  better  class  of  vehicles.    No  spruce  landaus,  no  sparkling 

victorias,  no  trim  little  hrongheLm-coupes,  have  as  yet  reappeared, 

and  the  vast  majority  of  the  vehicles  in  circulation  are  the  most 

ramahaokle  old  '  cruelty  vans '  that  ever  you  saw  out  of  the  purlieus 

of  an  Irish  fair.    As  for  the  horses,  the  spectacle  of  the  forlorn 

UigB  of  skin  and  bones  tottering  along  on  broken-kneed  legs  would 

make  Mr.  Colam  cry.    I  have  not  seen  a  cab-horse  to-day  that  a 

Spaniard  would  give  a  dozen  dollars  for  to  be  disembowelled  in  the 

boll-ring.     The  greater  number  of  the  temporary  cabbies  are,. 

moreover,  wholly  unacquainted  with  the  art  of  driving.  They  know 
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no  more  of  the  Rule  of  tlie  Bead  than,  in  all  probability,  the 
know  of  the  Rule  of  Three.  Like  Leigh  Hunt's  pig,  they  '  go  u 
all  manner  of  streets ; '  and  during  the  last  thirty-six  hours  tw 
matters  for  astonishment  and  gratitude  have  constantly  been  p« 
sent  to  my  mind  :  first,  that  I  have  not  been  mn  over ;  and  next 
that  I  have  not,  vicariously,  nm  over  anybody  else. 
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Auk.  12. 

Wis  it  not  the  Riyltt  Honourable  John  Wilson  Croker  who  pro- 

fr.s&ed  not  to  know  where  Kussell  Square  was;  and  was  it  not 

-Tbeodoro  Hook,  who,  following  tlie  lofty  Secretary  of  the  Admiralty 

t  »  humbly  tuft-hunting  tlistaucc,  inqiiii-ed  whereabouts,  on  the 

»y  to  Bloomsbury  the   traveller  changed  horees  ?     I  ara  very 

hncli  a&nid  tliat  the  Palais  Royal,  a  region  which  for  veiy  many 

lesons  is  deaier  to  me  than  any  locaUty  of  which  I  am  awnre  in 

llluia,  has  been,  these  ten  yeai'8  since,  slowly  fading  to  tho  eom- 

lexion  of  the  sere,  the  yellow  leaf,  socially  speaking ;  and  that, 

til  I  the  honour  of  the  acquaintance  of  M.  le  Vicomte  Satin  dea 

Bonimeiix  of  the  Jockey  Club,  or  M.  le  General  Roguet  de  la 

Tiguerie  of  the  Cercle  des  Mirlitons,  either  of  those  gentlemen  (on 

^  is  rfturn  from  Biarritz  or  Trouville)  might,  if  questioned  coii- 

oeniing  that  whii'h  was  onc«  the  most  fashionable,  and  which  will 

olwnj's  be  tlie  most  famous,  resort  in  the  metropolis,  reply,  with 

a  faintly  perceptible  vioue  of  disdain  on  liis  patrician  countenance : 

•  I^  Palais  Itoynl  I  VouIoz-tous  dire  celui  de  Pekin  ?    Le  Palais 

UiiyiiJ !  raais,  mon  cher,  on  n'y  va  plus," 

Vhe  irrevocable  tendency  of  civilisation  is  to  mai'ch  from  tlie 
Kxst  to  the  West.  We  have  lieard  that  axiom  before.  The  move- 
ment is  from  sunrise  to  sunset ;  bo  that  when  '  all  earthly  thin(;s 
pball  come  to  gloom,"  and  '  the  sun  himself  shall  die,'  as  the  poet 
Campbvll  gloomily  sings,  it  will  be  in  the  remotest  of  Occidents 
^iwt  Foshiim  nill  expire.    The  Palais  Boyal  has  only  experienced 
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ication   of  a   miivei-aal  law.      Fitshionable   ciYilisalioir 
r  irfcdrmtl,  s|irendtii^  to  iniiuiiiernble  new  boulevards^ 
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fiprpadiag  ^J  Uie  Pare  Monceaux,  ovevriiimiiig  tlie  Cliaiiips  Elyaees, 
,  ^_uid  threalening  to  overlap  the  Bois  cle  Boulogne,  has  con- 
^^Mnptaoasly  piuooiinced  tlie  Paluis  Iluyal  to  he  Bituated,  as  tbings 
^^S^ danM  Nfi  p'lt/s  impossihle.  It  is  no  longer  a  place  to  dine, 
^^Bproineuailc,  to  flirt,  or  even  to  consphv  in  : — 6'oni  a  fasbionable 
^^Bfcit  of  Tivw.     It  h  too  fiir  itway.     It  is,  fashionably  i:0B%i<\.&i:«&t 
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initials,  '  L.  F. ; '  on  the  other  side  was  paintect,  iu  a  cartouche, 
a  sweet  little  group  of  Cupids.  I  turned  up  the  vase  to  fiud  tlie 
Sevres  mark.  I  found  eomething  else :  the  words,  to  wit,  stamped 
in  red  letters,  '  Chateau  des  Tuileries,  1835.'  Unquestionable 
'  loot,*  this :  all  cries  of '  Mort  aux  voleurs  ! ' '  dui'ing  the  escalude 
of  February  '48  to  the  contrary,  notwith  stun  ding.  The  vase  was 
cracked  right  across,  but  had  been  very  sltilfuliy  mended.  I  got 
it,  the  thing  being  enlamS,  cheap.  In  September  1870,  the  multi- 
tude were  in  a  patriotically  }ionest  mood,  and  forbore  to  plunder. 
The  palace  of  the  Palais  Royal  had,  however,  enjoyed  full 
twenty  years  of  tranquil  splendour.  Even  before  Uie  reestablish- 
ment  of  the  Second  Empire  it  had  been  the  residence  of  old 
Jerome  Bonaparte,  ex- King  of  Westphalia,  the  '  petit  polisson'  of 
Napoleon  I.,  the  consort  en  premilres  noces  of  the  ill-used  Miss 
Paterson  of  Baltimore,  and  whom  his  Imperial  nephew,  not  know- 
ing very  well  whet  to  do,  made  at  last  Governor  of  the  Invalides. 
The  old  gentleman  was  a  Waterloo  man,  and  had  not  behaved  badly 
in  that  fight.  By  the  Parisians  he  was  generally,  in  vii-tue  of  an 
atrodoasly  twisted  conundrum,  called '  I'Oncle  Tom,'  since,  it  was 
•rgaed,  Napoleon  I.  being  '  le  Grand  Homme,'  and  Napoleon  III. 
'  le  Petit  Homme,'  old  Jerome  must  necessarily  stand  in  the  rela- 
tion of '  Uncle  Tom'  or '  t'homme,'  to  the  latter.  His  sou  Napoleon 
Jerome,  kept  high  state  at  the  Palais  Koyal,  gave  good  dinners 
and  bad  cigars,  and  hatched  vain  intrigues  there  against  his  cousin 
and  benefactor,  until  the  Empire  tumbled  to  pieces  like  a  pack  of 
cards — cards  marked  by  gamblers  who  had  lost  their  cmining  and 
could  no  longer  faire  muter  la  covpe.  Very  dreary  must  be  the 
saloons  of  the  palace  now.  Very  dank  and  dismal  must  be  the 
empfy  stable  and  coachhouses  in  the  couilyard  facing  the  Galerie 
d'Orieans.  How  many  times  have  I  watched  '  Monseigneur's ' 
baronches  and  landaus,  with  their  satin-skinned  horses,  emerge, 
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Bprace,  natty,  biTlliant  with  sub-Imperial  veneer  and  sub-Imperiid  I 
varnish,  from  tJiose  stables !  Sometimes  it  was  the  wliim  of  I 
Monseigneur  to  travel  '  post  *  to  his  country  residence  ;  and  on  ' 
those  occasions  there  would  be  a  full-dress  pai'ade  in  the  court- 
yard of  a  heavy  berline  dc  voyage,  hung  high  on  C  springs,  and 
painted  bright  yellow.  This  equipage  would  be  dranTi  by  four  fat 
Picard  horses,  gris  pommelis  in  hue,  tlieir  manes  plaited  and  tails 
tied  up  with  parti-coloured  ribbons.  Brave  in  ribbons,  likewise, 
were  the  glazed  cocked-hats  of  the  postillions,  fiill-powdered  tiieir 
tie-wigs,  bright  scarlet  their  waistcoats  and  the  lappela  of  their 
green  jackets,  dazzlingly  white  their  buckskins,  lustrous  black 
their  jackboots,  radiant  the  silver  badges  on  their  arms.  Behind 
the  berline  came  fourgone,  or  closed  vans,  full  perchance  of  deh- 
cacics  ii'om  Chevct's  or  Cuvillier's,  or  Potel  and  Chabot's,  for  pic- 
nic purposes.  On  everything  external  bhized  the  sub-Imperial 
arms — tiie  reflection  from  the  greater  glory  of  Impeiialism  at  the 
Tuileriea  hard  by.  The  guai-d  tiuned  out;  the  drums  rolled; 
gleaming  arms  were  presented,  as  the  berline  de  voyage  rattled  out 
of  the  coar  d'konneur  of  the  Palais  Hoyal.  Ichabod  I  I  suppose 
that  a  snufl'y  old  concierge  or  two  ai'e  deemed  to  be  enough  to  keep 
watch  and  ward,  at  present,  over  this  ex-Hoyal,  ex-Imperial  habita- 
tion. The  ghost  of  the  Napoleonic  era  is  a  very  woebegone  one,  J 
and  Bonapartisnii/or  (fie  moment,  seems  to  exercise  less  iufluencol 
over  the  minds  of  the  multitude  than  ever  I  can  remember  it  tal 
have  done.  Still  it  must  be  admitted  that  the  Second  Empire, 
while  it  lasted,  did  things  very  handsomely  indeed.  The  pieces  in 
its  repertoires  were  got  up  regardless  of  expense,  and  its  pour- 
boires  were  unstinted.  '  Ce  que  Ton  ne  saurait  nier,'  quoth 
General  Fleury,  when,  at  St.  Petersbui"g.  he  learned  the  downfall  J 
of  his  Imperial  master,  '  c'est  que  pendant  dix-huit  ans  nous  noutfl 
Bommes  ihablement  amuses,'  ^ 

Disestablished  politically,  osti-acised  by  the  fashionable  world, 
the  Palais  Eoyal  might  ostensibly  run  the  risk  of  sinking  to  the 
level  of  a  tentJi-rate  neighbourhood.     It  is  not  only  the  great 
eating-house  and  coffee-house  keepers  wlio  have  quitted  it  for  the 
boulevards,     To  a  considerable  extent  it  has  even  suffered  aban- 
donment at  the  hands  of  the  cheap  tailoi-s,  who  have  discovered 
that  a  '  coin  de  rue,'  or  comer  of  a  populous  street,  is  &  necessity 
in  cfiiTying  on  the  business  of  a  slop-shop  palace  on  a  laige 
'•>d  at  the  present  day  Albert  Smith's  Mr.  Ledbuiy,  with 
Jack  Johnson,  would  fmd  some  difficulty  in  pm'chosing 
Trancs  a  pair  of  the  celebrated  Palais  Koyal  pantaloons, 
ite  pattern  for  which  wps  lemon-colour  striiied  with  1 
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blacky  or  else  a  chess-board-looking  check ;  or  for  twenty  francs 
the  equally  renowned  Palais  Boyal  swallow-tailed  coat — a  festive 
garment  of  a  bright  chocolate  colour  with  a  collar  of  green  cotton 
▼elvety  and  gilt  buttons,  the  die  of  which  represented  an  English 
'  sportsman '  on  a  very  long-legged  horse,  pursuing  a  fox  with 
a  tail  like  a  turnspit's.  I  miss,  too,  those  wonderful  dressing- 
gowns  with  monastic  hoods,  cheap  at  twenty-two  francs ;  and  the 
*  sportsman's '  complete  rig-out  for  the  shooting  season,  consisting 
of  a  coat,  waistcoat,  and  breeches  of  snuff-coloured  holland,  bound 
with  white  tape  and  plenteous  in  pockets ;  leather  gaiters — if  they 
were  not  haply  of  brown  paper — abounding  in  buttons  and  tags ; 
and  a  gibeciere  or  game-bag  with  a  covering  of  tasselled  network, 
to  keep  the  flies  from  the  pheasants,  partridges,  and  rabbits  which 
the  bold  *  sportman '  was  to  shoot — the  whole  complete  for  forty- 
five  francs*  How  often  have  I  pictured  to  myself  the  effect  of  half 
an  honi^s  steady  rain  on  the  brown  holland  suit  and  brown  leather 
— or  paper — ^leggings  of  that  bold  '  sportman ' !  There  yet  re- 
main slop-shops  in  the  Palais  Boyal ;  but  they  are  few  in  number, 
and  subdued  in  aspect.  Their  dummies  look  dusty,  clanmiily 
pallid,  and  generally  dejected,  from  their  obvious  inability  to  cope 
with  the  ^pretentions  lay-figures  of  the  '  coin  de  rue  '  slop  palaces: 
the  boys  m  Glengarry  jackets,  knickerbockers,  purple  hose,  and 
preposteronsly  rouged  faces ;  the  aristocratic  coachmen  with  buff 
greateoats  reaching  down  to  their  feet,  white  neckcloths,  bushy 
blaek  whiskers,  and  gold-laced  hats  with  monstrous  cockades ;  the 
dashifig  Amazons  with  Tyrolese  hats  and  golden  hair,  and  coral- 
handled  whips,  and  who  never  forget  to  lift  a  corner  of  their 
habits  to  a  sufficient  altitude  to  assure  the  spectator  that  they  are 
provided  with  under-garments  of  chamois  leather,  with  black  feet. 
These  artistic  exuberances  are  beyond  the  present  capacity  of  the 
poor  old  Palais  Boyal. 

It  was  thus  not  without  a  certain  feeling  of  sadness  that  I  sate 
down  in  the  sunshine  outside  the  Caf^  de  la  Botonde,  and,  looking 
across  the  vast  quadrangle,  and  peering  into  the  dim  recesses  of 
the  distant  arcades,  I  tried  to  conjure  up  memories  of  the  days 
that  shall  return  no  more.  So  have  I  sate,  hour  after  hour,  out- 
side Florian's  at  Venice,  when  the  City  was  Enslaved,  and  when 
there  seemed  to  be  nobody  alive  in  St.  Mark's  Place  beyond 
myself,  loafing  over  an  '  arancio-selz '  and  a  *  Virginia ; '  a  listless 
waiter  leaning  against  one  of  the  columns  of  the  Procuratie  ;  a 
brace  of  prowling  Austrian  gendarmes ;  a  poor  Uttle  Jioraja,  who 
conld  find  no  customers  for  her  pretty  threehalfpenny  bouquets, 
and  had  gone  to  sleep  in  sheer  weariness  on  a  step ;  and  the  pigec 
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that  floclc  from  tlie  ciipolaa  of  the  Basihca  and  the  leads  of  the 
I'litriarcli's  Palace,  at  their  stated  lionrs,  to  be  fed ;  and,  survejinR 
this  scene  of  silence  and  decay  and  desolation,  I  have  asked 
myself  inwai-dly,  passionately,  Is  this  to  go  on  for  Ever  ?  Will  the 
mtrising  tocsin  never  sound  ?  Will  these  infernal  Tedesehi  never 
po  away  ?  They  are  gone.  The  city  and  the  land  are  free ;  and 
the  last  time  I  sat  at  Fiorian's  I  was  lialf  stunned  by  the  clamour 
of  the  ItaliflD  people  shouting  '  Ev\'ivn8 ! '  to  Victor  Emmanuel, 
King  of  Italy,  standing  at  one  of  the  windows  of  his  palace,  with 
I'lancis  Joseph,  Emperor  of  Austiia,  on  his  right  hand;  with 
Humbert,  Prince  Royal,  and  Margaret,  tlie  Pearl  of  Savoy,  on  his 
If  It.  The  Palais  Royal,  built  in  deliberate  imitation  of  tlie  Piazza 
Snn  Marco,  and  presenting  a  really  noble  albeit  imperfect  copy, 
just  as  our  Covent  Garden  piazzas  itresent  a  stunted  and  squalid 
caricature,  of  an  unapproachable  model,  must  always  bear  a 
pleasantly  dim  resemblance  to  its  peerless  Venetian  original.  Un- 
fortunately the  incurable  mania  of  the  French  for  the  over-oma- 
mentation  of  every  monument  of  architecture  which  they  possess 
has  led  to  the  convei-sion  of  the  immense  area  between  tlie  arcades 
into  a  garden.  It  never  was  a  handsome  gai'deu ;  and  at  present 
it  is  more  tlian  usually  ill-kept,  exhibiting  only  a  gravelly  walk, 
witli  a  few  patches  of  gray-green  herbage,  and  scraggy  sbinibs  here 
and  there.  Were  the  whole  expanse  smoothly  paved,  n  I'ltallana, 
in  a  simple  but  elegant  ]>attern,  in  white  and  gray  or  white  and  pbilc 
uiat'ble,  and  were  the  ugly  newspaper  kiosks,  tlie  toy  and  cake 
stalls,  and  tlie  supplementary  booth  fronting  the  Hotonde,  all 
of  which  impede  the  view  to  nn  exasperating  extent,  swept  away, 
the  garden  of  the  Palais  Royal  would  assurediy  be  one  of  the  most 
magiiiticent  spectacles  in  Europe,  especially  at  night,  since  iu  tlie 
basement  of  every  one  of  its  sections  is  a  shop,  or  a  cafe,  scarcely 
ever  closing  mi^  after  ten  o'clock,  and  necessarily  brilliantly 
lighted  with  gas,  The  majority  of  the  entresols  and  first  floors  arc, 
again,  occupied  by  restaiuunts ;  and  the  illumination  of  these  bright 
ealoons  enhances,  to  a  v.ouderfiil  degree,  the  noctmnal  brilliance 
of  the  scene ;  but  it  is  aggravating  to  enjoy  no  full  and  sweeping 
view  of  the  arcades  on  either  side,  and  of  the  radiant  frontage  of 
the  Oalerie  d'Orleuns,  at  the  exti-emity,  parallel  with  the  palace. 
It  is  more  aggravating  to  find  no  military  hand  present  at  night 
to  discourse  enlivening  strains.  The  condition  of  tlie  Palais  Royal 
does  not,  I  suppose,  concern  the  Ville  de  Paris.  Its  maintenance 
may  be  the  business  of  the  State,  or  of  tlie  mysterious  proprietors 
of  imvirnhlfg,  who  bought,  for  a  triHuig  price,  the  National  Domains 
ing  the  Fir^t  Revohilion,  and  who  seem  to  have  been  livi; 
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I  coDifurtiibly  ever  siiiue  ou  tlie  interest  accruing  from  Ibeir  lucky 
inv«stiueuts.  I  niu  quite  ignorant  as  to  whetliei'  the  Orleans  family 
continue  to  hold  any  *,)oi-tion  of  the  liouse-property  in  the  I'nlais 
Itoyal,  which  was  originally  intended  to  form  one  coutinuouspdiitinl 
i-esiilence,  hut  the  arcades  of  which  were  speedily  let  out  as  sho]is, 
restaurnnts,  and  gambling- houses  by  n  Duke  whose  finances  bad 
become  enibarrassed  through  his  penchant  for  building. 

Paris  ia  to  me  a  pennniient  and  most  wouth'ous  problem  genet'- 
iDy ;  hwt  I  iln  not  know  auj-tbing  within  its  walls  more  perplexing 
jndmore  wonderful  than  the  sight  of  the  thousands  of  weU-di'essed 
Bople  who  sit  alt  day,  and  dui'iiig  a  gi-eat  poi-tion  of  the  night, 
i  snd  outside  the  boulevard  cafes,  smoking,  drinking,  plaj-ing  nt 
'nis  mid  dominoes,  nnd  olherwiso  enjoying  themselves.     They 


iky  |>iflnet  and  drink  '  grogs  Antericains ' — weak  roni-and- water. 

It,  with  sugar  and  lemon — at  eleven  o'clock  of  the  forenoon  in 

:QBt ;  tlicy  are  playing  dominoes  itnd  ill  iukiiig  'bocka'  of  frothy 
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beer,  refreshing  to  the  palate  but  apparently  innocent  of  malt,  at 
six  o'clock  P.M.  They  are  imbibing  coffee  and  cognac  at  eight, 
after  dinner.  Tliey  are  consuming  ices  and  sorbets  at  ten ;  they 
are  sipping  more  American  grogs  at  midnight ;  and  yet,  to  nil 
seeming,  they  have  not  '  turned  a  hair,'  as  the  saying  is,  in  the  way 
of  inebriety.  They  are  all  as  sober  as  judges  ;  and  yet  they  have 
been  laughing  and  shaking  in  Rabelais'  easy-chair  for  the  last 
thirteen  hours.  Who  are  they  ?  Whence  do  they  come  ?  Where 
are  they  going  ?  Where  do  they  live  ?  They  cannot  be  all  shop- 
keepers who  have  left  theit  wives  to  manage  the  shop,  since  they 
frequently  bring  both  tlie  male  aud  female  branches  of  their 
families  to  the  cafe  with  them.  They  bring  grandams  of  eighty, 
who  drink  hot  rum-pmich.  They  bring  little  brats  of  seven,  who 
ilrink 'hocks'  and  ask  for  the  Vie  Paiisiaiiie.  Vogue  la  galX-re ! 
But  where  is  the  galley,  and  who  tugs  at  the  labouring  oar  ?  How 
do  they  get  the  money  to  pay  their  score  and  give  the  gari;on  his 
pourboire  ?  If  I  were  to  sit  inside  or  outside  a  tavern  from  morn 
till  midnight,  even  if  I  drank  nothing  stionger  than  barley-water, 
and  smoked  nothing  more  powerful  than  cigarettes  of  lavender, 
those  conversant  with  my  affairs  would  very  soon  suggest  my 
incai'ceration  at  Colney  Hatch  or  the  expediency  of  the  removal  ol 
myself  and  my  household  to  St.  Pancras  Workhouse.  Again,  I 
frequently  notice  tliat,  when  some  depraved  vagabond  in  a  tattered 
blouse  is  arraigned  before  the  Cour  d' Assises  or  the  Police  Correc- 
tionnelle,  the  Public  Prosecutor  rarely  omits  to  mention  in  the  act 
of  accusation  that  the  prisoner  is  an  habitual  haunter  ot  estamineU 
and  brasseries.  Why,  it  was  the  Public  Prosecutor's  twin  brother, 
or  at  least  his  cousin -germau,  that  I  saw  at  eleven  in  the  forenoon 
di-inking  hot  rum-and- water,  and  blocking  his  adversary  at  dominoes 
with  a  double-five  at  the  Cafe  des  Alille  Constellations!  The  only 
solution  that  I  can  possibly  &nd  for  the  problem  is  that  the  cafe 
frequenters  are  allpro/irtctairi'gd'tmmfliii/es;  that  their  grandfathers 
purchased  large  slices  of  the  National  Domains  at  peppercorn  prices 
in  the  yeai'  17^^,  and  that  tliey  and  all  their  families  have  been 
living  prosperously  and  hilariously  on  the  dividends  ever  since. 

They — if  there  be  indeed  such  a  class  of  Paiisians,  deriving 
their  incomes  from  such  a  soui-ce — do  not  seem  to  be  much  given 
to  patronising  the  poor  old  Palais  Royal.  It  is  too  quiet  for  them. 
The  passing  show  is  not  exciting  enough  to  interest  the  fiancui 
tiass.  In  the  daytime,  sitting  on  your  rush-botlomed  chair  outside 
e,  you  see  few  people  beyond  a  succession  of  youthful 
I9  and  elderly  bonnes.  The  nm'serymai<ls  are  occa- 
.ty;  and  if  they  are  not  well-favoured,  they  mnke  up 


I  lor  the  absence  of  good  looks  by  a  verj'  fascinating  coquettishness ; 
I  but  the  ugliness  of  tlie  elderly  hwin-s  is  fearful  to  look  upon. 


i 


so  I'ARIH   HLUSliLF    AGAIN. 

WIicii  you  liftve  seen  an  old  Frencliivoniaii  you  have  seen  Mulher 
Redcap — you  have  seen  tlie  AVitcli  of  Eiidor.  These  nttenilaut» 
biing  witli  them  troops  of  sickly,  monkey-faced  children.  The 
French  are  a  yallaut,  chivalrous,  ingenious,  and  witty  people,  hut 
they  are  certainly  not  a  good-looking  rnce;  and,  as  a  rule,  tlie  doUs 
in  the  toy-shops,  though  facially  idiotic,  ai'e  much  prettier  than  tlw 
Kttle  girla  who  nurse  them.  Children,  moreover,  of  the  upper  chissei 


have  ceased  to  resort  to  the  I'alnis 
Royal  to  hold  skipping  competi- 
tions or  to  form  daylight  quadrilles.  The  perambnhttora  are  fei 
'  '  '  'iby.  Somel'ewsoldiersare  tobeseen.  Noblesse  oblige ;  &a.i 
ant  sons  of  Mai's  have  come  to  pay  then-  homage  to  thi 
urseiymaids.  A  '  Moudaine  '  rarely  shows  her  paintet 
ce  and  elaborate  toilette  in  the  garden.  Gaunt  pale 
Sa  blouses  smoking  cigarettes  of  bad  tobacco  or  suckinj 
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pipes  of  blackened  brier-root,  slatternly  workgirls  in  dresses  of 
cheap  printed  calico  from  Boubaix  or  St.  Etienne  and  '  coiffeett  en 
cherenx' — ^the  prettj'and  becomingwhite  Cftp  of  the  Paiisian  griaette 
has,  like  the  grisette  herself,  almost  entirely  disappeared — are 
'trapesing '  np  and  down  in  couples,  staring  in  all  the  shops,  and 
ipparently  in  no  hurry  to  go  back  to  their  work ;  while  now  and 
igain,  in  a  comer  behind  some  angle  of  stonework,  there  broods, 
huddled  up  on  a  chair,  an  old,  old  man,  with  a  parchment  face 
fiuTowed  into  a  thousand  wrinkles,  lack-lustre  eyes,  a  weatlier- 
beaten  hat  with  the  nap  all  gone  and  the  brim  drooping,  a  patched 
brown  Bortout  buttoned  up  to  his  throat  and  with  the  place  of  a 
batton  supplied  here  and  there  by  a  pin,  deplorable  trousers,  inde- 
scribable shoes,  and  one  glove.  ^Vho  is  he  ?  Balzac  must  have 
been  aware  of  him  forty  years  ago.  He  may  be  a  contemporary  of 
the  terrible  '  Ferragus.'  Was  he  a  prefect  under  the  Bestoration, 
a  banker  in  the  days  of  the  Orleans  dynasty,  a  police  spy  under  the 
Second  Empire,  a  croupier  at  one  of  the  gaming-honses  ?  To  me 
he  looks  like  an  incarnation  of  the  poor  old  Palus  Royal  iteelf  run 
to  seed. 
And  yet  they  tell  me  the  Palais  Hoyal  is  gayer  just  now  than  it 

has  been  daring  any  period  these  eleven  years  past ;  but  so  far  as 

the  experience  of  my  own  eyes  enables  me  to  judge,  it  has  only 

been  momentarily  ^vanised  into  a  deadly-lively  spasm  of  vitality 

by  the  presence  of 

the  fiiglish  and 

American  visitors 

to  the  Exhibition. 

From  the  minds 

of   these   worthy 

and     unsophisti- 
cated people  you 

cannot    Radicate 

the     long     since 

fixed    idea    that 

the  lUais  Boyal 

is  still  the  centre 

<hF  '  life  in  Paris,' 

the  pivot  on  which 

•11  Gallic  gaieties 

turn,  the  'bob*  of  the  Parisian  universe,  as  Boston,  in  the  State 

of  Massachosetts,  is  the  '  huh  of  the  universe,'  generally  speak- 
ing. Yon  meet  travelled  Britons,  cosmopolitan  Britons,  on 
the  Boulevards  oc  in  the  Rue  de  la  Faix ;    you  look  for  yoiu* 


I 
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triiTelled  Auiericau  in  tlie  coui-tyftrtl  of  the  Grand  Hotel,  or  under 
tLe  ai'cndes  of  the  extravagantly  ningniflcent  Hotel  (Jouthiental 
in  the  Eue  de  Castiglioiie ;  but  the  '  Innocents  abroad,'  be  they 
of  British  or  of  Transatlantic  origin,  float  at  once  to  the  Palais 
lioyal.     I  have  met  to-day  nt  least  half  a  dozen  Ritualist  curates 
— they  are  among 
the  most  innocent 
and  the  foohshest 
creatures    that   I 
know  —  the  Eev. 
Jlr.       Chadband 
from  Stoke  New- 
ington.    and    the 
\  '1  .^-^^^'^'^CTSB^fe   ^ri&y^'/il    \     ^^^'^-  Gypes  To- 
"-/if^/rif-jS   ^M^K'-Jfi  ^Emy//x!/     t     loddle    fi'om    De 
Beauvoh-    Toft-n; 
also     the     three 
Miss      Sowerbya 
of    Leamington ; 
Captain  Swabber, 
R.N.,  and  Jus  nu- 
merous family,  of 
Palmerston  Road, 
Southsca  ;  and  little  Mr.  Siiiii  Gjnger,  JI.R.C.S.,  from  BaiTow- 
in-turaess.    Sam  is  rather  a  gay  dog  when  he  has  got  the  Channel 
safely  between  him   and  Mra.  G.  (who   is   serious),  his   Uni- 
tarian aunts,  and  hia  Baptist  grand- 
mothei-;  ancl  he  informed  me,  with  a 
sly  wink,  that  after  handing  over  all 
liis  patients,  j>ra  tmu,  to  old  Nob- 
bier, the  general  pmetitioner,  he  had 
couie  to  rmis  '  for  a  bit  of  a  spree.* 
Ingenuous   Samuel !    as  though  tha 
Pidais  Royal  were  on  the  way  to  the 
Spree !     Equally  numerous  are  tha 
American  Innocents.  No  shrewd  otul 
somewhat  cynical  New  Yorkers ;  bu| 
few    serene     and     compIacent-wiUi- 
Ligher-cultme  Bostonians;  and  fewer  still  well-bred,  albeit  some- 
what haughty,  8oiith  Carolinians  aud  Virginians  do  you  meet  under 
the  thronged  arcades.      But  you  meet  Uiere  highly-respectable 
pp-    '     '   m  Braltleburj-,  in  the  State  of  Vermont,  and  Toledo, 
)   of  Ohio.      You   meet  Professor   Popcorn  of  tb«  ^ 
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Homespim  UniTereity,  Princeton,  Delaware;  yon  meet  Elder 

Prigarsin   of  the   Scandinavian   Charch    of   Snickersnee,   New 

Jersey;  yon  meet  Dr.  Kufua  Clamchowder,  erst  Brigadier-General 

of  Volunteers  (he  fought 

Tsliantly  at  Antietam),  at 

present      pliarmacentist 

(he  has  got  a  patent  pill), 

of    Barknm,    BUeterum 

county,  Michigan.   I  met 

Uiss  Desdemona  Wvgg 

of  Philadelphia,   author 

of   the    alarming    work 

entitled  Ptoof  PoHUve; 

or    Shaketpeare't    play» 

icritUn  by  a  Woman,  and 

that    Woman   a    Wvgg ! 

Hiaa  W.  wore  her  cele- 
brated brovn-holland  dress,  with  the  large  mother-o'-pearl  buttons, 
her  broad-brimmed  beaver  hat  with  the  green  veil,  her  tortoiseshell- 
rimmed  spectacles,  and  her  buff-leather  gauntlets.     Abating  her 
spectacles,  she  might  be  one  of  Cromwell'H  Ironsides. 

What  do  all  these  excellent  people  want  in  the  dear  old  Palais 
Boyal  ?  To  change  their  English  and  American  money  into 
napoleons  and  five-fi-anc  pieces  ?  Why,  money-changers'  shops 
■boand  all  over  modem  Paris.  To  buy  diamonds  and  rubies  at 
the  few  remaining  first-class  jewellers  under  the  arcades?  Mo; 
Haies  scarcely  look  like  people  who  want  expensive  jewellety.  To 
dine  at  the  cheap  restaurants  ?  Possibly ;  but  then  they  are  here 
all  day — ^long  before  lunch  and  long  before  dinner-time.  They 
want,  I  apprehend,  to  see  '  Life  in  Paris ; '  but  the  life,  dear  sirs 
and  madams,  is  no  longer  here.  The  glory  of  the  Palais  Royal 
baa  departed.  The  quick-eared,  quicker-eyed  Hebrews  who  keep 
the  vezy  cheap  jewelry  shops,  with  the  open  fronts  and  '  Entree 
Iiibre '  inscribed  over  the  portals,  might  be  very  irate  did  they  hear 
me  thna  asperse  the  liveliness  of  the  Palais  Hoyal.  I  wonder  who 
bi^  this  guttering  rubbish — the  thin  gilt  lockets,  with  big  staring 
initials,  enamelled  in  gaudy  enamel,  or  set  with  false  stones;  tlie 
flimsy  necklaces,  the  panci^e-looking  brooches,  the  clumsy  brace- 
lets, the  sham-gold  tiaras  and  belts,  the  multitudinous  array  ol 
'  charms  '  for  cAdtelatneg — a  very  microcosm  of  tinsel  and  pinch- 
beck. Who  buys  them  ?  Why,  inconsequent  radoteur  that  I  am, 
/  uMed  to  buy  the  ttnteUed  and  pinchbeck  rubbitk  mytelf  long  years 
ago,  when  I  was  young : 


tAtllS   llEnSRl.r   AflAlJJ. 


All  your  aim  is  woman  to  win,— 

Tills  ia  the  wny  thot  boys  bi'sin, — 
Wait  till  joti  come  to  Furtj-  Yefir.' 
The  girls  were  very  pliimt  when  I  brought  them  homo  the  thiil 
put  lockots  mth  the  eii&Dielleil  initials,  the  fltmsy  necklaces,  and 
cluroay  bracelets,  ns  presents.  They  smiled,  and  said  things 
pleasant  to  hear.  Now,  not  all  the  gold  of  Ballnrat,  not  all  tha 
silver  of  Nevada  laid  at  their  feet,  would  win  a  smile,  save  one  of 
derision,  from  them. 

But  I  can  avail  mj'self  of  a  sm'er  retipe  for  chasing  away  melan- 
choly in  the  Palais  Royal.  Just  as,  wlien  I  feel  hipped  and  dull  at 
home,  I  always  turn  to  a  little  thin  foho  of  the  '  characaturas '  of 
Lionardo  da  Vinci,  engraved  by  Wenceslaus  Hollar  from  the 
originals  in  tlie  Foi'tland  JIuseum,  and  find  myself,  ere  five 
minutes  be  post,  shaking  with  laughter  over  Lionardo's  lncnm> 
parnbly  droll  porti-aits — types  of  '  odd-fish  '  humanity  three 
hundred  years  old,  hut  which  at  every  turn  you  will  find  repeated 
in  London  society — so  in  the  Palais  Royal,  when  '  tlie  Something 
Bitter '  surges  up  from  the  memories  of  the  past,  I  seldom  fail  to 
find  a  cheerful  solace  by  repairing  to  the  Galeric  d'Orleans,  and 
Bui'veying  the  contents  of  that  ever -delightful  terracotta  pig-shop. 
Do  you  know  those  pigs  ?  They  are  modelled  by  a  BkilTul 
named  (I  think)  L.  Desbords,  who  likewise  excels  in  the  repre- 
sentation of  monkeys,  and  is  even  a  proficient  of  what  may  bei 
termed  the  Humorous  Nude,  in  the  shape  of  little  statuettes  " 
ladies  more  or  less  in  the  costume  of  Huns  Breitmann's  Mermaid  ^ 
but  it  is  in  the  plastic  delineation  of  porcine  life  and  manners- 
Ihat  the  genius  of  M.  L.  Desbords  most  brilliantly  shines.  Ha 
seems  to  have  based  his  studies  first  on  a  careful  perusal  of  a 
translation  of  Charles  Lamb's  Essay  on  Ronst  Pig ;  then  (to  my 
thinking)  he  has  carefully  considered  the  pig  as  demonstrated  ia 
Kngland  by  George  Morland  and  in  France  by  Decamps  j  then  he 
bas  gone  to  nature — to  the  pigsty ;  and  finidly  he  baa  evolved 
out  of  his  own  internal  consciousness  an  antlu'cpochoisine  comedy, 
preserving  in  piggy  all  his  piggishness,  yet  investing  him,  pottr, 
rirc,  with  certain  human  attributes.  Thus  you  see  the  pig  wh< 
ia  '  tight,'  and  the  pip  who  is  suffering  from  a  beadache  on  the  dai 
following  his  orgie ;  the  pig  who  is  beating,  or  is  being  beaten  by  '  ' 
wife  ;  and — subtle  stroke  of  true  genius ! — llie  pig  who  is  having  a 
few  irords  tiitk  Itia  tnother-in-law.  The  only  contemporary  artist 
who  can  be  for  an  instant  compared  with  this  porcuie  Praxitelc! 
the  Palais  Royal  ia  our  own  admirable  Britain  Riviere.     Do  j 
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kaow  that  consummate  painter's  picture  of  '  Circe  * — ^the  enchan- 
tress gazing  at  the  companions  of  Ulysses,  changed  by  her  magic 
arts  (and  her  Eoyal  Tullochgorum  whisky)  into  swine  ?  Every 
phase  of  human  hoggishness  developed  by  excess  into  an  unmiti- 
gated pigdom  is  there  illustrated.  Mr.  Biviere  and  M.  Desbords 
have  travelled  to  Circeland  by  parallel  roads.  In  the  shop  where 
these  wondrous  porcine  terracottas  are  sold  there  is  besides  a 
plentiful  stock  of  miscellaneous  plasticity,  comi^rising  many 
genuine  works  of  art ;  but  I  care  little  for  the  Antinous  or  the 
Callipygian  Venus,  the  Dancing  Faun  or  the  Huntress  Diana,  in 
sach  merry  company  as  that  of  M.  Desbords.  Est  modus  in  rebm. 
There  is  a  time  to  laugh  and  a  time  to  weep  ;  and  when  I  am  in 
the  Galerie  d'0rl6ans  my  attention  is  absorbed  by  the  pigs,  and 
by  nothing  else. 

Was  it  not  m  this  same  gallery  that  there  might  have  been 
seen  strolling  on  most  afternoons,  so  late  as  the  eai*Iy  part  of 
the  leign  of  Louis  Philippe,  an  old,  old  man,  who  was  nicknamed 
by  his  few  associates  '  Valois  Collier  *  ?  The  old  man  had  been  the 
husband  of  the  infamous  Jeanne  de  St.  Kemv,  '  Countess '  de  la 
Motte,  who  was  wont  to  boast  (with  some  show  of  truth,  it  would 
seem)  that  she  had  a  strain  of  the  royal  blood  of  the  Valois  in  her 
yeins.  This  convict-countess  was,  you  will  remember,  the  prime 
marer  in  that  phenomenal  swindle  of  the  '  Affaire  du  Collier,'  or 
Diamond-Necklace  business.  They  ran  her  in  at  last.  She  was 
whipped  and  branded  on  both  shoulders  with  the  letter  V  (for 
VaieuBe),  and  locked  up  in  the  Salpetriere  for  life  ;  but  she  made  her 
escape  (owing  probably  to  court  influence)  from  that  penitentiary, 
and  made  her  way  to  that  grand  refuge  for  villany,  London,  where 
she  met  a  miserable  death  by  jumping  out  of  the  window  of  a 
Lambeth  lodging-house,  hotly  pursued  by  the  bailiffs  who  sought 
to  airest  her  at  the  suit  of  a  pettifogging  attomej'.  I  am  wiiting 
on  this  matter  from  memory,  as  I  have  by  me  neither  Mr.  Carlyle's 
wonderful  disquisition  on  the  Diamond  Necklace,  nor  Mr.  Henry 
Vizetelly's  exhaustive  examen  on  the  same  subject.  One  of  the 
qaeerest  tragi-comic  episodes  extant,  this  Affaire  du  Collier.  It 
was  one  of  tiie  levers  de  rideau  of  the  tremendous  drama  of  tlie 
Berolntion ;  and  to  think  of  old  La  Motte,  inconsolable  widower  of 
this  flagellated  and  stigmatised  convict-countess,  surviving  the 
eighteenth  century,  and  crawling  through  the  years  of  the  nine- 
teenth even  into  the  '  thirties.'  He  enjoyed,  it  is  said,  in  his 
laUer  years  a  trifling  pension  from  the  Prefecture  of  Police.  Pos- 
^bly  he  did  the  Bue  de  Jerusalem  some  slight  service  in  the  way 
«of  espionage.    Well,  Dr.  Titus  Gates  died  a  pensioner  of  the 
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govoiTiiiicnt  of  Willinin  III,,  and  rnndc  a  tolerably  decent  end 
of  it.  Society  can  afford  to  pnss  n  statute  of  limitations  for  the 
benefit  of  any  ancient  mscaU  who  have  become  historical  and  can 
do  no  more  barm.  Within  the  memory  of  men  still  livmg,  there 
was  a  nonogenarion  chieftain  in  one  of  the  Sandwich  islands, 
whom  whaling  captains  were  glad  to  'interview' — paying  half  a 
dollar  a  head  for  the  privilege — on  the  score  that  the  savage  patri- 
arch had  been  at  the  killing  of  Captain  Cook ;  and  that  at  the 
cannibal  banquet  which  followed  the  muixler,  the  lUiistrious  Navi- 
gator's great  toe  had  fallen  to  his  (the  patriarch's)  share.  Still  I 
don't  think  that  any  Indian  government  would  pension  off  Nana 
Sahib  with  fifty  nipeea  per  mensem,  were  the  Butcher  of  Cawnpore 
(they  say  he  is  olive,  and  doing  very  well  as  a  commission  agent  in 
the  Cashmere-shawl  trade)  unearthed.  A  short  shrift  and  sua.  per 
coll.  in  a  pigskin  rope  must  needs  be  the  lot  of  that  unutterable 
miscreant,  were  he  as  old  as  Methuselah  when  captured. 

Sut  I  must  get  away  from  the  Crolerie  d'Orl^ans,  and  fi'om  the 
Palais  Royal  too,  for  good  and  all.  The  place  is  too  full  of  dis- 
solving views.  Why,  on  the  site  of  this  same  Orleans  passage, 
were  the  notorious  Galeries  de  Bois,  the  resort  of  all  the  painted 
profligacy  of  the  Directory,  the  Consulate,  the  First  Empire,  and 
the  Restoration !  In  1815,  tlte  Galeries  de  Dois  were  nicknamed, 
owing  to  the  extensive  Muscovite  patronage  which  they  enjoyed, 
'  Le  Camp  des  Tartarea.'  But  in  the  year  of  Invasion  and  Occu- 
pation after  Waterloo,  when  Berauger  was  writing '  Le  Menetrier  de 
Aleudon '  and  '  La  Complointe  de  ces  Demoiselles,'  all  Paris  was  a 
hostile  camp.  Oui-  Highlandei-s  bivouacked  in  the  Champs  Elysees. 
Lord  Uxbridge's  troopers  picketed  their  horses  in  the  Bois  de  Bou- 
logne. The  Russian  head-quartere  were  in  the  Place  Vendome. 
The  Prussians  held  the  heights  of  Montmartre.  The  Austrians 
were  in  the  Champ  de  Mars  and  the  CaiTousel.  But  all  these  alien 
warriors  came  down  to  the  Palais  Royal,  to  stare  at  the  jewellers' 
sliops  and  tlie  i)ftinted  '  demoiselles '  of  Uie  Galeries  de  Bois  ;  to 
lose  theii*  money  at  the  gambling-houses,  or  be  cheated  out  of  it  at 
the  restaurants.  Waterloo  was  avenged  at  last  by  the  f/ros  batail' 
Ions  of  the  bankers  at  roulette  and  trente  ct  quaraiitc,  and  by  the 
sale  to  the  invaders  of  many  thousand  bottles  of  rubbisliing  cham- 
pagne at  twelve  francs  the  flask.  'Rouge  gagne!"  'Rouge  perdl' 
'  V  la.  Monsieur  I '  and '  Gai-^on,  I'additioQ  1 '  were  sweeter  sounds  to 
th^  ir  than  the  dreadful  *  Sauve  qui  peut  I '  of  Mont  St. 
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Ang.  U. 

I  BAYS  not  yet  revieited  the  Quai-tier  Latin,  the  districts  of  the 
Od^n  and  the  P&uthfioii,  or  the  long,  stately,  silent  streets  of  the 
Faaboorg  St.  Germain:— nU  situate  on  what  has  been  termed  the 
*  Sorrey  side  of  the  Seine.'  When  I  cross  the  Pont  Neuf,  and 
dire  into  that  which  was  to  me,  many  years  ago,  a  famiUar  and  a 
beloved  region,  I  shall  have  much  caose,  I  fear,  for  disappointment 
and  regret,  I  read,  for  example,  the  other  day,  that  the  Rue  de 
la  Harpe,  that  once  teeming  hive  of  students,  griaettes,  and 
Polish  refugees,  had  been  entirely  demolished ;  and  I  am  prepared 
to  find  even  the  Rue  de  I'Ecole  de  MSdecine  reduced  to  a  phan- 
tom of  its  former  self.  The  Paris  of  Vautrin  and  the  Fere  Ooriot 
is  fast  becoming  a  legendary  city;  and  as  for  the  Paris  of  Eugene 
Sue's  Myiteriti,  it  has  been  utterly  swept  away  these  many  years. 
So  long  ago  as  the  first  week  in  December  18S1 — two  nights  after 


the  Coup  d'Elat — I  supped  in  compnny  with  an  Eiiglisli  friend  bI 

veritable  gargotte  of  tlie  'Lapin  Blouc,'  iu  the  line  ftux  Feve^i, 

96  almost  exclusively  frequented  by  bandits  and  tlteir  female 
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Meanwhile  the  tranafomiation  of  the  city,  which,  with  magical 
rapidity,  has  talieii  place  on  what  we  may  term  the  '  Middlesex 
Bide,'  is  sufficient  to  amaze  and  perplex  that  most  assiduous  of 
pedestrians,  the '  oldest  inhahitant,'  to  say  uothing  of  the  foreigner 
who  only  makes  periodical  trips  to  Paris.  Take,  for  instance,  one 
Bti'ip  of  the  Boulevard,  and  one  side  only  thereof,  extending  from 
the  Madeleine  to  the  Cafe  Anglais,  Keep  straight  on,  and  thera 
will  be  no  danger  of  your  losing  yom-  way.  You  must  reach  in 
time  tho  Rue  de  Richelieu,  the  Rue  Vivieniie,  the  Rue  Mont- 
martro  ;  and  I  suppose  that  the  route  continues  onward,  although 
intersected  by  many  new  boulevards,  to  the  ultimate  Place  de  la 
Bastille.  But,  branch  off  to  the  right  from  that  strip  of  which  I 
spoke,  with  the  intent,  say,  of  getting  into  the  Rue  Neuve  St. 
Augustin,  the  Rue  Neuve  dea  Petits-Champs — how  they  would 
Btnre  if  you  entered  a  restaurant  nod  asked  for  bouillabaisae ! — or 
the  Rue  St.  Honor^,  and,  before  you  are  five  minutes  older,  you 
will  find  yourself  wandering  in  the  most  'feckless'  manner  among 
the  irreconcilable  segments  of  a  Paiia  which  has  been  cut  to  pieces. 
Some  of  the  old  side  sti'eets,  it  is  true,  remain.  I  come  upon  the 
Rue  Louis  le  Grand,  the  Rue  du  Port  Mahon,  the  Rue  de  Gram- 
mont,  and  the  Rue  St.  Anne  ;  but  those  thoroughfares  no  longer 
seem  to  lead  direct  to  the  goals  at  which  they  were  wont  to  cul- 
minate. Threading  the  well-remembered,  narrow,  full-flavoured 
little  thoroughfare,  full  of  maisons  garnies,  fruiterers,  and  wine- 
shops, you  come  suddenly  on  a  great  Babel  of  a  brand-new  sti'eet, 
broad,  lined  with  toll  mansions  and  splendid  shops,  abounding 
with  palatial  hotels  and  garish  cafis,  and  blazing  with  gas,  inter- 
mingled with  the  well-nigh  blinding  electric  light. 

I  am  Accustomed,  for  a  reason  which  I  shall  speedily  have  the 
honour  of  practically  explaining  to  you,  seldom  to  breakfast  or 
dine  twice  ruiming  at  the  same  restaurant.  I  am  making  a  list  of 
menus  and  n  collection  of  bills ;  and  a  very  i-cmnrkable  body  of 
dDcnmentary  evidence  they  will  turn  out  to  be,  I  fancy.  Thus,  I 
wished  a  couple  of  evenings  since  to  dine  at  the  Kestam'ant  Goilloa 
— on  excellent  and  modemtely-priced  place  of  entertainment,  hard 
by  the  Fontaine  Gaillon.  I  took  tlie  Rue  de  la  Michodierc  route ; 
but,  alas,  it  led  me  neither  to  Gaillon'a  Fountain  nor  to  Gall- 
Ion's  Restaurant.  It  landed  me  on  the  brilliant  but  barren  strand 
of  a  new  street,  at  tlie  upper  end  of  which  I  could  discern  the 
colossal  but  meretricious  fafado  of  the  New  Opera  House.  Fairly 
bewildered  and  ditoricnU;  I  was  fain  to  ask  my  way.  '  Suivez 
tniijours  la  Rue  de  la  Micliodiere '  was  tlie  direction  of  the  obhging 
citizca  in  a  blouse  to  whom  I  addressed  myself.    But  where  w; 
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the  Bue  de  la  Michodiere — that  part  of  it  at  least  which  was  to 
rome  ?  I  lighted  upon  it  at  last,  in  a  painfully  dislocated  and 
fragmentarj'  condition,  on  the  other  side  of  the  brand-new  street, 
but  eertainly  two  hundred  and  fifty  yards  from  where  I  should 
have  expected  to  find  it.  I  came  upon  the  Fountain  and  the  Ees- 
int  Gaillon  at  last — the  last,  fortunately,  as  good  as  ever,  and 


ideed  oltogether  imaltered ;  for  the  jnopiietor,  M.  Grossetete, 
had  talcen  pains  to  affix  to  the  centres  of  all  the  great  minors  in 
his  dining- saloons  placards  conveying  his  respectful  compliments 
to  his  '  nombreuse  et  estimable  elientele,'  and  containing  the 
pleftsing  announcement  that  he  had  resolved  '  fiimly  to  muntain 
bis  ftDGieut  and  accepted  prices'  during  the  whole  of  the  Exhibi- 
tion season.  Ahi  lu  et/ac  eimililer,  I  would  say  to  the  proprietor 
of  the  Restaurant  du  Grand  ficorchemr,  who  chaiged  me  Uiia  morn- 
ing at  breakfast  three  francs  for  two  moderately-sized  peaches,  and 
five  francs  for  a  bottle  of  n'w  de  Grave,  which  I  could  have  bought 
in  London  for  a  couple  of  shillings. 

Ere  I  enter  on  the  great  theme  of  Paiis  restaurants,  their  pro- 
tioas  and  their  prices,  I  may  just  venture  parenthetically  to 
e  one  circumstance  tri)ic;ally  illustrating  the  perfectly  arbitrary 
net  in  which  the  tariff  of  articles  of  food  is  made  to  fluctuate. 
e  water  just  now  in  Paris  is  almost  undrinkable.  The  Facul^ 
I  unanimous  in  denouncing  its  unwholesomcness;  and  every- 
idy  is  diluting  his  vin  onihiatre  with  a  slightly  aerated  and  veiy 
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cas  at  a  franc  apiece.  For  my  part,  looking  at  the  fact  that  it  is 
next  door  to  the  impossible  to  obtain  cigars  of  even  tolerable 
qaality  in  Paris,  and  not  having  the  coiu-age  to  smuggle  genuine 
havaiias  into  the  territory  of  the  Itepublic,  I  would  as  lief  smoke 
petitt  Bordeaux  as  anything  else.  Unfortunately  tliat  particular  I 
brand  has  come  to  be  of  simply  indescribable  vilenese.  Th^ 
monopoly  of  the  liepie  is  one  of  the  chief  social  curses  of  FranoeH 
tlic  lucifer  nmteh  monopoly  is  another ;   and  since  the  Siege  C 
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quality  of  both  products  has  been  growing  steadily  worse  year  after 
year.  The  Parisians  are  accustomed  to  say  bitterly  that  there 
exists  an  infallible  preventive  against  the  breaking  out  of  confla- 
graiioDS  in  France,  namely,  to  thatch  the  houses  with  the  govern- 
ment tobacco,  and  try  to  set  fire  to  them  with  the  '  concession ' 
dumettes.     The  first  won't  bum,  and  the  second  won't  light. 

But  dear  old  Madame  Busque.  She  was  the  worthiest  of 
womankind,  the  devoutest  of  Bomanists ;  but  she  cheerfully  gave 
credit  to  the  heretics  among  her  customers.  She  depended  not  on 
the  support  of  the  outside  world,  being  quite  content  with  the 
patronage  of  a  private  clientele  composed  mainly  of  young  Ameri- 
cans and  Englishmen  domiciled  in  Paris.  The  Americans  taught 
her  to  make  sundry  Transatlantic  dishes ;  and  speedily  Madame 
Bosque  hung  out  her  sign  as  the  *  Speciality  de  Pumpkin  Pies ' 
and  the  *  Delices  des  Buckwheat  Cakes.'  I  think  even  that  she 
knew  what  '  succotash '  was,  and  could  have  made  *  gumbo  soup ' 
and  '  clam  chowder '  had  the  proper  ingredients  for  those  myste- 
rious compounds  been  brought  to  her.  I  am  very  certain  that  she 
could  mix  a  *  cocktail,'  even  to  the  more  recondite  preparations  of 
the  'eye-opener,'  *  moustache- twister,'  'morning  glory,'  and 
'corpse-reviver'  kind.  The  nights  we  used  to  have  at  Madame 
Busque's !  Nearly  all  the  EngUshmen  who  went  there  in  1854-5 
—dramatists,  journalists,  poets,  painters,  and  so  forth — are  dead; 
but  ofken,  when  reading  the  American  papers,  I  come  across  the 
name  of  some  distinguished  Congressman  or  Physician,  General 
or  Judge,  in  the  Great  Bepublic,  who,  in  the  old  days,  came  night 
after  night  to  ply  his  knife  and  fork  and  quaff  his  cheap  M6doc,  to 
smoke  nis  petU  Bordeaux,  and  tell  his  tale  and  sing  his  song, 
in  the  little  back  parlour  behind  the  cremerie.  I  cannot  find  the 
shop;  I  cannot  find  the  house ;  but  the  memories  of  my  own 
countrymen  who  made  part  of  the  merry  circle  cluster  round  me 
tffl  my  old  feet,  like  the  Mar's  in  Romeo  and  Juliet,  stumble  at 
graves.  One  of  the  mournfulest  pilgrimages  that  I  ever  made  in 
my  life  was  from  Madame  Busque's  breakfast-table,  in  a  bitter 
January  morning,  through  thickest  snow,  to  the  Cemetery  of 
Mootmartre.  But  we  must  not  indulge  in  such  lugubrious  re- 
membrances. Vive  la  bagatelle!  So  I  struggle  through  the 
a^eeia  membra  of  Paris  Cut  to  Pieces,  until  I  settle  down  at 
a  little  marble  table  in  front  of  one  of  the  most  dazzling  cafes  of 
that  new  Avenue  de  I'Op^ra,  and  blinking  like  an  owl  in  the 
ndiance  of  the  electric  light,  I  plunge  into  the  wild  revelry  of  a 
cold  '  soda-groseille/ 
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Snmlay,  Aug,  18. 
Amosq  other  persons  and  tilings  in  I'aris  wliicli,  to  m.v  tliinkiin_^ 
seem  to  have  deteriomted — to  have  visibly  degenerated — since  the 
collapse  of  Imperialism,  and  the  definite  adoption  of  Republican 
institutions,  is  the  Waslierwoinan.  Her  prices  are  as  extravagant 
as  of  yore,  with  twenty  per  cent,  added,  '  in  consequence  of  the 
Exposition ; '  but  she  is  no  longer  punctual  in  keeping  tlie  appoint- 
ments which  she  makes  to  bring  home  your  linen,  and  she  is  apt 
to  lose  the  articles  with  which  you  have  intrusted  her :  offering 
"""  in  lieu  thereof  textile  fabrics  of  strange  warp  and  woof  and 
'  hue,  the  property  of  jiersous  whose  personal  acquaintancVj 
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you  liare  not  the  honour  to  enjoy-  Duilley  Coatello  once  wrote  in 
II  magazine  a  Btory  called  La  Camtcia  Hapita,  in  which  he  related) 
with  equal  grace,  humour,  and  delicacy,  how  a  vwria^e  de  cceiir 
between  two  persons  moving  in  the  select  circles  in  society  waa 
brought  about  through  the  gentleman  finding  among  his  linen  the 
innermost  garment  of  a  lady ;  the  lady  on  her  pai't  being  equally 
a  victim  uf  the  laundress's  blunder,  and  discovering  to  her  honor 
a  masculine  indushim  in  her  basket.  That  is  all  very  well ;  but 
I  want  my  own  linen,  and  not  that  of  other  folks.  Sometimes  the 
French  blanckiMeiise  loses,  say,  a  white  waistcoat  altogether ;  still 
she  neyer  omits  to  charge  seventy  centimes  for  it  in  her  bill.  '  But 
where  is  my  waistcoat  ?  *  you  ask,  in  atern  reprnachfulness,  '  I 
know  not,'  she  replies,  with  toncliing  naivete  ,-  '  all  that  I  know  is 
that  I  washed  It  before  I  lost  it.'  So,  it  will  be  remembered,  did 
Othello  kiss  Desdemona  before  he  killed  her ;  still  the  caress  was 
but  a  alight  compensation  to  poor  Mrs.  0. 

The  modem  Pai'isian  laundress,  although  still  an  incomparable 
ironer  and  '  getter-up,"  has  sadly  fallen  off  as  a  blanchisseuae. 


■iif  burns  holes  in  your  linen  with  the  eaa  de  Jarclk',  or  some 
'  i]ic-r  abominable  canstic  solution  which  she  uses ;  and  she  either 
starches  your  linen  too  much  or  not  at  all.     She  is  no  longer 
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There  is  thus  much,  however,  to  be  said  of  Margoi  She  does 
not  wholly  throw  you  over  on  the  Seventh  Day.  No  one  knows 
better  than  she  does  that  Sunday  in  Paris  is  a  day  of  merry- 
making and  rejoicing,  and  that,  as  Artemus  Ward  put  it,  *  it  is 
difficult  to  be  festive  without  a  clean  biled  rag/  So  she  lets  you 
have  something  before  noon  on  the  Sabbath.  It  may  be  only  a 
tithe  of  the  basketful  to  which  you  are  entitled ;  still  it  is  some- 
thing which  will  enable  you  to  make  a  cleanly  Sabbath  appearance, 
and  you  must  be  thankful  for  small  mercies.  Half  a  loaf  is  better 
than  no  bread.  In  her  heart  of  hearts  Margot  must  admit  that  it 
would  be  the  height  of  cruelty,  une  Idchete  des  Idchetes,  to  deprive 
you  even  to  the  slightest  extent  of  the  means  of  enjoying  that 
holiday  which  she  herself  so  dearly  prizes.  She  has  very  proba- 
bly been  overwhelmed  with  work  during  the  week,  and  has  sat  up 
all  Saturday  night  ironing  and  folding,  so  as  to  satisfy  at  least  a 
portion  of  the  needs  of  her  pratiques  early  on  Sunday,  and  have 
the  rest  of  the  day  to  herself. 

This  is  not  by  any  means  the  way  in  which  we  understand  the 
Sunday  question  in  Englclnd ;  nor  can  I  more  fitly  preface  the 
brief  observations  which  I  am  about  to  make  on  Sunday  in  Paris 
than  by  pointing  out  that  it  is  utterly  and  entirely  hopeless  to 
npect  the  slightest  assimilation  or  reconciliation  of  ideas  between 
Rnnoh  and  English  people  touching  their  respective  observance  of 
Am  Sabbath.  A  British  Sunday  is  one  thing,  and  a  Continental 
Smday  is  another ;  and  you  can  no  more  hope  to  bring  about  a 
Ekauess  between  the  two  than  you  can  turn  vinegar  into  oil  or 
Uaok  into  white.  I  am  not  speaking  on  this  matter  from  brief  or 
fiooa  imperfect  experience.  Forty  years  ago  I  used,  as  a  school- 
boy, to  get  my  exeat,  or  *  day  rule ' — unless  I  was  *  kept  in '  for 
ki^  crimes  and  misdemeanours — at  ten  o'clock  on  Sunday  morn- 
ing* My  sister  and  I  used  to  go  to  the  English  Episcopal  church 
in  the  Bue  d'Aguesseau ;  and  after  service  we  proceeded,  under 
the  guardianship  of  kind  French  friends,  thoroughly  to  enjoy  our- 
iehrw*  We  took  our  walks  on  the  Boulevards,  in  the  Palais  Boyal, 
nr  in  the  Garden  of  the  Tuileries,  peeping  in  at  all  the  gay  shops; 
we  were  treated  to  breakfast  at  a  restaurant  and  to  ices  at  Tortoni*s ; 
in  tihe  afternoon  we  listened  to  the  military  band  plajring  in  the 
flace  Yenddme ;  at  proper  seasons  of  the  year  we  went  to  the  Fete 
at  St.  Cloud,  ihe  fanfare  at  Vincennes,  or  to  Versailles  to  see  the 
frande$  eaux  play ;  and  in  the  evening,  if  we  were  not  taken  to 
*  the  theatre  or  the  opera,  we  had  that  which  to  us  children  was  a 
Mln-dinner  at  some  firiend's  house.  After  dinner  the  ladies  and 
■entlfimen  sang  secular  songs  and  played  'minuets  and  rigadoons,' 
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or  at  least  sometliuig  fur  qs  to  dance  to ;  while  ia  a  snug  cornei-  ol 
the  sahn  the  curi  of  the  pariah — yes,  that  venerable  and  benevolenl 
ecclesiastic — enjoyed  hia  game  ofwhistwithM.le  General  des  T 
Sabres  and  the  family  notaire ;  and  Madame  de  Vis-Brisee,  who 
nearly  eighty  years  of  age,  plied  her  spinning-wheel,  and  told  us, 
the  intervals  between  our  romps,  movingstories  of  the  Great  Revolu- 
tion and  the  noble  and  heauUful  heads  that  wera  cut  off  during  the 
Beign  of  Terror.     She  used  to  wear  a  black-silk  calash,  and  her 
hair  was  as  white  and  as  silky  us  the  flax  she  spun.     She  v 
peaceful  cheerful  old  lady  j    yet  her  father,  her  husband,  hi 
brother,  avaient  tons  passes  par  la — the  Guillotine. 

Am  I  to  ascribe  the  hardened  wickedness  of  my  subsequent 
career  to  this  my  systematically  dissolute  and  profligate  conduct 
in  the  matter  of  Sunday  during  my  nonage  ?  Who  knows  ?  I  do 
know  that  when  we  have  to  Hang  a  man — and  the  hangman  is 
tolerably  busy  nowadays — the  condemned  wretch  is  generally 
very  solicitous  to  inform  the  chaplain — of  course  without  the 
slightest  suggestion  on  the  part  of  that  reverend  functionary — 
that  liis  first  stops  in  crime  were  due  to  his  non-obaen-ance  of 
the  Sabbath.  Similarly  the  convict  burglar  at  Pentonville  told 
Charles  Dickens  that  his — the  convict's — manifold  deeds  of  house- 
breaking were  all  directly  prompted  by  Lis  having  witnessed  the 
*  Hoprer  of  Frar  Diaicrler'  from  the  sixpenny  gallery  at  the  Surrey. 
There  is  no  rule,  liowever,  without  an  exception;  and  I  remember 
that  the  last  mm-derer  whom  I  saw  strangled — ^it  was  eleven  years 
since — went  to  the  scofl'old  crooning  a  Sunday-school  hymn.  The 
gaol  chaplain  was  very  scrupulous  to  explain  this  to  me,  pointing 
out  that  in  this  xiartlcular  prison  they  used  Hymns  A/icient  imd 
ATodern.  Thus  it  is  cleai'  that  this  assassin,  for  one,  had  at  soma 
time  or  another  been  ou  observer  of  t^he  Sabbath  in  its  British 
sense. 

As  regards  Sunday  in  Paris,  as  it  was  when  my  life  began,  so 
it  is  now  that  I  am  a  man ;  and  so,  in  all  probability,  it  will  be 
when  1  grow  old,  and  aft«r  I  am  dead.     With  some  very  shght 
exceptions,  to  which  I  shall  presently  call  attention,  I  foil  to 
observe  any  material  difference  between  the  Parisian  Sunday  as 
it  used  to  be  kept  in  August  1838,  and  the  Parisian  Sunday  as  it  is 
kept  in  1878.     Here  is  the  actual  Sunday,  as  I  see  it  from  the 
rrmnnd-floor  Baloon,  open  to  the  street,  of  the  Caf6  V&on,  at  tha 
if  the  Hue  Vivienne  and  the  Boulevard.     I  am  breakfast- 
in  hour  which,  in  England,  forms  rigorously  a  part  of 
tame.     The  Cafo  Veroa  ia  not  a  private  club.     It  is  a 
'  "c  enterUuument ;  aud  the  proprietor  ih 
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wife  and  daughter  are  officiating  as  danut  de  comptoir — is,  to  all 
intents  and  porposes,  a  licensed  victualler.  I  may  be  content  with 
a  modest  flaisk  of  St.  Oalmier,  or  a  cup  of  tea  with  my  breakfast, 
bat  mj  worthy  host  is  quite  ready  to  supply  me  kic  et  nunc,  with 
any  quantity  of  bui^undy,  champagne,  or  moselle — of  brandy,  rum, 
trhi^ey,  or  hollands — that  I  may  choose  to  order.  As  a  matter  of 
&ct,  I  can  discern,  on  dozens  of  little  tables  inside  and  outside  the 
Caf^  V^ron,  the  ruddy  glow  of  cognac  in  the  carafons.  At  all  the 
churches  there  have  been  Matins 
this  morning,  and,  indeed,  the 
youngest  daughter  of  the  proprietor, 
radiant  in  her  Sunday  best,  has 
jnst  come  back  from  High  Mass  at 
St.  Enstache.  She  places  her  para- 
sol and  her  gilt  paroittien  on  one 
of  the  little  tables,  and  very  con- 
tentedly despatches  her  breakfast 
coram  publico,  after  which  she  re- 
lieves her  mamma  at  the  receipt  of 
custom  behind  the  comptoir.  This 
system  of  '  shifts '  and  reliefs,  this 
'  torn  and  turn  about '  of  watches, 
as  on  board  ship,  seems  to  go  on  continually  without  nnduly 
CitigaiDg  anybody.  The  present  Sunday  may  not  be  the  youngest 
dunghters  '  Sunday  afternoon  out,'  for  the  dearly  beloved  pro- 
menade I  hut  it  may  be  her  '  Sunday  evening  out,'  to  go  to  the 
play ;  while  if  one  dame  de  comptoir  is  devout  and  attends  Matins, 
there  ia  no  reason  why  another  shall  not  attend  Vespers.  At 
tiie  same  time  the  Law  does  not  require  Ae  ca£6s  to  be  closed 
becaose  one  section  of  the  community  goes  to  church  and  another 
■tays  away. 

Be  it  observed  that,  although  there  is  no  cafe  or  restaurant  in 
London  in  which  I,  as  a  stranger  or  pilgrim,  can  obtain  exciseable 
UqnoiB  daring  church- time,  I  am  entitled  to  eat  and  drink  as 
much  as  ever  I  like  of  an  exciseable  or  non-exciseable  nature 
daring  chnrch-time  on  Sunday,  at  the  open  window  of  the  coffee- 
room  of  a  Fall-Mall  club,  from  which  I  can  even  merrily  note  the 
strictly  bolted  and  barred-up  public  house  on  the  opposite  side  of 
the  way.  I  am  perfectly  well  aware  that  the  closing  of  the  public- 
hooses  during  church-time  on  Sundays  prevents  a  great  deal  of 
dmnkenness ;  but  I  cannot  see  why,  if  a  man  be  hungry  at  half- 
past  eleven,  or  hungrier  at  half-past  three  or  four  or  five,  he 
sbould  not  be  allowed  to  enter  an  eating-house,  and  have  his  lun''*' 
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or  his  dinner,  and  his  ivine  or  beer  at  thnt  repast.  TLe  drum- 
drinker  and  tlie  sot  do  not  want  nnj'tliUig  to  eat  beyond  an  occa- 
sional lifllfpenny worth  of  bread,  or  a  red-herring,  to  their  intoler- 
able deal  of  gin  and  beer ;  but  for  their  few  sakcs  the  moderate 
section  of  tlie  community  must  needs  go  hungry  and  thirsty  in 
church-time,  unless  they  happen  to  be  members  of  the  clubs. 
Mind,  I  have  not  the  slightest  msh  to  surrender  my  privilege  of 
looking  out  of  the  club-window  on  Sunday,  and  watching  the 
people  who  are  not  allowed,  by  Act  of  Parliament,  to  have  any 
exciseable  refreshment  during  the  prohibited  houi-s.  I  am,  I  hope, 
a  consistent  Liberal;  but  my  only  fear  touching  the  possible 
retui'n  to  ofQce  some  day  or  other  of  Mr.  Gladstone  is,  that  the 
uncompromisingly  virtuous  statesman  in  question  might,  on  the 
old  ridicnloua  '  sauce  for  the  goose  and  sauce  for  the  gander ' 
ground,  bring  in  a  Bill  for  closing  the  Pull-Mall  clubs  during 
church-time  on  Sunday.     He  would  do  it,  sb-,  I  hugely  fear. 

As  for  the  traffic  on  the  Boulevards  during  this  present  Sunday 
in  Paris,  it  is  cei-tainly  at  least  four  times  greater,  and  naturally 
80,  since  I  first  made  aciiuaintiince  with  this  city.  The  population 
has  more  than  doubled.  I  think  that  Gaiujnani  for  1839  gives 
600,000  as  the  number  of  souls  in  the  Lutetia  of  Louis  Philippe; 
but  the  facilities  of  locomotion,  and  the  number  of  holiday-makers, 
who  enjoy  a  portion  of  their  holiday  on  wheels,  have  increased 
diu'ing  the  lost  generation  in  a  much  larger  ratio.  Dublin  has 
often  been  qualified  as  the  '  moat  car-drivingest  city  in  the  world;'' 
but  the  Paris  of  the  existing  epoch  may  certainly  be  defined  as  the 
city  jjor  excellence  for  oue-hoi'se  chaises  or  open  victorias.  Tha 
suddenness  and  tlie  completeness  of  the  cessation  of  the  cab- 
strike  were  significant  proofs  of  the  imperative  necessity  for  sup- 
plying a  popular  demand.  The  poorer  class  of  Parisians  have 
no  need  for  coupes,  and  will  dispense  with  fiacras  :  but  the  oi>en 
chaises  or  victorias  they  must  and  will  have,  'I'liey  are  patronised 
on  Sunday  to  an  amazing  extent.  \\'hen  I  was  young  the  popular 
vehicle  was  tlie  cahriolet — a  yellow  concern  with  a  hood,  and  with 
huge  wheels,  the  driver  sitting  on  a  little  bench  on  one  side  of  his 
fai'e.  This  was  the  same  cabriolet  which,  &om  its  propensity  to 
upset,  Louis  XVI.  declared  that, '  if  he  were  Lieutenant  of  Police, 
he  would  not  permit  to  circulate  in  tlie  sti'eets  of  Paris ; '  etill  it 
was  a  most  roomy  old  vehicle,  and  under  its  capacious  leathern 
hood  could  be  packed  (by  amicable  arrangement  with  the  driver) 
well-nigh  as  many  passengers  as  clamber  into  or  hang  on  to  those 
^^^^erful  shandrydans,  drawn  each  by  n  meagre  pony  with  % 
^^^HOiDg  maue  and  tail,  tliat  yoa  meet  racing  at  a  breakneck  pao^ 
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along  the  dusty  road  between  Naples  and  Torre  del  Greco.  The 
modem  Parisian  victoria  is,  from  a  police  point  of  view,  deeigaed 
to  contain  either  two  or  four  passengers ;  but  on  Sundays  there 
seems  no  limit  to  the  number  of  men,  women,  children,  and  dogs 
that — always  by  amicable  arrangement  with  the  cocker — can  be 
packed  between  the  two  rickety  wheels.  The  horse  is  not  con- 
sulted. He  is  bound  to  go  till  he  drops,  and  he  very  often  does  drop. 
In  our  metropolis,  save  when  there  is  a  funeral  or  a  politicnl 
meeting  in  progress,  you  very  rarely  see  working  people  riding 
about  in  cabs ;  but  the  tremendous  afflnence  of  the  many-headed 
into  these  convej'ances  is  to  me  one  of  the  most  curious  features  of 
a  Sunday  in  Paris.  There  is  for  this,  as  for  most  other  su>ilunary 
things,  a  good  and  sufficing  reason.  The  Farisian  petty  trades- 
man very  rarely  keeps  a  chaise  cart.  The  costermonger  rarely 
poBseeses  even  the  humblest  of  donkey-carts.  Gigs  are  rare ;  so 
the  Parisian  shopkeeper  or  working  man,  when  he  wishes  to  giro 
his  '  missis  and  the  young  uns  '  a  ride  on  Sundays,  joins  wiUi  a 
namber  of  his  friends  similarly  disposed,  and  makes  a  bai^ain  with 
the  driver  of  one  or  more  victorias.  Where  tliey  all  drive  to,  I 
really  have  not  the  remotest  idea.  Perhaps  it  is  from  the  Made- 
leine to  the  Bastille,  and  from  the  Bastille  to  the  Madeleine,  and 
back  again :  all  day  long.  Assuredly  there  could  not  be  found  in 
the  whole  civilised  world  a  more  diverting  drive.  To  these  in- 
cessantly succeeding  chariots — 
the  Antomedons  of  which  ore  not, 
as  a  rule,by  any  means  so  skilful 
as  he  who  conducted  Achilles — 
most  be  added  a  legion  of  much 
more  powerful  and  much  more 
lieavily-laden  omnibuses  than  I 
ever  remember  to  have  seen  in 
the  Paris  of  the  past.  The 
'  knifeboard'hasbccomearecog- 
iiised  institution,  the  '  bureaux 
de  correspondance'of  the 'buses 
are  perpetually  thronged;  and 
in  the  outskirts  of  the  city  tramway-cara  follow  ciicli  other  so 
closely  that  you  fancy  you  are  gazing  on  so  many  Americnn 
milway-trains  which  have  become  accidentally  disjointed.  I  tio 
not  think  that  I  shall  be  accused  of  exnggeration  in  saying  that  on 
the  Sabbath  the  vehiciUar  trafiSc  on  the  inner  boulevards  is  dou- 
bled. The  huge  railway  vans  and  tiiefourgons  of  mercantile  houses 
— ^vehicles  powerfully  horsed,  but  recklessly  driven — are  indeed 
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pleasantly  conspicnoug  by  their  absence  on  Sunday ;  but  to  thai 
interminable  procession  of  omnibuses  and  cabs  must  be  added  titem 
abuormal  ExIiibitioD  traffic  ;  the  special  vans  and  chars-a-hano' 
and  tapUtierea,  hold< 
ing  from  thirty  ia 
fifty  passengers,  eacb 
bound  to  the  Champ 
(te  JIars,  and  an 
filmost  equally  nu- 
merous corl^fje  of 
}i1easure  wagons 
f;oing  out  of  town  to 
the  village  festivals 
round  about  Paris. 
To  remoter  hamlets 
the  railway- trains  are 
all  gaily  Hying ;  and 
endless  relays  of  con- 
row  come  and  go  between  Paris  and  Vei-sailles,  St.  Germain^ 
EDghieo,  St.  Cloud,  Bellevue,  PoisBy,  Auvera-sur-Oise,  Bueil, 
Mantes,  and  even  Fontainebleau. 

I  must  hasten,  albeit  the  task  is  not  an  encouraging  one,  to  t 
disabuse  the  mbids  of  my  countrymen,  whose  experience  of  Paris,! 
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is  only  short  and  superficial,  of  the  notion  that  Sabbath  observance 
is,  from  an  English  point  of  view,  increasing  in  Paris,  because  less 
manual  labour  is  done  in  Paris  on  the  Sabbath,  and  a  great  many 
more  shops  and  warehouses  are  closed  on  Sunday,  than  was  formerly 
the  case.  These  phenomena  have  nothing,  save  in  the  rarest  and 
most  isolated  cases,  to  do  with  any  change  in  the  religious  senti- 
ments of  the  people.  I  am  given  to  understand  that  Protestant 
missionary  work  is  going  on  in  sundry  districts  of  Paris,  but  the 
results  of  these  well-meant  attempts  at  evangelisation  can  only  be 
as  a  drop  of  water  in  the  vast  ocean  of  Parisian  Sabbath  desecration: 
— as  we  understand  it  to  be  desecrated.  My  coiffeur  has  in  his 
shaving  saloon  a  neat  little  placard  conveying  the  information  that 
his  establishment  will  be  *  ferme  les  dimanches  et  fetes  apres  une 
heure  de  Tapr^s-midi.'  But  his  polite  assistant,  when  I  went  to 
get  shaved  this  morning,  was  busy  over  his  own  ambrosial  locks 
with  a  pair  of  curling-tongs ;  and  his  young  and  buxom  consort 
had  her  hair  in  papers.  I  don't  think  these  symptoms  looked  like 
church  or  chapel,  or  Sunday  school,  or  a  Mothers'  Meeting  by  and 
by.  They  looked  much  more  like  the  maddening  wine-cup — or 
coffee-cup — and  the  mazy  dance  later  in  the  afternoon.  There  are 
plenty  of  jewellers'  and  linendrapers'  and  tailors'  shops  which  do 
not  close  their  doors  on  Sunday  here ;  but  on  the  other  hand, 
there  are  large  numbers  of  commercial  establishments  which  are 
as  hermetically  sealed  as  the  banks  and  the  public  offices. 

But  I  should  be  a  blockhead  were  I  to  assume,  and  a  hypocrite 
were  I  to  maintain,  that  an  increase  in  religious  fervour — as  we 
nnderstand  it — ^is  at  the  bottom  of  this  partial  abstinence  from 
Sunday  labour.  The  smaller  money-changers'  shops  are  all  wide 
open;  so  are  the  toy-shops,  and  the  confectioners  and  pastry- 
cooks; because  foreigners  want  to  change  money,  and  French 
people  are  in  the  habit  of  buying  playthings  and  sugarplums  for 
their  children  on  Sunday  ;  but  in  the  majority  of  instances  it  is 
not  on  that  day  that  the  public  require  to  purchase  velvets  and 
satinSi  Aubusson  carpets,  carved  oak  furniture,  embossed  paper 
hangings,  Madapolam  calicoes,  or  the  new  '  Cestus  of  Aglae' 
corsets.  For  lack  of  custom  many  of  the  great  viagasins  close 
their  doors,  and  those  which  continue  open  do  so  more  from 
habit  than  from  the  expectation  of  selling  anything.  Do  you  for 
one  moment  think  that  the  male  and  female  employes  in  these 
closed  establishments  utilise  their  emancipation  by  going  to 
chnrcbi  or  sitting  at  home  and  reading  good  books,  or  staring 
grimly  at  each  other  till  they  begin  to  yawn  and  nod,  and  at  last 
fiill  asleep  from  sheer  weariness.     They  will  the  rather  pour  on 
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to  the  bouleviirds,  to  fill  the  cnbs  and  the  caf^s,  to  chatter  and 
gesticiilatc,  to  eat,  drink,  and  be  merry,  to  dance  and  drink,  and 
to  go  to  the  play  at  night.  I  was  not  consulted  when  this  City 
wa3  built  and  the  manners  of  the  inhabitants  were  formed. 
Whether  the  Parisians'  mode  of  obsemng  Sunday  is  harmless  or 
mischievous,  it  would  be  dangerous  dogmatically  to  assert.  I 
only  describe  that  which  I  see ;  and  this  is  Sunday  in  Paris  as  I 
have  seen  and  known  it,  man  and  boy,  any  time  these  forty  yeais, 
come  the  twenty-ninth  day  of  August  next. 

I  have  not  the  slightest  expectation  of  seeing  such  a  Sunday 
prevalent  in  London,  or  in  any  English  town.  I  have  not  the 
slightest  wish  to  see  such  a  Sunday  prevailing  anywhere  in  my 
own  country.  Our  observance  of  the  Sabbath  may  be  susceptible 
of  modification  in  a  tolerant  and  liberal  sense  j  but  there  are  two 
good  reasons  why  the '  Continental  Sunday,'  as  typically  presented 
in  Paris,  is  a  thing  to  be  deprecated  in  England.  In  the  first 
place  the  decent  classes  among  us  are  quiet  people,  with  comfort- 
able homes,  from  which  we  rarely  stir  on  the  Sabbath ;  whereas 
the  Parisians,  in  a  vast  number  of  cases,  have  no  homes  at  all  that 
can  be  called  comfortable,  and  are  an  excessively  noisy,  restless, 
and  inconsequential  race,  wlio  can  only  find  happiness  out  <A 
doors.  In  tlie  second  and  mnch  more  important  place,  we  drink 
tlie  very  strongest  liquors  that  can  be  brewed  or  distilled;  the 
classes  among  us  who  are  not  decent  are  in  the  habit  of  getting 
mad  drunk,  and  of  fighting,  after  the  manner  of  wild  beasts,  when 
they  have  a  chance  of  using  then*  fists,  tlieir  feet,  or  their  teeth  on 
each  oilier,  or  on  the  guardians  of  the  law.  Our  places  of  Ucensed 
victualling  are  merely  ugly  dens,  where  t!ie  largest  number  o( 
sots  can  get  tipsy  in  the  shortest  space  of  time ;  and  Sunday  in 
London,  with  all  the  public-houses,  all  the  theatres,  all  the  musio 
halls,  thrown  unrestrictedly  open  from  morning  till  night,  would 
e:(hibit  the  most  hoiTible  teiTestrial  inferno  that  eye  ever  beheld, 
that  the  ear  ever  heard,  or  the  lieail  ever  sickened  at.  We  aie  so 
very  strong,  and  stalwart,  and  earnest,  and  '  English,'  in  a  word, 
that  we  need  in  our  diversions  a  number  of  restrictive  checks  and 
kicking- straps,  which  the  feebler  and  less  ^mgnacious  peoples  of 
tlie  Continent  do  not  require.  The  better  observance  of  Sunday 
may  not  succeed  in  London  in  making  the  ma^s  of  the  people 
more  religions ;  but  it  keeps  them  quiet  and  tolerably  well- 
behaved  : — and  tolerable  good  behaviour  is  all  that  can  be  ex- 
pected in  a  city  of  four  millions  of  souls.  Tliut  is  about  the 
wlude  of  my  philosophy  on  the  matter ;  and  I  have  seen  a  good 
nous  Sundays  in  a  good  many  ciu-ious  countries. 
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'Wly  fifty  centimes    my  ticket  1  as  the  regulation  photograpli 
'  Yes,  but  only  a  hall  Ien„th  ,  so  you  pay  tor  the  other  hait 
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Auk-  20. 
I UADB  my  first  excursion  to  the  Exhibition  yesterday ;  and,  piir- 
Etiant  to  a  plan  which  I  had  proposed  to  myself,  I  determined  that 
my  first  visit  to  the  Champ  de  Mai-a  should  be  conducted  strictly 
on  the  system  of  pursuing  absolutely  no  system  at  all.  Thus  I 
did  not  provide  myself  with  any  of  the  thousand  and  one  guides 
and  vade-mecuvis  to  the  Exhibition,  and  panoramas  and  plana 
thereof,  which  pullulate  ii)  every  bookseller's  shop  and  every  Jiiosk 
on  the  Boulevards.  '  There  will  be  time  enough,'  I  said,  '  for 
guides  and  catalogues  by  and  by.  For  the  nonce  let  us  go  and 
see  all  the  fun  of  the  fair.'  And  in  the  good  old  times  of  fairs 
who  wanted  a  mapped-out  route  of  the  whereabouts  of  Ilichard- 
fion's  Show,  of  Womhwell's  Menagerie,  and  of  the  Crown  and 
Anchor  booth  ?  Who  wanted  to  be  told  where  the  Pig-faced 
Lady,  the  Polish  Dwarf,  and  the  Irish  Giant  were  to  be  met  with  ? 
You  came  upon  these  things  of  beauty — not  joys,  unhappily,  for 
ever — accidentally,  or  you  discovered  them  by  an  intuition.  ^V'ith 
a  good  conscience,  and  a  pound  of  best  gingerbread  nuts  tied  up 
in  a  blue-cotton  pocket-handkerchief,  you  made  your  way  into  the 
fair;  and  the  deuce  was  in  it  if  you  were  not  made  aware  of  some 
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of  its  fun — even  if  the  facetionsnesa  took  tlie  form  of  a '  scratclier*  1 
being  applied  to  the  smnll  of  your  back — before  you  were  fivafl 
minutes  older.  Pray  do  not  think  that  I  am  desirous  to  dis-1 
parage  or  to  apeaJcl 
with  undue  levity, 
of  the  Exposition 
Universelle  of 
1878  because  yes- 
terday I  elected  to 
look  upon  it  only 
ns  a  gieat  aggre- 
f.pte  of  shows. 
(.  uiTent  com,  I^ 
ma\  remark 
ngorouslv  refusi 
at  the  entrances  toj 
the  Exhibition  Po-i 
lace,  but  tickets  ai 
admission,  price 
one  franc,  are  pro- 
curable at  the 
debits  dc  tahac  and 
other  places  all 
over  Paris,  as  well 
as  at  the  kiosks  in 
front  of  the  vari- 
ous partes  d'entree.  The  identity  of  season-ticket  holders  is 
assured  by  obliging  them  to  have  their  photographs  affixed  to 
their  cards  of  admission — a  regulation  which  Cham  has  amusinglyj 
satirised  in  vaiious  ways. 

So  soon  as  ever  I  entered  the  enonnous  labyrinth  of  glass  cases 
into  which  the  Champ  de  Mars  lias  been  converted,  I  purposely 
and  deliberately  lost  my  way,  confidently  delivering  myself  up  to 
the  myriad  chances  of  the  hnprhn.    Have  you  never  thus  wilfully 
lost  your  way  in  Venice,  in  Eome,  in  Seville — a  conBdent  Mr. 
Micawber,  for   something  is   sure  to   turn  up  ?     Wander,  and 
double,  and  '  try  back '  aa  you  may,  j-ou  are  sure  after  a  season 
to  find  yourself  in  view  of  the  cupulas  of  St.  Mai'k,  to  stumble  on 
the  Fountain  of  Trevi,  or  to  be  aware  of  the  Tower  of  the  Giraldi 
Thus,  in  the  Exhibition  Palace  yesterday,  although  I  roami 
nt  for  five  mortal  lioui-s  in  different  dii-ections,  I  came  fv 
rt,^j'  times  upon,  or  was  distinctly  awai'e  of,  two  couspicuoi 
"irks — Gustave  Dore's  colossal  BacchonaliBn  vase,  and 


k  sjuao^t-Ticarr 


'  Sir,  tlie  pimple 
graph.    You  rauat  get  rid  of  it  Ix-fore  yoi 
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iinntially  livr&  au  commerce  by  an  entei-prising  Parisian  jeweller  in  ^ 
the  form  of  settings  to  Iiis  wares.     How  many  millions  of  fraticrf'J 
(he  gilt  obelisk  represented  I  duly  read,  but  did  not  stay  to  note. , 
I  am  not  disposed  to  fall  in  love  with  mere  (igures.     To  nic  tlia 
Tower  of  Babel  is  the  wonder,  and  not  tbc  number  of  bricks  that  \ 
may  have  been  used  in  its  constmction. 

I  will,  in  the  outset,  candidly  oivn  thftt,  nlthoiiRh  I  have  the  1 
proud  privilege  to  be  a  free-bora  Briton  of  tlie  Victorian  era,  I  | 
iTent  aholit  the  Exhibition  in  the  spirit  of  an  ancient  Athenia  _ 
perpetually  demandinjx  some  new  thing ;  and  quite  as  frankly 
must  I  admit  that,  so  far  as  ray  first  visit  to  the  Exhibition  went, 
I  was  disappointed.  '  It's  the  Old  Sarpint,  j'onr  Gmce,  with  a 
new  coat  of  paint,'  said  the  showman  to  the  Bute  of  Wellington 
when  he  refused  to  take  the  Hero's  shilling,  when  proferred  for  a 
riew  of  tlie  '  Cobra  Cormgata  or  Coruscated  Snake  of  the  Yang- 
tse-lviang.'  I  saw  the  '  Old  Sarpint,'  with  a  new  coat  of  paint  and 
a  ti-emendou3  amount  of  gilding,  innumernble  times  yesterday  in 
the  Champ  de  Mars.  Item :  The  diver.  Do  you  not  remember 
him,  in  his  Crusader's  hehnet,  with  the  gig-lamp  eyes — his  india- 
rubber  armour,  his  elephantine  anns  and  feet,  and  his  intolerable 
tail  ?  Item :  A  lighthouse  trophy — a  pyramid  of  lanterns,  reflec- 
tors, and  refractors  playing  in  tlie  glare  of  tlie  summer  afternoon 
the  moat  astonishing  prismatic  tricks,  and  afTonling  imbounded 
opportunities  for  spectnim  analysis.  In  the  gigantic  and  gener- 
ally well-arranged  and  well-lit  pietiue-galleries,  a  multitude  of 
admirable  pictures  which  you  have  seen  before,  or  of  which  you 
have  engrniTiiga  or  photographs  at  home,  mingled  with  a  host  of 
paintings  certainly  new  to  you,  but  further  acquaintance  with 
which,  owing  to  their  general  mediocrity,  you  may  not  be  am- 
bitious to  make.  Some  very  magnificent  works  in  Italian  mosaic ; 
a  few  execrably  giirish  and  tasteless  French  attempts  in  the  same 
lino.  The  English  porcelain  and  pottery  superlatively  good  ;  but 
English  ceramics  can  be  seen  to  equal  advantage  in  Ilegent  Street, 
South  Audiey  Street  and  Bond  Street.  Glass,  on  the  whole, 
both  English  and  foreigli,  wonderfully  bright  and  tasteful ;  the 
exhibit  of  Jlessrs.  Thomas  Webb  &  Sons  of  Stourbridge  show- 
ing a  brilliant  progress  in  the  beautiful  and  difficult  process  of 
engraving  on  glass.  I  do  not  mean  etching  irith  acids,  but  the 
actual  incision  by  means  of  the  copper  wheel.  FiuTiilure,  both 
English  and  foreign,  very  splendid.  France  still  keeps  the  lead 
in  Kenaissauce  upholstery,  especially  of  that  kind  to  which  tapes- 
"Ik  velvet,  and  other  textile  fabrics  arc  accessory.  Italy — ■ 
1  the  superb  bookcase  contributed  by  the  Brothei-s  Sonsoguo, 
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tbe  music  publishers  of  Milan — ^retains  a  conspicuous  place  for  pro- 
ficiency in  the  craft  of  inlaying  ebony  with  ivory — a  craft  which, 
the  colours  employed  being,  reversed,  is  virtually  ni^Uo- working  in 
wood.  England  continues  to  asseil  unapproachable  preeminence 
in  the  production  of  Gothic  furniture  of  the  purest  design  and  the 
most  thoroughly  conscientious  workmanship ;  while  the  determi- 
nation of  the  English  manufacturers  to  '  keep  moving '  in  this  im- 
portant branch  of  art  industry  is  pleasantly  shown  by  the  close 
alliance  which  is  springing  up  between  the  ebeniste  and  the  potter 
— a  revival,  indeed,  of  a  very  old  association — and  leading  to  tlie 
decoration  of  cabinets  and  tables  with  beautifully  painted  plaques 
of  earthenware. 

On  the  whole,  the  rapidest  of  surveys  of  the   departments 
devoted  to  decorative  furniture  induces  the  conviction  that  the 
rage  for  the  Japanese  style  has,  in  France  at  least,  reached  its 
climax.     The  carpet  manufacturers  have  largely,  and  it  would 
seem  abidingly,  profited  by  the  innimierable  hints  as  to  brilliant 
harmonies  of  colour  and  elegant  naivete  of  design  which  Japan  is 
ever  ready  to  furnish;  but  the  French  are,  in  matters  of  art, 
essentially  a  classically  plastic  people — a  few  short-lived  aberra- 
tions to  the  contrary  notwithstanding.     The  basis  of  their  design 
is  '  the  round,'  because  roundness  gives  the  light  and  shade  which 
are  to  be  found  in  Nature.   The  basis  of  Japanese — and,  to  a  very 
great  extent,  of  Gothic — decoration  is  *  the  flat ; '  and  flatness  not 
only  excludes  the  due  apportionment  of  light  and  shade,  but,  as  a 
nie,  militates  against  the  due  observance  of  the  canons  of  per- 
tpectiye ;  and,  as  poor  Haydon,  the  father  of  all  our  schools  of 
dedgn,  pointed  out  long  ago,  the  fundamental  reason  of  the 
niperiority  of  French  art- workmen  over  our  own  countrymen  lies 
in  the  £act  that  the  Frenchman  learns  geometry  first,  to  model  the 
koniaii  figure  next,  and  finally  to  practise  ornamental  design,  even 
if  he  be  intended  for  a  pattern  draughtsman  only  of  Lyons  shawls 
tad  Mulhouse  patterns ;  whereas  the  English  student  is  taught 
ornamental  design  first,  and  to  draw  the  human  figure  afterwards. 
It  must  be  admitted  that  a  large  number  of  admirable  specimens 
ofseolptnre  from  English  chisels  are  to  be  found  in  the  Champ  de 
Kan ;  but  our  lamentable  backwardness  in  the  plastic  arts  of  the 
tteoodary  and  tertiary  grades  is  exposed  by  the  almost  total 
tbtenee  of  works  in  bronze  by  undoubtedly  British  artists.     Th6 
hm  €f£  Elkington  of  Bumingham  have  done  as  much  as  it  is 
iwahlft  for  any  English  firm  to  do  in  bronze  and  in  electro-silver 
mldiig  of  an  artistically  plastic  kind ;  but  their  chief  modellers 
Vdieid^tors  are  not  Englishmen,  but  Frenchmen.    The  Elking- 
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toiifl  did  as  grandly  with  their  '  Milton  Slueld '  in  repoueti  in  1867 
ns  they  have  done  in  1878  with  their  '  Pilgrim's  Shield ; '  but  it  is 
positively  deplorable  to  remark  that,  in  the  course  of  eleven  years, 
iiu  English  art  manufacturers  of  note  have  followed  the  example 
t]iey  liuve  set  in  reproductions  from  tlie  antique,  or  in  the  execu- 
tion of  original  designs  ou  a  thoroughly  classical  model  in  bronze 
or  marble.  Let  me  not  be  misunderstood.  A  plenitude  of  eccle- 
siastical brasswork  from  English  and  Scottish  hands  adorns  .the 
Kxhibition,  where,  moreover,  signs  are  not  lacking  of  our  sur- 
passing preeminence  as  gasfitters,  as  lamp  manufncturei's,  as  bed- 
stead makers,  and  as  workers  in  metals  generally;  but  in  the 
secondary  and  tertiary  stages  of  bronze  or  silver  industry  I  fniled 
to  see  any  clockcasea,  any  statuettes,  any  vases,  any  bibelots,  or 
'  gimcracks '  even,  of  British  design  and  production,  and  of  marked 
artistic  merit ;  while  of  bronze  sculpture  of  the  first  class,  such 
sculpture  as  issues  from  the  atcUera  of  Barbedienne  and  of  a  score 
more  French  houses  as  renowned,  there  is  in  our  section  an  almost 
total  absence.  Tliis  is  a  wretched  thing  to  think  of,  especially  when 
it  is  remembered  that  we  are  still  eager  to  lavish  thousands  on  the 
acquisition  of  blue  and  white  earthenware  pots  and  pans  more  or 
less  from  Nankin,  and  that  the  silly  and  tasteless  mania  for  hanging 
painted  plates — often  vile  in  design  and  garishly  coloured — on  our 
inward  walls  is  rapidly  converting  the  boudoirs  of  English  ladies 
into  the  similitude  of  sculleries.  I  never  find  myself  alone  in  one 
of  these  crockery-hnng  rooms  without  wishing  that  the  Act  of 
Parliament  against  wilful  damage  could  be  suspended,  in  order  that 
I  might  make  play,  for  a  quoiler  of  an  hour,  with  tlie  bright  poker. 
It  has  always  been  my  ambition  to  keep  my  eyes  open,  and  to 
describe  as  graphically  as  Ues  in  my  power  tlie  things  which  I  see ; 
but  at  present  I  refrain  from  attempting  to  give  even  a  superficial 
description  of  what  Minton  has  to  show  in  the  Paris  Exlubitiou. 
Vou  who  dwell  in  London  have  but  to  go  to  Goode's  in  South 
Audley  Street,  who  by  the  nay  has  acquii-ed  the  entire  Clinton 
display,  to  Mortlock's,  to  Sharims's,  to  Phillips's,  to  Gardner's  at 
Charing  Cross,  and  to  assume  that  the  most  superb  specimens  of 
china  and  earthenware  to  be  seen  in  the  great  metropolitan  show- 
rooms have  been  selected  as  types  of  the  Minton  collection  in  the 
Champ  de  Mars.  The  reward  of  the  firm  is,  that  their  name  is 
now  habitually  coupled  by  educated  French  critics  with  tliat  of 
Sevres.  With  regard  to  the  Elkingtons,  the  case  is  somewhat 
different.  They  have  competitors  of  tremendous  power  and 
prestige  in  France.  They  are  goldsmiths,  silversmiths,  enamellera, 
bronze -workers,  and  electro-platers.  They  must  stand  their  ground 
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^Vigainst  a  whole  host  of  art-work  firms,  of  whom  Barb^tUenne, 
Christofle,  and  Fromen -Meurice  are  only  tlie  most  consiiicuous  re- 
presentatives. The  Bir- 
mini^ham  house  may  be, 
indeed,  Briareus-hnnded, 
but  its  rivals  are  a  hun- 
dred giants,  each  with 
a  hundred  hands.  The 
leading  artistic  perform- 
ancea  exhibited  by  the 
£lkingtona  are  virtually 
unique ;  many  of  them 
cannot  be  reproduced, 
like  works  in  pottery ; 
and  they  can  be  seen  by 
bat  a  limited  portion  a ' 
the  English  public  a 
home.  This  is  especially 
the  case  with  the  ^ 
drously  beautiiiil  Ite- 
naissance  mirror,  de- 
signed by  M.  A.  "W. 
Willms,  of  which  the 
architectural  and  deco- 
rative poitions  are  com- 
posed of  oxidised  silver, 
and  of  bronze  incrusted 
with  gold  and  silver,  the 
fitnd  being  of  steel  da- 
mascened with  variously 
tinted  gold,  forming 
rincftiux  embellished 
with  fi^^ures  of  birds  and 
insecU.  It  may  just  be 
mentioned  that,  until  the 
other  day,  so  to  spoak, 

damascening  was,  so  far  as  its  practice  in  Europe  was  concented, 
a  vhoUy  obsolete  and  well-nigh  lost  art.  Take,  again,  the  exqui- 
site vase  of  damascened  steel,  another  work  of  M.  Willma,  the 
body  of  which  is  covered  with  intricate  patterns  of  peacocks  and 
lyre  birds,  woven  as  it  were  into  the  fabric  in  fine  threads  of  gold, 
and  of  which  the  portions  in  silver  are  elaborately  chased.  A 
'  yrepoiaie  Bteel,  designed  and  mainly  executed  by  t 


y  line  betweea  Love  and  Ueason — whilst  a  maiden  sits  by  I 
B  struggles.     '  Bira  bien  qui  riia  le  dernier,  Made-  ■ 

r  a  pair  of  cooing  doves  overhead  indicates  that  the  I 

_  ^a  zeigQ  ia  not  yet  over.      Around  the  border  of  thef 
plaque  four  cupids,  with  emblems  of  love  in  their  hands, 
sailing  through  the  air.     Separating  them  are  trophies  of  ontiquel 

3  richly  damascened  in  gold.  .* 

't/ae  ^aded  to  the  '  Pilgrim's  Shield,'  a  noble  work  of  art  ufe 
'  '^  bjr  M.  Morel-Ladeuil,  and  the  moat  important  object  u 
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the  EUdn^n  display.  As  in  the  'Milton  Shield/  the  most 
striking  episodes  in  Paradise  Lost  were  dramatically  rendered,  so 
in  the  '  Pilgrim's  Shield '  the  central  idea  in  Banyan's  immortal 
allegory  is  dwelt  upon  in  a  manner  equally  grandiose  and  pictur- 
esque. The  inspired  tinker  of  Elstow  only  appears  in  what  may 
be  termed  the  '  middle  distance/  and  in  a  subsidiary  position  as  a 
'  dreamer  of  dreams/  All  around  him  are  evolved  the  wonderful 
conceptions  of  his  imagination,  but  the  eye  of  the  spectator  goes 
at  once,  as  it  did  to  our  First  Parents  in  their  state  of  innocence 
in  the  Milton  composition,  straight  to  the  pivot  on  which  the 
'  Pilgrim's  Shield '  turns.  On  a  principal  lunette  which  fills  the 
midSe  of  the  desim  is  represented  the  combat,  between  ApoUyon 
and  Christian,  in  tne  Valley  of  the  Shadow  of  Death.  This  central 
medallion  is  executed  in  such  high  relief  as  well  nigh  to  present 
the  appearance  of  rondeboase,  or  of  being  what  we  term '  undercut ' 
almost  entirely  away  from  the  ground ;  and  a  glance  at  the  back 
of  the  shield  will  show  how  patiently  laborious  has  been  the  opus 
mallei  in  pushing  the  metal  upwards  with  repeated  taps  of  the 
hammer.  Some  of  the  parts  are,  on  the  other  hand,  in  the  lowest 
possible  reliefi  not  extending  beyond  the  faintest  appearance  of 
embossing;  and  these  exquisite  gradations  in  surface  show  the 
perfect  mastery  which  M.  Morel-Ladeuil  has  attained  over  one  of 
the  most  beautiful  and  the  most  difficult  of  crafts.  The  fight  d, 
outranee  in  the  Valley  of  the  Shadow  is  represented  with  astonish- 
ing force  and  verve,  and  the  corrugated  muscles  of  the  demoniacal 
warrior  contrast  very  skilfully  with  the  thoroughly  human  comeli- 
ness and  symmetry  of  Christian.  The  execution,  again,  of  the 
texture  of  the  Pilgrim's  armour,  in  contradistinction  to  the  light 
and  airy  drapery  pendent  from  it,  is  a  triumph  of  manual  skill  and 
dexterity.  Below  the  central  composition  is  the  figure  of  Bunyan, 
a  volume  of  the  Scriptures  on  his  knees,  and  rapt,  seemingly,  in 
an  ecstatic  trance.  On  either  side  are  bas-reliefs  representing  the 
lowermost  depths  of  the  Valley  of  the  Shadow — a  gruesome  pit 
full  of  hobgoblins  and  sprites,  such  as  CaUot  revelled  in  portray- 
ing; but  from  this  dire  Tartarus  we  are  led  by  graceful  decorative 
scroll-work  to  the  two  upper  bas-reliefs,  wherein  are  depicted  all 
the  joys  of  the  Celestial  City-Mangels  and  seraphs  and  cherubs, 
bright  with  '  harping  symphonies.'  Interposed  between  the  rilievi 
are  emblematic  cartouches  of  Faith,  Hope,  and  Charity,  respec- 
tively symbolised  by  a  cross,  an  anchor,  and  a  heart — the  virtues 
by  means  of  which  the  Pilgrim  has  been  enabled  to  overcome 
ApoUyon  and  reach  at  last  his  desired  ^oal ;  while  at  the  base  of 
the  shield  are  the  trappings  of  the  Pilgrun's  calling — the  slouch' 
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hnt,  the  wallet,  the  scallop-shells,  ami  the  sandnlled  shooD.  Looked 
at  not  only  in  its  powerful  ensemble,  but  in  the  astonishinft 
minuteness  and  grace  of  its  details,  this  latest  work  of  M,  Morel- 
Lttdeuil  may  be  regarded  as  at  once  the  most  ambitious  nnd  the 
most  successful  that  he  has  executed  for  Messrs.  Elkingtoii. 
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The  salon  of  Messrs.  Elkington  contains  nnother  suiiiptuoua 
example  in  repousse  from  Uie  hammer  of  M.  Morel-LadeuLl,  the 
•Pomiieiaii  Ludy  at  her  Toi- 
lette,' of  which  it  is  sufficient 
to  sRy  that  it  reminds  the  spec- 
tntor  of  a  picture  by  Almn- 
Tnd^mn  translated  into  high 
relief  by  the  opux  imiHci.  To 
M.  Morel-Ladeuil  is  also  due 
the  Itenaifisance  silver  ewer 
with  the  gciiii  of  Day  and 
Night  in  its  side  panels  and 
its  symbolical  birds  of  dawn 
and  twilight;  as  well  as  tb^' 
^^Br  of  rose-water  dishes  hy 
^^Bich  the  ewer  is  accompanied, 
^^Hd  wherein  the  months  of  the 
^^ffiar  are  typified  by  grai;eful 
female  figures,  and  the  seasons 
by  groups  of  children  with 
flowers  and  fruits,  Mcssi-s. 
iungtoa  show  in  cluisoiiiu: 
Qiel  a  number  of  splendid 
'mens  of  trumpet-sbuped 
wer-Tftses,  platcttux,  t,uze, 
incense  -  burners,  and  stau- 
disbes ;  while  among  the 
•fivrtrie  ai-e  conspicuous  des- 
.  sen'ices  of  tlie  ]iattem 
"e  for  UiG  Prince  of  ^Vales's 
ilion,  '  Old  English,'  in 
BT-gilt ;  and  some  remark- 
my  fascinating  tcte-ii-tcle  tea- 
(  of  modified  Japanese 
and  iji  which  the 
tleau  takes  the  shape  of  an 
topread  fan.  I  may  hint 
^t  I  have  not  pu-chased  the 

'dicon  Vase,  or  the  Benaissonce  Mirror,  or  the  PUgiim's  Shield 
fcret.  My  treasure-ship — long  overdue— is  not  yet  come  home. 
I  In  the  way  of  ships,  I  apprehend  that  an  ironclad  squadron 
noiild  be  required  to  convey  the  whole  of  M.  Barbedienne's  show 
t  ut  brotizee  to  England,  should  Royalty  evince  a  desire 
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inspect  that  wonderful  collection  en  masse.  I  may  in  perTect 
candour  obseiTe  tliat,  owing  to  my  rigorously  carried  out  system 
of  not  having  a  system,  I  am  utterly  ignorant  of  tlie  whereabouts 
of  M.  Barb^dienne's  particular  '  installation '  in  the  Champ  tie 
Mars.  Itis,  without  doubt,  a  truly  magniBcent  one,  but  I  have  not 
3'et  come  across  it.  Granting,  as  I  do,  that  I  Iiave  not  yet  seen  tho 
Barbfidienne  bronzes  in  the  Exhibition,  what  business,  it  may  bo 
asked,  have  I  to  talk  about  these  bronzes  at  all  ?  I  can  explain 
matters  in  a  moment.  I  happen  to  live  next  door  to  M.  Barbe- 
dienne's  warehouse,  on  the  Boulevard  Poissonniere.  I  am  happy 
to  state  that,  following  the  commendable  Frencli  custom,  he  takes 
down  his  sbuttei's  very  early  in  the  morning,  and  tliat  he  does  not 
put  them  up  until  past  ten  at  night.  Thus  I  have  several  inter- 
views, every  day  and  every  evening,  with  the  contents  of  his  huge 
shop -win  do  WB ;  and,  as  he  makes  a  change  in  his  etalage  almost 
e\-ery  otlier  day,  I  think  that  by  this  time  I  know  tlie  major  portion 
of  the  contents  of  his  stock-in-trade  by  heart.  I  have  got,  to  a 
certaiD  extent,  his  bronzes  on  the  brain.  "I'hey  are  my  delight 
before  breakfast ;  they  are  my  consolation  after  a  bad  and  dear 
dinner.  He  has  got  a  noble  I'eproduction  of  Mieliael  Angelo's  in- 
compamble  sitting  figure  in  Roman  costume,  from  the  tomb  of  the 
Medici  iu  Florence.  He  has  got  a  smaller  replica  of  that  figure 
surmounting  a  clock  in  a  chalcedony  case,  with  two  bronze-gilt 
candelabra, /onnnnt  garnifure.  "What  punishment,  I  wonder,  does 
the  French  Criminal  Code  assign  to  the  offence  of  running  away 
in  the  broad  daj'Iight  n-ith  a  bronze  clock  and  candelabra  ?  He 
has  got  a  Crouching  Venus  and  a  Batlier  that  make  me  half 
delirious  to  look  upon.  He  has  got  a  Spauisli  matador  in  pala 
bronze,  whose  embroidered  jacket  and  overalls  are  well-nigh 
miracles  of  chiselled  dexterity  and  refinement.  He  has  got  a 
Bull  that  makes  me  dream  of  the  Toro  Farnese,  and  fancy 
that  I  am  going  to  a  bovine  paradise,  and  tliat  Paul  Potter  and 
Old  Ward  and  Thomas  Sidney  Cooper,  It.A.,  are  of  the  company. 
Less  need  to  discourse  of  his  fauns  and  bis  satyrs,  liis  nyinphs 
and  his  hamadrjads,  his  saints  and  cherubs, his  cowled  Trappists 
and  vestal  virgins,  and  his  grand  Louis  Quiuze  chagsciir  oa 
horseback,  witli  the  hunting-horn  wound  round  his  noble  body 
— the  Marquis  de  Carabas  in  early  youth — and  cheap  at  1250 
francs,  that  is  if  I  read  coiTectly  tlie  cabalistic  chai-acters  in- 
scribed on  the  little  green  ticket  affixed  to  the  huntsman's  WTist. 
In  addition  to  this  varied  statuesque  display,  there  are  classic 
18  and  tiipods  of  bold  and  graceful  form,  Renaissance  ewers 
'       idelabra   of  elaborate   ornamentation,   and   plaques   and 
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caskets  in  cloisonne  enamel  of  great  beauty  and  splendour.  For 
the  rest,  I  purchased  the  whole  of  M.  Barbedienne's  stock  at  least 
ten  days  ago.  To  get  them  home  I  shall  have  to  charter  a  vessel 
something  like  the  Cleopatra ;  but  there  is  no  hurry,  since  the 
necessary  cheques  have  not  yet  arrived,  and  M.  Barbedieime  might 
be  chary  of  dealing  with  a  customer  who  would  offer  to  buy  the 
Koh-i-noor,  if,  instead  of  being  a  tawdry  bit  of  glittering  charcoal, 
it  were  a  model  of  plastic  beauty  and  grace. 

I  fancy,  nevertheless,  that  there  is  a  model  of  a  ship  in  the 
Exhibition  which  would  carry  across  the  narrow  seas  and  the  wide 
ocean  to  boot  all  the  art-bronzes  which  the  ateliers  of  the  Barbd- 
diennes  and  their  compeers  could  fabricate ;  and  carry  them,  with 
a  plentiful  supply  of  water,  coals,  and  provisions,  and  a  thousand 
human  beings  into  the  bargain,  as  easily  as  though  they  were 
bandboxes  full  of  feathers. 

Erring  to  and  fro  in  the  park  of  the  Champ  de  Mars,  I  was  over- 
taken by  a  sudden  and  heavy  shower — ^we  have  had  tropical  heat,  ag- 
gravated and  not  relieved  by,  on  an  average,  two  tremendous  down- 
pours a  day  for  the  last  fortnight — and  took  refuge  in  the  Maritime 
Exhibition,  which  is  installed  in  a  series  of  sheds  on  the  bank  of  the 
Seine,  to  the  left  of  the  Pont  d'lena,  going  towards  the  Trocadero. 
The  Maritime  Exhibition  is  very  strongly  impregnated  with  the 
odour  of  pitch  and  tar ;  and  I  even  imagined  that  I  could  detect 
the  perfune  of  bilgewater.    The  impression,  however,  may  have 
been  due  to  the  scent  of  several  hundreds  of  streaming  and  steaming 
umbrellas.     Altogether  the  place  had  a  '  Yo-heave-ho '  character. 
It  reminded  you  equally  of  a  ropewalk,  a  shipchandler's,  and  the 
corridor  of  a  gaol  in  which  oakum-picking  forms  the  staple  of  con- 
vict labour.    Here  Marseilles,  Brest,  Lorient,  Bochefort,  Nantes^ 
Havre,  Cherbom*g,  Dunkii-k,  Bordeaux,  and  Cette  had  amassed 
samples  of  their  nautical  products  and  manufactures.    Hemp  and 
jute,  sailcloth  and  tarpaulin,  anchors  and  harpoons,  cables  and 
bolts  and  stanchions,  sea-going  slops,  bags  of  biscuit,  barrels  of 
rum,  creels  of  salt  fish,  waterproof  boots,  glazed  hats,  oars  and 
rudders,  boathooks  and  marlinspikes — all  spoke  of  the  sea,  and  of 
those  who  go  down  in  ships  thereto.    But  at  the  extremity  of  the 
sheds  devoted  to  the  French  Maritime  Exhibition  I  found  a 
gallery  full  of  English  exhibits ;  and  there,  among  a  very  charac- 
teristic assortment  of  models  of  yachts,  paddle-wheel  steamers, 
gun-boats,  life-boats,  steam-launches,  and  canoes,  I  found  a  stately 
model  of  the  new  ocean  steamship  Gallia,  belonging  to  the  Cunard 
Boyal  Mail  Steamship  Company.    The  Gallia,  which  has  been 
boUt  by  Messrs.  James  &  George  Thomson  of  Clydebank,  Dur 
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bartonshire,  is  to  go  into  commission  in  Jsnxuaj  next,  and  is  fbe 
youngest  bnt  equalij  powerfbl  sister  of  that  wondeFfol  ocean  fleet  of 
steamships  which  comprises  the  Abyssinia,  the  Batavia,  the  Heda, 
the  Bossia,  the  Samaria,  the  Malta,  and  twenty-six  others,  beades 
a  Channel  fleet  of  thirteen  vessels.  I  hare  an  incnrable  weakness, 
dating  from  my  earliest  youth,  for  models  of  ships ;  and  I  well 
remember  how,  as  a  little  boy,  I  used  to  stand  open-moathcd 
before  the  counterfeit  presentment  in  irory  of  a  British  three- 
decker  which  adorned  the  window  of  a  grocer's  shop  in  Major 
Foubert's  Passage,  Kegent  Street,  London.  How  often  have  I 
peered  through  the  stem  windows  of  the  three-decker  into  the 
principal  cabin,  in  the  full  and  firm  belief  that  I  could  descry  the 
Captain,  with  the  First  Lord  of  the  Admiralty,  Mr.  Midshipman 
Easy,  and  a  bumboat  woman,  reading  the  Articles  of  War  and 
drinking  *  sweethearts  and  wives'  in  hot  grog.  With  scarcely  less 
interest  did  I  survey  this  superbly  constructed  and  nicely-scaled 
image  of  the  Cunard  steamship  Gallia — the  model  alone  cost  twelve 
hundred  pounds,  they  say — ^with  its  highly-polished  brass  fittings, 
its  snowy  deck,  its  faultless  rigging,  its  shining  hull,  and  the  tiny 
windows  of  its  deck  cabins.  What  would  I  have  given  to  see  one 
of  the  doors  of  the  little  deck  cabins  open,  and  the  well-remem- 
bered form  of  Captain  Lott  or  Captain  Cook  make  its  appearance ! 
Everything  in  the  model  looked  as  snug  and  shipshape  and  care- 
fully disposed  as  a  Cunard  steamer  herself.  The  sight  of  the  model 
took  me  back  full  sixteen  years,  when,  on  a  stormy  November 
afternoon,  at  Queenstown,  in  Ireland,  I  boaided  the  Cunard  steam- 
ship, Arabia,  bound  for  Boston,  U.S.A.* 

I  may  as  well  own  that  when  I  went  astray  in  the  Exhibition, 
among  a  maze  of  tall  glass  cases,  full  of  broadcloths,  friezes, 
twills,  serges,  and  so  forth,  from  Lancashire  and  Yorkshire,  I  diil 
not  feel,  from  a  textile  point  of  view,  veiy  much  interested. 
Whole  acres  of  space  seemed  to  be  given  up  to  the  x>i"oducts  of 
Leeds,  Halifax,  and  Huddei*sfield ;  and  the  woollen  goods  were 
ranged  horizontally,  veilically,  and  diagonally,  with  mathematicid 
l)reci8ion ;  but  I  do  not  want  fifty  thousand  pairs  of  trousei^s  or 
twenty-five  thousand  coats.  With  a  light  heart  and  a  thin  pair 
of  pantaloons  I  have  managed  to  go  through  the  world  during  a 
great  many  years ;  and  looking  at  the  amazing  wealth  of  woollen 
goods  of  which  Leeds,  lluddersfield,  and  Halifax  have  made  so 

'^'uwcd  to  record  that  the  Gallia  has  fully  equalled  the  expoctations 
".    She  accoini)lished  upwards  of  sbLtccu  knots  per  hour  on  her 
sailed  under  favourable  aiispices  on  her  first  voyage  to  New 
I  5, 1879. 
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weII*organi8ed  a  display,  I  felt  for  a  moment  inclined  to  crji  with 
SocrateSy  in  the  Athenian  market-place,  '  How  many  things  are 
there  here  that  I  do  not  want ! '  Things  in  the  Agora  have  altered, 
and  not  for  the  better,  since  the  days  of  the  philosopher  just 
quoted.  When  I  was  Last  in  the  poor  little  market-place  of  the 
metropolis  of  Hellas,  I  beheld  scarcely  anything  exposed  for  sale 
beyond  leeks,  water-melons,  boxes  of  wax-matches,  sugar-candy, 
red-kid  slippers,  and  birch-brooms — things  all  very  nice  in  them* 
selves,  but  scarcely  adequate  to  the  sustentation  of  life. 

The  woollen-fabrics  depailment  was,  however,  to  me  not  less 
a  haven  of  delight,  owing  to  the  circumstance  ibat  the  avenues 
between  the  interminable  blocks  of  glass  cases  were  almost  entirely 
deserted,  that  the  floor  had  been  newly  sprinkled  with  water,  and 
that  the  entire  region  was  as  cool  as  it  was  tranquil.  It  was  a  fear- 
fully sultry  day,  and  after  my  tour  through  the  cloth-weaving  districts 
I  went  to  look  at  a  fire-engine,  which,  for  all  the  blazing  scarlet 
with  which  it  was  painted,  made  me  feel  quite  cool  and  refreshed. 
I  had  not  been  long  in  this  contented  state  when,  to  my  misfor- 
tune, I  found  myseK  astray  in  a  district  all  full  of  pickles  and 
sauces.  It  was  dreadful — ^looking  at  the  altitude  of  the  mercury 
in  the  thermometer— to  be  confronted  by  these  serried  battalions 
of  bottles  full  of  piccallilly,  gherkins,  onions,  chillis,  capsicums, 
mango  chutnee,  Nepaul  pepper,  curry-powder,  and  sauces  of  the 
utmost  pungency.  The  spectacle  filled  the  mind  with  red-hot 
visions  of  mullagatawny  soup,  anchovy-toast,  bashawed  lobster, 
and  devilled  bones ;  nor  did  I  much  better  my  position  when, 
beating  a  retreat  from  this  torrid  zone  of  culinary  zests,  I  came  on 
a  culinary  concentrated  land  replete  with  preserved  soups  and  made 
dishes.  These,  however,  did  not  look  quite  so  hot  as  the  pickle- 
bottles;  and  moreover  they  contributed  to  strengthen  a  persuasion 
which  had  been  growing  in  my  mind  for  the  last  forty  minutes 
past,  that  the  time  was  approaching  when  it  would  be  expedient 
to  see  about  getting  some  lunch. 

This  pleasant  conviction  was  further  fortified  by  an  accidental 
detour  which  opened  up  delicious  vistas  of  glass  cases  piled  high 
with  bottles  which,  on  nearer  inspection,  proved  to  be  *  exhibits ' 
of  all  kinds  of  wines,  spirits,  and  liqueurs  so  very  pleasant  to  drink 
in  combination  with  Apollinaris,  Seltzer,  potass,  or  St.  Galmier 
water,  and  the  consumption  of  which  tends  so  much  to  the  en- 
hancement of  her  Majesty's  revenue  and  the  fees  of  the  medical 
profession.  As  a  rule,  however,  I  am  constrained  to  deprecate  the 
display  of  fermented  beverages  in  a  public  exhibition,  especially 
when  the  show  is  held  in  very  hot  weather.   The  sight  of  adl  these 
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driiikablea  weakens  the  steadfastness  of  youi'  adhesion  to  Sir  Wil- 
frid Lawaon  and  tlie  pump,  and  begets  in  your  heart  an  unholy 
hankering  for  the  possession  of  ft  corkscrew.  Observe  Uiis  curious 
fact :  In  temperate  countries  fountains  are  frequent  and  beautiful 
in  form,  so  beautiful  that  you  thirst  for  nothing  but  water.  In 
the  first  Great  Exhibition  in  Hyde  Park,  in  1851,  no  alcoholic 
beverages  were  procurable ;  but,  en  revanche,  there  was  Osier's 
Crystal  Fountain.  As  a  rule,  drunken  countries  are  destitute  of 
fountains ;  and  that  is  why  I  should  he  sony  to  see  the  humble 
halfpenny  ice  and  sorsaparilla  baiTows  banished  fi-om  the  sti'eets 
of  Loudon.  They  look  cool  and  inviting  and  temperate.  Evtn 
the  big  decanter  of  lemonade,  with  the  abnormally-sized  lemon  on 
the  top,  on  the  ehop-eotinter  of  a  cheap  Italian  confectioner  in 
Leather  Lane,  appears  to  me  mutely  eloquent.  It  seems  to  be  whis- 
pering, '  Come  and  have  a  penn'orth  of  Me !  I  am  much  more  re- 
freshing, and  I  will  do  you  much  less  harm  than  beer  or  gin  will.' 
If  we  could  make  Temperance  handsome  and  picturesque,  as 
it  is  made  in  France,  in  Spain  and  Italy,  and  the  East,  and  if  we 
could  only  banish  from  the  Temperance  teacher's  mind  the  prepos- 
terous and  impertinent  desire  to  mix  the  Mosaic  Scriptures  and 
tlio  Fsolms  with  abstinence  from  liquors  which  destroy  the  coats 
of  our  stomachs,  we  might  make  temperance  popular  in  a  sur- 
prisingly short  space  of  time.  As  it  is,  while  we  benevolently 
invite  the  working  man  to  regale  himself  with  '  half  a  pint  of 
coffee  and  a  slice,'  w«  attempt  to  choke  him  with  a  tract.  The 
working  man  objects  to  be  choked,  and  goes  next  door  to  the  gin- 
shop,  which,  to  his  imperfectly  insti'ucted  mind,  is  handsome,  and 
liberal,  and  free.  If  Tottenham  Com-t  Road  and  Whitechapel  High 
Street  were  boulevards,  and  if  the  working  man  could  sit  at  a  little 
table  outside  the  tavern  and  drink  bis  beer  aud  smoke  his  pipe, 
and  watch  the  great  panorama  of  life  rolling  by,  his  wife  and 
children  by  hia  side — which  is  the  condition  of  his  brother  in  the 
blouse  in  this  vast  city — he  would  not  get  drunk  quite  so  fre- 
quently at  the  gin-shop  bar.  But  the  boulevai-d  and  the  table 
outside  it  would  be  '  un-English,"  I  suppose ;  and  the  bare  sugges- 
tion of  such  an  innovation  would  frighten  the  Middlesex  magis- 
trates into  fits.  We  are  a  very  extraordinary  people.  Foreigners 
are  continually  learning  from  us ;  but  we  obstinately  refuse  to 
leai'u  anything  from  foreigners  except  their  vices.  Those  we 
import,  duty  free,  by  tlie  shipload.  On  foreign  virtues  we  place 
the  prohibitory  tax  of  our  social  prejudices, 
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Sdeelt  in  Uie  wLole  modem  Ijiical  repertory  there  is  no  more 
chftrming  opera  than  M.  Gounod's  Faust.  It  is  full  of  delicious 
melodies.  The  story  is  infinitely  romantic,  the  denouement  inex- 
pressibly pathetic.  The  terrific  epoptea  possesses — as  every  true 
tragedy  should  have — a  comic  element  in  the  cynical  humours  of 
Mepliisto,  and  the  Ephesian  Matron-like  readiness  of  the  old 
woman  to  console  herself  for  the  loi^s  of  her  husband.  Gretchen 
is,  next  to  Amina,  the  most  fascinating  of  lyrical  heroines ;  and, 
although  Faust  is  a  fool,  and  a  rascal  to  boot,  you  cannot  help 
feeling  a  sneaking  kind  of  admiration  for  him  when  he  has  a 
comely  presence,  a  handsome  costume,  and  a  sweet  tenor  voice. 
Still,  these  only  revolve  like  satellites  round  the  terrific  ]>Ianet  of 
eril,  MepMstophiles.     You  must  needs  loathe  him  and  shudder 

at  his  infeiTiat  wiles ;  but  what  a  fine  first-rate  Devil  he  is  I  ' 

him,  I  wish  he'd  won ! '  cried  Lord  Thuriow,  when  he  came  to  the 
en4l  of  Paradue  Lost.  Mepliisto  in  Fauit  does  win,  so  far  as  his 
dealings  with  the  Doctor  are  concerned;  yet  he  is  checkmated  at  lust. 

9ut  bow  is  it  tbat,  notwithstuiding  its  picturesque  UbrettOf 
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its  plaintive  '  Tliere  was  a  King  of  Thule,'  its  fascin&ting  "Waltz, 
its  quoiat  Ohonia  of  OH  Men,  and  its  resonant  March,  I  have  held 
tliose  many  years  past  the  masteiTiiecc  of  M.  Goiinod  in  the  live- 
liest detestation,  and  that,  as  a  rule,  I  wonkl  much  rather  listen  to 
the  (b'eariest  bore  of  my  acquniiitance  than  witness  the  perfonn- 
auce  of  Favst.  The  reason  is  a  veiy  simple  one.  Fifteen  yeara 
ago  I  abode  for  a  season  at,  sny,  No.  99  "West  Fourteenth-street, 
in  the  city  of  New  York.  On  one  side  of  my  habitation  resided  an 
osLiniablo  family,  the  proud  possessors  of  a  Steinway's  grand 
pianoforte.  On  the  other  aide  lived  an  equally  estimable  family, 
who  were  the  happy  owners  of  a  Chicltering  grand ;  and  over  the 
way  was  another  family,  rejoicing  in  the  possession  of  an  Erard. 
These  households  all  abounded  in  young  ladies  with  slim  waists 
and '  cataract '  cuils,  and  they  were  oil  accomplished  pionistes.  The 
time  was  summer ;  the  weather  was  tropically  hot ;  the  windows 
were  always  kept  open ;  and  from  early  morn  until  far  iuto  the 
night  I  was  fain  to  listen  to  the  Steinw&y,  tlic  Chickering,  or  the 
Erard  discoui-sing  This — • 

'  Lum  tmn,  ti  tiddle^y  urn  turn ; 

Linn  Iniii,  ti  tiddlety  uiii  tuni, 

Limi  turn,  ti  tiddlety  uni  t\im  ; 

Lit  la  la  ^1 — U  la  la  la — la  la  La !' 

Everybody  with  an  'ear'  can  tell  what  I  mean.  Was  it  not 
Rossini,  who,  affcetiug  to  forget  the  name  of  Sir  Henry  Bishop, 
always  spoke  of  him  as  '  Monsieur  Lartt-ta-taratara-tat«rattitai-a- 
tcc'  humming  the  ah'  of  '  Home,  sweet  home.* 

I  had  to  bear  tliis  torture  for  many  weeks.  I  fled  to  Philadel- 
phia, but  only  to  hear-  the  Italian  organists  grinding  forth  '  Luin 
turn,  te  tiddlety  urn  turn.'  I  went  down  to  the  Amiy  of  the 
I'otomac  to  find  a  Massachusetts  regiment  marching  and  counter- 
marching to  the  same  temble  tnne.  I  came  back  to  New  York  to 
find  that  the  '  extension  parlour'  of  my  residence  had  been  engaged 
by  u  middle-aged  bachelor  of  musical  tastes,  who  had  brought  an 
upright  Broadwood,  and  in  the  intervals  of  speculating  in  gold 
in  Wall  Street  was  pei-petually  pounding,  not  tJio  abhorfod  '  Lum 
tum,'  but  the  equally  formidable 

'  La  lao  ta  titii,  Li  rco  ta  tilti  ; 
La  rce  ta  titti  ta  tee  W  Uttytee," 

"Woe  is  me,  Alhama !     It  was  the  Waltz.      I  was  possessed.     I 

eloped  to  Havana,  in  the  island  of  Cuba.    I  sought  tranquillity  in 

the  Spanish  Main  and  quietudo  in  Mexico ;  but  wherever  I  went, 

■  ■  im  the  cactus-covered  plains  of  Orizaba  to  the  foi-est  glades  of 
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Tchapultepec — from  the  tierra  calknle  of  Jalapa  to  the  Fnlls  of 
Kegla — the  Waltz  and  tlie  March,  now  hi-ayed  by  a  French  niihtaiy 
bniid,  now  strummed  on  the  cracked  guitai*  of  an  arricro,  pursued 
me  always.  Ami  thus  it  was  that  I  learned  to  loathe  the  opera  of 
Fmul,  and  to  regard  M.  Gounod  as  my  bitterest  euemy. 

With  the  old  (Jhickeiing  aud  Steinway  grievances  rankliu<!  in 
my  mind,  you  will  not  be  surpnsed  to  hear  that,  when  recently  I 
was  offered  a  seat  in  a  box  at  the  new  Grand  Opera,  and  I  found 
that  Faiiat  was  ou  the  ajjkhe,  I  preferred  all  kinds  of  excuses  to 


.^# 


avoid  the  entertaimnent.  The  repertory  of  M.  Halanzier,  Director 
of  tlie  Academic  Nationale  de  Mnsique,  appears  to  consist  almost 
excIuBiTely  of  Faust,  Hamlet,  Le  PropkiU;  and  Lri  Juit-c'  I  should 
have  been  delighted  to  pass  an  evening  with  tlie  Prince  of  Denmark, 
*  Wbcn  this  was  wrilUn,  M.  Iluluiiiivc  liad  nol  yet  produced  U.  Guunod'a 
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with  John  of  Leydeu  and  Lis  mother,  oi-  with  the  unfortunate 
young  hwly  who  was  wont  to  be  boiled  in  a  caldron  of  oil  at  the 
end  of  the  fourth  act,  but  is  now,  I  beheve,  reprieved  at  tlie  last 
moment.  However,  against  the  Waltz,  the  March,  aud  the  Chonis 
of  Old  Men  I  stoutly  rebelled.  I  pleaded  the  excessive  hent  aud  a 
tendency  to  cerebral  congestion.  But  the  box  into  which  I  was  to 
be  inducted  happened,  I  was  informed,  to  be  the  very  coolest  in 
the  whole  house.  Tliere  would  be  plenty  of  fresh  air,  my  kind 
invitei-B  told  me ;  and  the  box  had  even  an  antechamber  attached  to 
it,  where  tea  was  ser\'ed.  That  over-persuaded  me.  In  the  ante- 
room there  would  probably  be  a.  divan ;  and  on  that  divan  I  thought 
that  in  a  comer,  in  the  dai-k,  and  with  cotton  in  my  ears,  I  might 
contrive  to  slumber  out  the  Waltz,  the  March,  and  the  Chorus  of 
Old  Men,  while  Youth  and  Beauty  enjoyed  themselves  in  the 
avaiit-schica.  ^UaB(-sc?jica,  indeed!  I  little  knew  what  kind  of 
box  I  was  destined  to  occupy. 

The  Mend  who  was  to  present  me  to  the  lady  who  was  the 
ahontiie  of  this  remarkable  box  (she  pays  at  the  rate  of  live-and- 
twenty  thousand  francs  a  yeai-  for  it)  came  somewhat  late  to  fetch 
me ;  but  when  we  arrived  at  M.  Oamier's  colossal  pile  he  insisted 
that,  before  we  entered  our  loge,  I  should  inspect  the  famous  stair- 
case aud  tlie  more  famous /oj/er.  '  Avez-vous  vu  I'escalier  ? '  has, 
become  as  common  a  question  to  be  addressed  to  a  foreigner  newly 
arrived  in  Pai'is  as  the  '  A-t-il  lu  le  Uvre  ? '  of  the  French  Cardinal 
who  was  so  ardent  on  admirer  of  Babelais.  It  chanced  that  I  hadi 
never  seen  tlie  atau'case,  nay,  nor  the  foyer,  nor  the  auditoriuiiif^ 
nor,  indeed,  any  portion  of  the  new  Grand  Opera  save  Uie  external 
facade  thereof,  the  last  of  which  is  associated  in  my  mind  with  a 
somewhat  curious  cii'cumstance.  Just  eight  yeai-s  ago  I  was 
staying  at  the  Grand  Hotel,  in  a  room  overlooking  the  Place  de 
rOpera;  and  on  the  morrow  of  the  Revolution  of  the  4th  of  Sep- 
tembci',  1870.  I  was  lying  grievously  sick  in  bed.  From  the  angle 
of  the  apaitnient  in  which  my  bed  was  placed  I  had  a  capital  \iew 
of  the  facade  of  the  Op6ra  ;  mid  with  pecuhar  cm'iosity  did  I  watch 
tlie  proceedings  of  a  joumej-man  painter  in  a  blouse,  who,  perched 
on  a  tail  scaffolding,  was  occupied  in  ei-asing  from  the  inscription 
'  Acad^mie  Imp6riale  de  Musique '  the  adjective  '  Imp^riale,'  and 
substitutiog  for  it  the  word  '  N  ationale.'  He  took  such  pains  over 
his  work  that  I  got  an  opera-glass  to  peer  at  him  the  more  naiTowly. 
The  labour  to  llim  was  manifestly  one  of  love.  He  licked  his  lips, 
so  to  speak,  over  the  upstrokes  and  the  dowustrokes;  and  hli 
Repubhcan  soul  seemed  to  pour  forth  when  he  came  to  the 
jund  0.    Instinctively  as  I  ascended  the  j»en-i>«  a  week 
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since  did  I  glance  upwards  at  the  inscription ;  and  in  the  flaming 
gaslight '  Nationale  '  seemed  to  me  to  have  a  newer  coarser  sheen 
than  the  rest  of  the  legend.  There  had  been  a  wound,  and  this 
was  the  scar.  Ah,  if  dl  the  other  hurts  of  France  could  cicatrise 
so  quickly  as  this  has  done  ! 

Of  the  exterior  of  M.  Gamier's  monumental  playhouse  I  am  not, 
as  I  have  more  than  once  hinted,  an  enthusiastic  admirer.  It  is 
overloaded  with  ornament,  and  it  is  singularly  deficient  in  tasteful 
columniation.  A  theatre  is  primarily  and  essentially  a  tem2)lc, 
and  a  temple  should  have  an  abundance  of  colonnades.  The 
noblest  model  that  could,  to  my  mind,  be  chosen  for  a  national 
theatre  is  the  Madeleine,  which,  as  it  stands,  fails  to  remind  you, 
either  in  its  exterior  or  its  interior,  in  the  slightest  degree,  of  a 
church.  It  was  not,  to  be  sure,  intended  for  one.  Against  the 
staircase  of  the  Opera,  structurally,  not  one  word,  however,  can  be 
said.  It  presents  the  finest  arrangement  in  curvilinear  perspective 
that  I  have  ever  seen ;  and  illuminated  a  giorno  by  hundreds  of 
bright  yet  soft  lights  offers  a  spectacle  of  well-nigh  unrivalled 
magnificence.  To  the  sumptuous  paintings  by  M.  Paul  Baudry,  on 
the  walls  and  ceilings,  a  double  interest  attaches :  first,  that  of 
their  really  surpassing  excellence  in  dra^ving  and  colour;  and  next, 
in  the  fact  that  they  are  examples  in  a  style  of  art  in  which  not 
one  solitary  English  painter  is  proficient.  When  old  Covent  Garden 
Theatre  was  redecorated  for  llie  purpose  of  being  turned  into  the 
Royal  Italian  Opera,  the  management  were  fain  to  send  to  Italy  for 
a  pUrfbnd  which,  painted  on  paper  and  cut  into  gores,  was  after- 
wardis  pasted  to  the  opera-house  roof.  This  was  in  1847.  More 
than'tlurty  years  have  elapsed,  and  we  are  still — if  we  wish  to  essay 
anything  more  ambitious  than  the  angularly  mediaeval  or  some 
feeble  Benaissance  mouldings  and  scroll-work  in  carton  pieire, 
picked  out  with  colours  and  gilding — at  the  mercy  of  the  foreign 
decorator,  just  as  our  silversmiths  are  at  the  mercy  of  the  foreign 
modeller.  M.  Paul  Baudry  has  produced,  in  the  staircase  and  the 
foyer  of  the  Academie  Nationale  de  Musique,  a  work  which  is  the 
wonder  of  the  whole  art  world.  In  or  out  of  our  Royal  Academy, 
we  have  not  a  single  painter  sufficiently  acquainted  with  the 
geometrical  canons  of  ibreshortening  and  concave  perspective  to 
paint  a  ceiling.  Those  canons  are  clearly  and  explicitly  laid  down 
in  scores  of  books  published  in  the  seventeenth  and  eighteenth 
centuries;  but  those  books  find  no  English  students.  We  console 
ourselves  for  our  impotence  by  repeating  Pope's  pert  sneer  about 
the  sprawling  saints  of  Yerrio  and  Laguerre,  and  by  preparing  to 
Bcnib  out  Sir  James  Thomhill's  paintings  from  the  dome  of  St. 


*» 
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Pitol's.  We  choose,  in  oui'  complacent  ignorance,  to  foi^et  that 
the  grandest  acliievement  of  pictorial  art  in  the  mliole  world  is  the 
paiuted  ceiling  of  the  Sistine  Chapel  in  the  Vatican. 


1  enormous  foyer,  or  crash-room,  reminded  me  very  forcibly, 
huge  masses  of  gilt  scroll-work  forming  the  frames  of  the 
gs,  of  the  Hall  of  the  Ambassadors  in  the  BoyaJ  Palace  at 
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Hadrtd.  The  ornamentation  is  so  heavily  flamboyante,  and  bo 
overladen  with  gilding,  as  to  approach  the  rococo,  or  to  suggest  to 
the  spectator  thiit  the  model  inamly  followed  lins  been  the  interior 
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of  one  of  those  churches  built  by  the  Jesuit  architects  of  the  begin- 
ning of  the  seventeenth  century,  and  which  are  nil  ablaze  with  carv- 
ipg  and  gilding,  veide  antique  and  lapis-lazuli.     The  first  act  of 
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Fauxt  was  just  over  when  we  entered  the  foyer,  aiid  the  immense 
hall  was  filled  by  a  crowd  of  whom  I  hope  it  is  not  disrespectfol 
to  say  that  its  aspect  very  closely  resembled  that  of  a  mob.  Full 
dress  for  gentlemen  is  not,  I  am  aware,  insisted  upon  at  any  time 
even  in  the  faaleuUs  d'orchestre  of  the  French  Opera,  and  there 
are  many  ptuis  of  the  house  in  which  the  ladies  may  wear  bonnets ; 
still  I  ceitainly  never  remember  to  have  seen  iu  the  crush-room 
of  the  old  hoHse  in  the  Rue  Ijepelletier  a  multitude  comprising 
ladies  in  dresses  of  alpaca,  nankeen,  nud  printed  gingham,  with 
the  commonest  trimmings,  and  iu  felt  hats  of  tlie  cheapest  kind. 
As  for  the  gentlemen,  they  were  dressed  'anyhow:'  in  frocks  and 
in  cut-away  coats,  in  waistcoats  much  too  long,  and  in  trousers 
much  too  shoit.  They  wore  low-crowned  straw  hats,  'Jim  Crows,' 
wideawakes,  '  billycocks,'  anything  you  please.  Gloves  were  con- 
spicuous by  their  absence.  Red  and  blue  cotton  pocket-handker- 
chiefs, white-spotted,  were  freely  sported,  and  shoes  were  worn 
low,  thick- soled,  with  strings.  These  formed  certainly  sixty 
per  cent,  of  the  native  costumes.  I  was  moreover  privileged  to 
gaze  upon  a  numerous  contingent  of  my  own  beloved  fellow- 
countrymen,  who,  with  the  manly  independence  and  eans-gtne 
which  BO  charmingly  distinguish  them  when  travelling  abroad) 
did  honour  to  M.  Halanzier's  management,  M.  Oamier's  building, 
and  M.  Baudry'a  paintings  by  appearing  in  '  tourists'  suits '  of 
lightly-hued  blanketing, — '  in  this  style  fifty-two  shillings  and  six- 
pence.' The  wideawake  was  the  prevaihng  head-gear  of  these  bold 
Britons ;  and  in  several  cases  artistic  finish  was  given  to  the  general 
make-up  by  the  assumption  of  the  celebrated  courier's  bag  slung  by 
a  strap  over  the  right  shoulder.  "Wliat  is  that  bag  supposed  to  con- 
tain ?  A '  Paris  Guide,'  n  briarwood  pipe,  a  pocket-pistol  containing 
Bomeofthecelehrated'cocked-hat' whisky,  and  a  box  of  blue  pills. : 
Pray  do  not  entertain  the  notion  that  the  audience  at  the 
Opera  was  miscellaneous  and  ill-dressed  because  France  is  daily 
becoming — to  all  seeming — more  and  more  soundly  Republican, 
because  Democracy  is  in  the  ascendant,  or  because  the  admissioa , 
to  the  Op^ra  is  cheap.  On  the  contraiy,  tlie  last  is  very  costly, 
and  unless  you  feel  incUned  to  get  up  at  seven  in  the  morning ' 
and  form  part  of  the  qticuc  on  tJie  Place  de  I'Op^ra,  on  the  chance 
of  securing  a  place  at  the  bureau  de  location,  you  will  not  obtain 
in  any  part  of  M.  Halanzier's  house  for  less  than  five-and- 

'rancs.  In  many  cases  the  viarckands  de  bttleU  will 
n  pay  a  gi-eat  deal  more.  It  is  aU  the  fault  of  tha 
m.     The  fashionable  world  of  Paris  is  still  away  at  the 

,-places,  or  that  portion  of  it  which  has  returned  to  tha 
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ipital  is  Bittiug  in  its  lordly  mansions,  bolding,  as  it  does,  the 
*iibitioD  and  all  its  works  in  lofty  imti-Republican  disdain. 
3  Pajisiau  tiadespeoitle  are  too  busily  employed  in  making 

wney,  and  are  too  consistently  frugal  to  waste  that  money  in 

paying  extravagant  prices  for  opei'a-tickets  ;  and  the  mob  in  the 
foyer  IS  mainly  made  up  of  foreigners  and  of  provincials,  who  have 
never  seen  the  '  Grrrrand  Opeia '  before,  aiid  will  probably  never 
see  it  again.  They 
have  determined  to 
'see  the  elephant,' 
and  do  not  mindj 
for  once  in  a  way, 
liow  much  the  sight 
of  the  prodigious 
quadruped  costs 
them.  ' I  know 
that  I'm  charging 
you  too  much,' 
once  remarked  to 
me  a  highly  intelli* 
gent  courier,  whom 
I  bad  engaged  to 
traverse  the  Rus- 
sian Empire  from 
St.  Petersburg  to 
Odessa;  'but what 
does  it  matter  7 
)fov!]i  nevfr  come 
^^ock  again.'  That 
^fc  where  it  is.  Tlie 
^^bceipts  at  the  Aca* 
^Q&uie     Nationale 

de  Musiqae  aver-         khtranck  to  thx  amthiihutre  a 
age  just  now  eight  -       .i,        ■         a.    i. 

hundred  pounds  a  night;  but  every  evening  there  is  a  freah 
lUdience  of  foreigners .  and  provincials.  They  will,  in  tbe 
yority  of  cnsee,  never  come  back  again.  'J'hat  la  why  M. 
danzier'a  repertoire  consists  of  Faust,  Hamlet.  Lc  PropkHi'.  and 
I  Juiue,  varied  by  La  Juive,  Le  Propkite,  Hamlet,  and  I'aMt. 
..hen  the  people  who  are  in  the  habit  of  coming  back  again  "do 
arrive,  tbe  prudent  Director  will  give  them  sometliing  new  by  M. 
Gounod  or  M.  Ambroise  Thomas.  On  the  evenmg  on  which  1 
gited  the  Opera,  the  part  of  Faust  was  sustamed  by  a  genUem^i 
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whose  Berrices  in  London  would  certainly  have  been  deemed  over- 
paitl  at  six  pounds  a  week.  The  lady  who  played  Marguerite  was 
'  nn  artiite,  tiiid  was  poaeibly  a  laureate  of  the  Conservatoire  ;  but 
her  age  was  mutui-e, 
and  h  er  name  wh  oUy 
unknown  to  Euro- 
pean fame.  Tenor 
and  soprano  were 
quite  good  enough 
for  an  audience  of 
wliicli  the  bulk 
would  '  never  come 
back  again.' 

I  had  been  pro- 
mised that  the  box 
i\as  to  be  the  cool- 
est in  the  house. 
It  was.  Through 
corridor  after  cor- 
ridor, and  up  stair- 
case after  staircase, 
was  I  conducted, 
until  I  began  to 
imagine  that  our 
loge  must  be  on  a 
level  with  the  top- 
most tier.  Error. 
We  had  not  yet  at- 
tained the  level  of 
the  stage-  Suddenly 
we  were  confronted  bya  portly  and  venerable  dame  in  printed  calico, 

s  kind  of  superior  ouvreme.     'Madame  d'E 'sbox?'     '  Par- 

.  faitement.    La  loge  de  Madame  d'E est  sur  la  scene.'    Upon 

'  my  word,  the  box  in  which  I  was  to  have  a  seat  was  behind  the 
curtain,  A  door  was  passed,  and  I  stood  cautiously  on  one  side 
to  avoid  being  crushed  by  the  Town-hall  of  Leipsic  on  ptiinted 
canvas  and  a  wooden  fi-nme,  which  was  bearing  rapidly  down  on 
ui«,  steered  by  three  burly  men  with  beards  and  short  blouses. 
Qare !  I  bad  a  narrow  escape  of  being  overwhelmed  by  the 
Cucades  of  Terni.  Trying  to  avoid  contact  with  one  of  the  walls 
of  Elsinore,  I  stumbled  over  the  steps  of  the  throne  of  an  Indian 
pmperor;  and  bringing  myself  up  suddenly,  I  have  the  mis- 
ciaxc        "    'id  on  the  toes  of  « imn^tr  with  a  brass  telmet  and 
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a  red  aesfa.     I  beg  the  fireman's  pardon ;  whereupon  he  replies, 

civilly  enongh,  '  II  n'y  a  pas  de  quo! ; '  and  propels  me  amicably 

agaiuBt  three  young  ladies  in  silk  tights  and  satin  shoes,  and 

floral  wreaths,  and 

— well,    I    cannot 

recall  to  mind  that 

they  had  much  else 

on,  who  all  salute 

me   with  a   saucy 

but  friendly  giin. 

'  Take  care !  there 

yawns     an     open 

trap.     Take  heed 

of  the  "floats  "and 

grooves.        Don't 

ran     your     head 

agaiust    that    ga; 

batten.*    Thus  my 

friend  who  is  con- 

ductingme  through 

the  labyrinth. 

Well,  I  have 
picked  my  way  be- 
hind the  scenes  of 
a  good  many  the- 
atres  in  my  time, 
even  behind  those  of  the  Paiis  Grand  Op^ra — not  here,  but 
in  the  old  bouse  in  the  Biie  Lepelleticr.  The  year  was  1855 ; 
the  occasion,  the  state  visit  to  the  Opera  of  Queen  Victoria, 
the  Prince  Consort,  and  the  Emperor  Napoleon  III.  By 
great  good  fortune  I  gained  admission  to  the  coulUaes  on  that 
memorable  night,  and  I  remember  the  fun  which  the  juvenile 
members  of  the  corps  de  ballet  made  between  the  acts  of  the  two 
towering  Cent  Guards  who,  motionless  as  statues,  stood  sentry 
on  either  side  of  the  proscenium.  So  boo|i  as  the  curtain  was 
down,  an  impudent  little  minx  of  a  Tat  d'opera  ran  across  to  one 
of  these  mailed  giants  ;  examined  hiiu  from  crested  helm  to 
spurred  jack-boot ;  tapped  with  one  little  rosy  finger-nail  the 
steel  of  his  cuirass,  and  cried  to  one  of  her  companions  in  the 
cantonade,  '  Tiens !  c'est  vivant ! '  It's  alive !  A  corrupt  epoch. 
'  Et  ponrtant,'  philosophically  remarked  General  Fleury  in  St. 
Petersburg,  in  September  1870,  when  he  learned  that  the  corrupt 
epoch  bod  collupeed,  '  il  est  certain  que  pendant  dix-huit  aa&  u.<^^l& 
nous  sommea  dlablement  amuses.' 
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The  coolest  box  in  the  house  was,  in  truth,  delightfully  airy 
and  spaeious,  contaimog  as  it  did  fanteuiU  For  ten  persons.  It 
was  richly  furnished  with  mirrors  and  velvet  hangings ;  but  ita 
chief  peculiarity  and  its  chief  charm  were  in  the  circumstance  Uiat 
it  was  die  pit  or  ground-tier  box  of  one  of  eight,  four  of  which  are 
on  either  side  of  tlje  proscenium,  and  are  literally  apertures  in 
the  structure  thereof,  forming  an  inner  frame  to  tlie  curtain. 
These  exceptional  logcs  are  painted  a  deep  pliun  crimson  to  dis- 
tinguish them  from  the 
richly  carved  and  gilt  fronts 
of  the  private  boxes  in  the 
body  of  the  house.  When 
the  cm-tttin  is  down  they 
ai'e  wholly  invisible  to  the 
audience;  and  the  occupants 
of  the  dark  crimson  niches 
enjoy  the  much  -  coveted 
privilege  of  lounging  behind 
the  scenes,  and  even  of 
penetrating  into  that  Bower 
of  Choregraphic  Bliss,  the^ 
Foyer  de  la  Danse,  so 
graphically  described  in 
those  edifj-ing  novels  of  the 
Imperial  epoch,  Vn  Debut 
a  VOpitra  nad  Monsuur  tie- 
St.  Berlrand.  What  the 
technical  designation  uf  these  boxes  behind  the  curtain  may 
be,  I  do  not  know.  I  have  an  idea  that  many  years  ago  a 
noted  operatic  prima  donna,  Madame  Dolores  Nau,  told  me  that 
they  were  called  lea  loijea  dr.  VAdminiBtraHon  ,•  that  one  was 
occupied  by  the  manager,  another  by  the  Minister  of  Fine  Arts, 
another  by  the  Prefect  of  I'olice,  and  so  forth ;  and  that  in 
the  old  days,  under  the  llestoration,  one  uf  the  crimson  boxes 
was  always  set  apart  for  the  use  of  the  gcnlilltoinmca  de  la 
ckambre,  dairged  with  the  control  of  the  Royal  theatres,  and 
one  of  the  last  of  whom,  M.  Sosthene  de  la  Rochefoucauld,  found 
the  ballet-dancers'  skirts  all  too  short.  I  do  not  know  what  M. 
Sosthene  de  la  Rouchefoucauld  would  think  of  the  sku'ts  of  the 
prese 

1  Faust,  and  endured  the  March,  the  Waltz,  and 
Id  Men  as  patiently  as  I  might.  The  only  di-aw- 
lUtage  of  being  actually  on  the  stage  was  the  well. 


•  (listi»trinslie<l  hostess  at  the  disposal  of  her  guests.     The 
histopheles  was  exceptionnlly  an  excellent  nrlist  and  singer, 
a  Brat-rnte  voice ;  nud  Valentine,  the  soldier,  was  likewise  in 
y  way  satisfnctorj-.   The  clioiiis- singer s — Uie  ladies  '  running 
tout  wid  with  looks  of  inimaeulate  virtue,  as  it  is  the  chai'ac- 
rjf  lady  chorus -bid  gers  to  look  the  whole  world  over- 
ndmimble  time  and  tunc ;  and,  as  for  the  orchestra,  a 
ay  of  that  multitude  of  musicians  is  that  they  sMSa 
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to  play  as  with  one  fiddle,  one  violoncello,  and  one  trombone.  It 
was  the  perfection  of  musical  mechanism.  The  front  of  the 
house,  seen  from  our  darkened  nook,  was  astonishingly  brilhant. 


the  gay  toilettes  of  the  Indies  in  tlie  arni)t-schies  looking  like  one 
immense  bank  of  rare  (lowers  blooming  above  the  ebony  pedestnl 
of  the  pit,  wliicb,  pontrasted  ngainst  the  glare  of  the  footlights, 
was  simply  one  dark  mass  of  human  heads.  Above,  the  several 
tiers  of  boxes  were  so  radiant  witli  brand-new  gilding  and  so 
hespangled  with  lustres  tbat,  ns  a  short-sighted  spectator,  I  could 
only  liken  the  vista  to  that  of  a  huge  screen  of  cloth  of  gold 
powdered  witli  diamonds. 

But  it  was  when  the  curtain  had  descended,  and  wc  were  shut 
out  from  tliis  glittering  expanse,  that  I  coidd  most  intensely  enjoy 
myself;  first,  by  watching  from  the  box  the  ordering  of  the  stage 
•*:& ;  and  next,  by  diving  In  and  out  of  the 
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totilitiei,  and  peering  into  all  kinds  of  curioas  corners.  The 
iauch-talked-of  Foyer  de  la  Danae  did  not  interest  me  much.  It 
is  a  Bumptuous  apartment,  overpowered  by  painting,  carving,  and 
gilding,  bat  inteneely  garish  and  meretricious.  About  a  score  of 
remarkably  plain-looking  corypMet,  in  attitudes  the  reverse  of 
restrained,  were  sprawling  about  the  divans ;  and  half  a  score  of 
young  gommeiix,  or  dandies,  and  corpulent  old  men  of  wicked 
mien,  in  high  white  cravats,  were  chattering  to  or  glozing  over 
the  dajuevses.  A  throng  of  comparses,  rati  a'oplra,  and  '  extras,' 
as  we  term  them,  were  clustered  like  bo  many  painted  peris  outside 
the  portals'of  the  Paradisiacal /oi/er,  into  which,  I  presume,  they  are 
not  privileged  to  enter  unless  their  salary  exceeds  a  certain  num* 
ber  of  francs  a  month.  The  shofes  of  many  of  these  poor  girls  left 
mach  to  be  desired.  The  heel  of  one  satin  slipper  had  been  darned, 
I  am  certain,  at  least  seven  times,  and  the  hose  of  many  of  the  poor 
tilings  were  full  of  '  Jacob's  ladders.'  Not  to  be  too  particular, 
the  majority  of  the  '  extras '  looked  as  though  they  were  half- 
starred.  Bed  egg,  fromage  de  Brie,  threehalfpenny-worth  of  fried 
potatoes,  and  a  bit  of  garlic  sausage  now  and  then — anch,  I  appre- 
hend, would  be  the  ordinary  menu  of  an  operatic  '  extra ; '  meagre, 
sickly,  ill-favoured,  often  old,  but  dancing  and  posing  with  won- 
derfUly  mechanical  skill  and  aplomb.  Thus  it  is  not  all  gold 
that  glitters,  even  in  M.  Gamier's  auriferous  playhoiue. 
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The  elements  of  Glory  comprised  in  the  festivities  of  tlic  Bal 
Mabille  do  not  perhaps  amount  to  much ;  still,  such  as  they  ore, 
it  may  not  be  out  of  place  to  enumerate  tliem  here  for  the  benefit 
of  the  pont-jiali.  For  this  is  an  age  of  Change.  Time,  the  great 
auctioneer,  is  indefatigably  busy  in  his  rostrum ;  and,  well  nigh 
without  surcease,  his  ivory  hammer,  sjTumetrically  timied  fi'om  a 
dead  man's  bone,  comes  in  sharp  contact  with  tlie  ledge  of  lii8 
pulpit,  as  he  cries,  '  Going,  going,  gone  !  '  I  have  seen  the  dissi- 
pation of  my  time,  and  its  most  t^'pical  emblems  seem  to  me 
mainly  to  have  disappeared  without  the  world  in  general  being  one 
whit  the  less  wicked.  The  phenomena  of  mutability  impress  me 
very  forcibly  in  this  city  just  now.  Poiis,  assuredly,  is  regene- 
rated ;  yet  I  fail  to  see  that  llie  New  Birth  is,  ethically  considered, 
in  any  way  superior  to  the  old  one.  All  the  booths  in  Vanity  Fair 
— sadly  knocked  about  by  vicissitudes  of  siege  and  civil  war — have 
been  re-plastered  and  re-paiuted,  gilt,  swept,  and  garnished ;  bat 
'1  be  rash  hastily  to  assume  that  the  spirits  that  inhabit  the 
t  edifice  are  in  any  way  cleanlier  than  those  which  abode  in 
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When  I  was  young  we  used  to  sing  a  schoolboy  jingle  toncbing 
on  the  deliglits  in  which  we  hoped  to  participate  when  we  were 
free  from  the  loathed  control  of  repetiteurs  and  the  abhorred  super- 
Tision  of  pions — the  Knglish  public  school  knows  nothing  happily 
of  the  pion;  tlio  usher  who  teaches  nothing,  but  who  officiates 
merely  as  a  bully,  a  spy,  and  a  delator  oyer  tbe  boys  in  the  play- 
ground and  the  promenade — and  when  we  should  emerge,  laden 
with  prize  books  and  laarel  crowns,  from  the  classes  of  Blietorio 
and  Philosophy,  to  commence  oar  studies  for  the  baccalavrvat,  to 
take  a  '  logement  independant '  in  the  Rue  de  I'^cole  de  Medecii 
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01*  to  go  to  the  doga,  as  our  parents,  our  temperaments,  or  tlid 
Fates  ordained.     Thus  ran  the  doggrel : 

'  MesaieuTR  Ics  ftiidiiLnts 

S'en  vout  &  k  Cbuiiniiiu^ 
Fonr  (knBet  le  Canctin 
Et  to  Hobert  Mticoire.* 

"We  yearned    for   the 
Chaumifere     as      Mr. 
Tennyson's  consump- 
tive   patient    yearned 
for    '  the    palms    and 
temples  of  tlie  South.' 
We  had  not  the  slight- 
est idea  of  what  might 
be    the    choregraphio 
character  of  Uie  '  " 
can '  or  the  '  Robert  Macaire ; '  hut  we  were  filled  with  a  hazy 
notion  tliat  these  jigs  must  be  of  a  wildly  Eleusininn  character, 
and  that  the  Chauuiiere  must  be  a  place  of  delirious  revelry. 
I  have  been  given  to  understand  tliat  the  most  foutUy  cherished 
daydream  of  tliose  of  the  young  gentlemen  of  our  Univeraitiea 
who  do  not  devote  themselves 
to  the  study  of  Greek  accents  J 
or    I'atristic   Theology   is   tol 
enjoy   the   privilege  of  goingl 
lieliiud    the     scenes     at     the! 
Albambra;  and  I  do  not  re-1 
member  a  more  passionately  \ 
nm'tured  aspiration  among  my  j 
French     school-fellows     than  ' 
that  of  being  free  to  strew  an 
glass    into    the    angles    of 
their    optic    muscles   williout 
the  risk  of  beiug  denounced  to 
the  authorities  by  a  pion,  andJ 
of  being  entitled  to  visit  the^ 
Chftumiere  without  let  or  hin-j 
drance.     The    Chaumiere, 
take  it,   has  been  abolished  many  years    since.      Tlierc   is   nol 
such  a  dance  as  the  Robert  Macaire — although  the  robberj 
iberge  des  Adrets'  and  liis  craven  accomplice  BertraudJ 
,  thanks  to  the  dramatic  genius  of  Frederic  Lemaitre  audi— 
jtic  perception  of  the  caricatuiist  Daumier,  breathing  undl 
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liying  personages  in  French  literature ;  and  the  *  Cancan '  as  a 

characteristic  pas,  more  or  less  of  the  '  Dusty  Boh  and  Black 

Sal  *  order,  flourishes  to  quite  as  great  an  extent  on  the  English 

as  on  the  French  side 

of  the  Channel.  What 

has   become    of    the 

Closerie    des    Lilas, 

of  the    Chateau   des 

Fleurs,  the  Prado,  the 

Salle  Valentino,  and 

other  cognate  haunts 

of   terpsichorean   re-  ^ 

velry,  I  shall  perhaps  ^^  «  grand  acart,'  at  the  closkrie  des  lilas. 
make  it  my  business 
on  a  subsequent  occasion  to  inquire.  I  heard,  however,  recently 
that  the  Jardin  Mabille  was  doing  a  tremendous  business,  and 
that  the  Cancan  was  flourishing  every  night  in  its  rankest  exube- 
rance in  the  Armida's  Garden  of  the  Champs  £lysees.  Armida's 
Garden  ?  No !  I  beg  pardon  of  the  Italian  poet's  gi-aceful  shade. 
Say,  rather,  Proserpine's  Garden,  where  nothing  healthful  grew ; 
but  only  foul  weeds,  scentless  flowers  of  gaudy  hue,  and  poisonous 
plants.  At  all  events  we  made  up  a  party  to  visit  Mabille.  I 
pat  on  a  pair  of  square-toed  shoes,  and  the  most  moral-looking 
hat  I  could  find,  so  as  to  warn  o£f  any  Fifines  or  Cascadettes 
who  might  seek  to  tempt  me  to  join  in  the  mazy  dance — did 
not  the  Heathen  Man  of  old  stop  his  ears  against  the  Wantons 
of  the  Sea? — and  the  lady  of  our  party  donned  no  less  than 
three  veils,  one  over  the  other :  the  uppermost  a  stout  awning  of 
blue  silk,  the  effiect  of  which  was  certainly  to  prevent  any  one  at 
Mabille  from  seeing  her  countenance  ;  while,  on  the  other  hand, 
the  three  veils  so  eflectually  excluded  the  external  atmosphere 
as  to  impel  her  eventually  to  raise  the  triple  barrier,  gasping 
in  the  throes  of  semi-suffocation,  and  impetuously  to  demand 
iced  lemonade  or  death.  They  charge  you  one  franc  twenty-five 
centimes — say  a  shilling — for  a  glass  of  lemonade  at  Mabille. 
The  beverage,  in  London,  would  certainly  be  thought  dear  at 
sixpence. 

The  Thursday  on  which  I  visited  Mabille  was  the  Festival  of 
the«Assamption,  a  holiday  which,  next  to  the  Toussaint,  is,  I  will 
not  say  the  most  strictly,  but,  at  all  events,  the  most  generally 
observed,  of  the  few  jours  feriiB  which  have  survived  the  scepticism 
of  rei>eated  Eevolution.  The  male  portion  of  the  French  people 
havei  as  a  rule,  broken  with  Catholicism ;  but  they  have  not  wh 
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lost  their  aympatLy  with  the  picturesque ;  and  one  of  the  prettiest 
of  the  customs  connected  with  the  Festival  of  the  Assumption 
remains  iu  the  practice  of  a  uuiversal  exchange  of  flowers.  Enor* 
mous  bouquets  of  the  costliest  ti-easures  of  the  gardea  are  given 
and  received  by  the  wealthiest;  while  the  poorest  workwoman 
receives  a  little  nosegay  from  the  Gugusse  or  Dodolphe  whom  she 
favours,  and  in  return  pins  a  rose  or  geranium  in  his  buttonhole. 
This  love  for  flowei-s,  combined  with  an  unfailing  tenderness  for  th* 
Bmaller  animals — hoi-ses  they  ill-treat  abominably — ai-e  the  pleasaut- 
cst  characteristics  observable  among  the  modei-n  French.  Other- 
wise tliey  seem  to  be  growing  a  very  matter-of-fact  people.  Their 
dreams  of  military  glory  have  indeed  received  so  comi»lete  and  so 
crushing  an  awakening  into  humihation  at  the  hands  of  the  Ger- 
mans— they  have  been  so  unceremoniously  made  aware  that  there 
is  a  nation  more  mihtant  and  more  powei'fnl  in  European  councils 
than  tbey  are — that  they  seem  to  have  resolved  to  live,  in  the  future, 
substantially  for  themselves,  and  to  devote  then-  entire  energies  to 
the  acquisition  of  francs  and  centimes.  M.Gambettaputthe  mat- 
ter-of-fact and  selfish  view  of  tbe  matter  very  aptly  the  other  day 
when  he  told  the  commercial  travellers  that  France  wanted  ana 
was  determmed  to  maintain  Republican  mstitutions  for  herself; 
but  that  she  had  no  ambition  to  proselytise,  and  did  not  care  one 
doit  what  form  of  government  other  countnes  choose  to  adopt. 
Repubhcanism  to  France  means  material  prosjjcrity;  it  means 
Vargent  comptant.  The  aspiration  of  the  Jack  Tar  in  the  story 
was  to  have  '  all  the  baccy  in  tlie  world,'  and  then — '  more  baccy.' 
The  ambition  of  the  existing  French  bourgeoisie  does  not  appear 
to  go  beyond  the  possession  of  the  most  attractive  shops  in  the 
world,  and  then  another  shop — the  Exposition  Universelle. 

The  shopkeeping  spirit  did  not  fail  to  make  itself  evident  even  8» 
early  as  the  Eve  of  the  Assumption,  when  the  price  of  bouquets  at 
Uie  florists'  on  the  boulevaids  rose  full  twenty  per  cent,  and  the 
smallest  pots  of  flowers  commanded  famine  prices  in  the  MarchS 
de  la  Madeleine.     I  do  not  unreservedly  censure  this  incessant, 
carking,  toilsome  determination  to  make  hay  while  the  sun  shines; 
but  what  should  we  say  iu  England  to  oui-  baker  if  he  chaiged  ub 
sixpence  for  a  penny  bnn  on  Good  Friday ;  or  to  our  dairjmian  if  h*i, 
insistedonhavintininepcnceaquartforthebestmilk  on  Shrave  Tues- 
day and  Ash  Wednesday  ?     If  Taris  were  a  HUiall  town,  imperteptlfi 
supplied  wth  Uie  necessaries  of  life,  it  would  lie  easy  to  uuder- 
'  how  an  unusual  influx  of  sU'angers,  and  the  presence  of  so' 
al  an  attraction  as  an  Exhibition,  might  lead  temporarily 
r  coasiderable  aggravation  of  prices.     One  docs  not  ob" 


Doncastcr  diuiiig  the  race-week.     One  knows  that  the  acconiinoila- 
tiou  ia  limited,  that  the  dwration  of  regatta*  and  race-meetiogs  is 
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sliort,  and  that  the  unprofitable  dulness  of  country  life  is  long ; 
tlint,  iu  a  word,  the  occasion  is  Htieting,  and  that,  the  natives  are 
entitled  to  miilte  the  most  of  their  opportunity ;  but  I  fail  to  per- 
ceive the  force  of  a  similar  excuse  for  shameless  extortion  iu  an 
enormous  metropolis  where  all  tiie  necessaries  of  life  are  at  Urst 
hand  ns  cheap  as,  and  many  of  them  ai-e  a  great  deal  cheaper  than, 
ordinarily  they  are.  On  this  instant  day  in  August  I  can  Imy  at 
the  shop  of  a.fruili':re,  in  a  hack  street,  a  big,  juicy,  well-flavoured 
peach  for  a  peuuy;  but  in  a  second-class  restaurant  I  should  be 
charged  a  filing  for  that  self-same  peach,  and  at  the  Maison 
LucuUus  or  the  Cafe  Sardauapale,  were  I  to  nslc  in  French,  with 
iin  English  accent,  for  some  dessert,  the  peach,  with  perhaps  a 
couple  of  apricots  and  a  dozen  of  soiir  little  grapes  superadded, 
would  be  charged  five  francs  in  the  bill.  The  principle  on  which 
the  Parisian  tradespeople  seem  to  be  acting  is  this :  '  We  are  doing  . 
better  business,  and  we  are  getting  more  customers  for  our  wares, 
than  we  have  done  for  yeoi-s;  therefore  let  us  overchai^e  our  cus- 
tomei-s,  and  let  large  profits  and  quick  returns  be  our  motto.' 

This  may  be  very  remunerative  while  the  occasion  lasts ;  but 
I  cannot  help  fnncjing  that  it  is  very  bad  political  economy. 
More  than  one  of  the  gi-eat  boulevard  hotels  have  done  themselves 
irreparable  harm  by  demanding  rirtuaJly  prohibitory  prices  for 
rooms  from  old  customers.  The  old  customers  have  found  cheaper 
lodgings  elsewhere ;  and  when  the  Exhibition  is  at  an  end,  and 
Paris  reverts  to  its  normal  condition  of  &  struggling  Republican 
city,  with  a  native  population  of  the  most  frugal  and  economical 
habits,  the  old  customers  will  not  return  to  the  grand  boulevard 
hotels  from  which  they  have  been  contumeliously  repulsed.  Every 
morning,  and  evening  too,  I  fancy  that  there  leave  Paris  per 
Calais  and  Boulogne,  or  by  the  Havre  and  Dieppe  route,  scores  of 
English  families  who  have  been  so  closely  skinned,  so  carefully 
shorn  by  the  Paris  hotel-landlords,  restaurateurs,  and  shopkeepers 
that  their  sensations,  could  they  be  made  comprehensively  articu- 
late, might  be  summed  up  in  a  paraphrase  of  &Ir.  Bumand's 
memorable  exclamation  when  he  had  concluded  his  examination  of 
the  more  recondite  pictures  at  the  Grosvenor  Gallery:  'Joy,  joy! 
Our  task  is  over;  and  never  again  with  yati,  Robin!  '  To  wave 
one's  hand  in  token  of  farewell  is  one  thing ;  to  shake  one's  fist  ia  ^ 
another ;  and  I  am  afraid  that  there  has  been  a  good  deal  of  fist- 
shaking  lately  among  MM.  le»  Anglais  ere  the  last  note  was  1 
satisfied  and  the  ultimate  addition  settled. 

These  observations  will   apply  with   redoubled  force   to   the  ] 
WUe.    Upon  my  word,  I  never  knew  such  a  den  of  ira- 
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padent  extortion  in  my  life,  and  that  life  has  not  been  short  nor 
devoid  of  experience.  In  the  palmiest  days  of  old  Vauxhall  the 
maximum  price  of  admission  was  five  shillings.  In  the  Exhibi- 
tion year,  1851,  the  aitree  to  the  dear  old  pleasaunce — why  did 
they  disestablish  it,  and  cover  its  site  with  ugly  houses  ? — was 
half-a-crown.  But  what  a  mass  of  varied  entertainment  was  pre- 
sented to  you  for  that  sum !  A  really  excellent  vocal  and  instru- 
mental concert — I  will  say  nothing  of  the  comic  songs  and  the 
conundrums  of  the  lamented  Mr.  Sharpe  and  the  regretted  Mr. 
Sam  Cowell — a  splendid  panorama  painted  by  Danson  or  by 
Telbin,  a  first-rate  ballet,  acrobatic  performances,  a  capital  circus. 
Mademoiselle  FoUejambe  on  the  slack  rope,  Bounding  Brothers, 
India-rubber  Youths,  the  *  drawing-room  entertainment '  of  Pro- 
fessor Kickhiskids,  frequent  baUoon  ascents  from  the  Waterloo 
Ground,  *  fifty  thousand  additional  lamps,'  a  grand  display  of  fire- 
works, and  the  unapproachable  and  imsurpassable  Hermit.  All 
these  and  many  more  delights — now,  alas,  for  ever  fled ! — ^you 
enjoyed  for  your  two-and-sixpence.  The  plaster  statues  in  the 
Italian  walk  alone  were  worth  the  money.  The  illuminated  trans- 
parency representing  the  late  Mr.  Simpson,  M.G.,  with  his  peren- 
nial bow,  his  cocked  hat,  his  opera  tights  and  pumps,  would  have 
been  cheap  at  a  crown.  The  tariff  of  refreshments  was,  I  will 
admit,  stiff;  yet  it  must  be  remembered  that  in  the  crypt  behind 
the  orchestra  you  cotdd  obtain  a  brown  mug  full  of  excellent  stout 
for  sixpence ;  that  a  dish  of  cold  meat  oidy  cost  a  shilling ;  and 
that  the  shilling  glass  of  brandy-and-water  contained  at  least  half  a 
quartern  of  fortifying  spirit.  This  tariff,  be  it  borne  in  mind,  pre- 
vailed in  the  Great  Exhibition  year  1851. 

Now  let  us  turn  to  the  Champs  £lysees.  They  have  the  im- 
pudence to  charge  you  five  francs  for  the  privilege  of  passing  the 
turnstiles  of  the  Jardin  Mabille;  and  what  do  you  get  in  exchange 
for  your  cent  sous  ?  Absolutely  nothing  save  the  license  to  walk 
round  and  round  a  pebbled  expanse  surrounding  a  dancing  plat- 
form, certainly  not  so  elegant  as  that  of  the  defunct  Gremorne. 
Or  you  may  vary  your  promenade  by  strolling  through  two  or 
three  formid  alleys,  or  peeping  into  a  big  ballroom  used  for 
dancing  purposes  in  wet  weadier ;  or,  being  fatigued,  you  may  sit 
down  at  one  of  the  little  conventional  caf^  tables,  on  one  of  the 
conventional  iron  chairs,  and  there  you  will  be  at  once  pounced 
upon,  first  by  an  unwholesome-lookmg  waiter  with  a  pallid  face 
and  scrubby  black  whiskers,  as  unlike  one  of  the  sleek  and  civil 
gMTfons  of  Uie  Boulevards  as  a  captain  of  a  penny  steamer  is  unlike 
H  oaptain  in  the  Boyal  Navy — a  waiter  who  brings  you  chicory- 
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loaded  coflee,  fiery  brandy,  oaii-de-Seltz  impregnated  with  par- 
ticles of  lead  fiom  its  syphon  tap,  or  beer  which  seems  to  have 
been  brewed  from  Spanish  liquonce,  quassia,  and  wormwood, 
instead  of  malt  and  hops.  These  refreshments  are  dispensed  at 
rates  which  would  be  thought  inordinate  at  Bignon'a  or  at  the 
Cafe  Anghkis ;  and  the  wniter  s  ideas  as  to  the  poitrboires  which 
he  shoald  receive  are  of  the  most  grandiose  order, 

You  grow  tired  of  sitting  at  the  table,  and  of  being  re-pounced 
upon  by  the  rapacious  waiter  so  soon  as  he  perceives  your  glass 
is  empty.  A  distant  crackling  sound  mvites  you  to  a  rifle-range  ; 
but  you  soon  weary  of  watching  people  firing  at  and  continually 
missing  a  running  deer  of  painted  tin.  Happy  for  you  it  you 
make  one  of  a  party.  Under  these  circumstances  you  can  laugh 
and  talk,  and  wonder  that  people  can  be  found  night  after  night 
silly  enough  to  pay  four  shillings  for  the  privilege  of  inspecting  this 
barren  sham  ;  but  should  you  be  alone  your  life  will  be  made  bur- 
''"nsome  to  3'ou  by  the  incessant  importunities  of  the  ten  thon- 
Daugbters  of  the  Horseleech — all,  so  fer  as  their  plastered 
JO,  so  many  whited  sepulchres.     Poor  creatures  !     They  do 
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not  even  go  so  fkr  as  to  raddle  themselves.  Bonge  is  apparently 
too  dear;  bat  they  lay  on  the  white  lead,  the  arsenic,  the  pulver- 
ised chalk — whatever  the  stuff  may  be — a  quarter  of  an  inch  thick ; 
and  then  with  voices  hoarse  as  those  of  night  cabmen  with  expo- 
sure to  the  night  air  and  continaous  '  consommations,'  they  pester 
you  to  treat  them.  I  shrink  irom  believing  that  they  drink  a 
tithe  of  the  beverages  with  which  they  are  continually  regaled  by 
fresh  relays  of  'pignoofs' — the  Parisian  'pignouf'  is  the  London 


"Arry'— bnt  surmise  that  they  receive  a  commission  from  the 
Administration  on  the  refreshments  which  they  are  the  cause  of 
ordering.  ,  i  in       i 

It  is  quite  idle  to  ignore  the  existence  of  the  French  Daughter 
of  the  Horseleech,  or  whatever  her  newest-fangled  name  may  be  ; 
since  her  toilette,  her  antics,  tind  her  perpetual  endeavours  to 
extort  money  from  strangers— preferentially  from  foreigners- 
furnish  three-fourths  of  the  graphic  and  literary  contents  of  such 
periodicals  as  the  Journal  Amitsant,  the  Petit  Journal  pour  Rire, 
and  the  Vie  Parisimne,  and  supply  a  never-fmling  stock  of  higlily- 
spiced  but  fatiguingly  reiterated  anecdotes  to  the  Figaro,  the 
OauJoiB,  the  Voltaire,  and  the  Parit-Joumdl.  Those  admired 
artdats,  MM.  Gr^vin,  Stop,  and  Jules  Pelcoq,  are  never  tired  of 
depictiig  the  fait*  et  geatet  of  the  'Fille  da  Plfttre."  Theii 
witticisma  all  turn  on  the  same  pivot :  the  poor  thing's  chroni' 
want  of  money.    TreSt  her  to  a  cerise  d  Veau  de  vie,  snd  a) 


he  owes  to  her  milkwomAti. 
Cyprus  wine  grog — aud  she 


begins  to  talk  of  the  sum  which  s 

Offer  her  a  'grogau  vin  de  Chypre"-     ^,___ ^.^^ 

becomes  deeply  confidential  as  to  the  tliree  '  termes"  in  which  she 

is   in   debt  to   her 

'  propria taire."    Go 
to  Mabille  and  you 
will  see  the  impe- 
cunious   being    in 
the  flesh,  but  ordi- 
narily vtiniis  those 
charms  which  the  _ 
imaginative     artis^ 
has  lent   her,  anm 
plus   tiiat  horriU;n 
asthmatic  or  bron-^ 
c  hi  tic   voice, 
is  Marguerite  GaaJ 
thierifyouwill—  '"_ 
Al  ex  nndre  D  u  m  n  s'fll 
Marguerite,   whoi 
he  60  coolly  plagift^ 
rised  from  Honoi-fi 
de  Balzac's  Coralie ; 
but   what    a    lack- 
lustre   Dame    aux 
Campos !       What  J 
a  woebegone   Tra-  I 
viata !    I  suppose  that  the  Princeaaes  of  the  Dubious  World  sr»  J 
away  just  at  present  at  the  watering-places — in  Switzerland,  iaJ 
Italy,  or  preparing  for  their  winter    campaign  at  Nice.     It  iai 
certain  that  they  are  patronising  neither  Mabille,  nor  the  BoisJ 
nor  any  other  place  of  fashionable  resort  in  Paris. 

The  last  time  I  was  at  the  Jardin  Mal)ille  was  eleven  j'ears  I 
ago,  in  August  1867.    The  crowd  on  that  occasion  was  as  dense  a«  J 
tlint  which  thronged  the  gardens  on  this  instant  Thursday,  bat  ' 
what  a  difference  in  ihe  appearance  of  the  company  !     The  moat 
sumptuous   costumes   that   Worth   could    fuj-nish,   the   costliest 
bonnets  that  Lucy  Hocquet  could  build — Valenciennes  lace,  poult 
de  Boie,  cashmeres  and  diamonds — the  grandest  dandies  from  the 
dubs,  millionaires  from  Brazil,  from  Mexico,  from  California; 
English  Peers  and  Members  of  Parliament,  Senators,  Deputies, 
diplom  *   nkers,  notaries,  adventiirers — all  the  Coras,  the 

""  elphines,  the  Faustines,  the  Messalines,  if  jou 


*  (by  cram). 
■  Does  she  talk  well  I' 
'  Not  at  all  bfld — about  the  rent  eho  owes  !' 
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win,  of  this  sparkling  profligate  city.  For  hundreds  of  yards  outside 
the  garden  the  roadway  was  choked  by  splendid  piivate  equipages. 
Qrooms  and  commiBsionaiies  ran  hither  and  thither;  sergenls  de 
viUe  shoated  in  strident  tones  as  M.  le  Marquis  de  Poule  Mouillee 


drove  off  in  his  tilbury  to  play  baccarat  at  the  club ;  or  as  the  sly 
little  coup^  of  his  Excellence  Eugene  Kongeondrew  up  to  convey 
his  Excellency  and  Sarah  la  Soornoise— she  who  extracted  half  a 
million  from  the  Eujaxrian  Envoy — ^to  sapper  in  a  cabinet  at 
the  Muaon  Sardanapale.    Inside  the  Jardin  Mabille  how  vaac-s 


PARIS  HERSELF  AGAIN'. 


hnndms,  how  much  smokinp  of  cigarettes,  nnd  flaehing  of  gems, 
nnd  changing  of  bright  louia  and  crisp  uotes  of  the  Bank  of  Frauce  ! 
Swish!  goes  a  botUe  of  champagne  over  Faustine's  dress  oipotdt 


ds  toif,  80  much  the  bettur  I'ur  Wuitli.  So  uiuch  the  worse  for 
the  banker's  account  of  the  Euinxriaii  Envoy,  who  ultimately 
Iniued  out  to  be  a  swindler  from  Tenedoa,  and  got  into  trouble  foi- 
cheating  at  Chemm-de-fer.     Crac  t     The  Valenciennes  lace  shai  ' 
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of  Diaae  la  Brolesse  is  torn  all  to  pieces  by  tlie  clumsy  foot  of  a 
Brazilian  diamond  farmer.    Gaily  sings  Maffio  Orsini: 
'  II  segreto  per  esaer  felic* 
So,  per  prova  1'  insegno  ngV  oiuiuc.' 

Everybody  applauds, 
eTerybody  drinks, 
everybody  is  happy, 
Maffio  Orsini  fills  up 
Jiis  cup  again,  tossing 
the  waiter  a  napoleon, 
and  continues : 
*  Scherzo  e  bcvo  e  deriitu 
gV  insani 
Che  Bi  dan  del  fttturo 

Stop !  it  is  time  to 
shut  up  the  garden 
and  bid  the  revellera 
go  home.  Else  the 
festivities  might  come 
to  an  unpleasant^ni^Ze, 
either  by  the  appear- 
ance at  the  end  of  a 
gas-lit  alley  of  Donna 
Lucrezia  Borgia  nnd 
her  cowled  monks,  or 
worse — by  that  of  the 
Fiirst  Von  Bismarck, 
smoking  a  Brobdiog- 
nagian  cigai',  and  at- 
tended by  a  guard 
of  broad-shouldered, 
straw-moustached 
men,  with  needleguns 
and  pickeliiaube  hel- 
mets. 

■Where  are  you,  the  Princesses,  now  ?  Married  and  settled  ; 
emigrated ;  in  the  hospital ;  at  St.  T^azare,  or  dead  ?  It  is  only 
the  poor  relations,  the  trade-fallen  washerwomen,  or  the  disclinrged 
chambermaids  of  Cora,  and  Faustine,  and  Theodora — of  Diane  In 
Drolesse  and  Sara  la  Soumoise,  made  up  in  pitiable  imitation  of 
their  nuBtresses,  that  I  seem  to  see  at  Mahille  this  Thursday  night. 
Many  ^  the  toilettes  ar«  elegantly  and  tastefully  cat  and  adjusted 


but  where  are  the  nuiiret,  the  giva  de  Naples,  the  poults  de  sole,  the 
velvets  and  sRtins,  the  cashmeres  and  lace  gIihwIb,  the  brocades  and 
the  jewels,  the  featbere  and  the  flowers  of  price  ?  A  poor  lot  of 
painted  women,  ranging  between  sixteen  and  sixty  years  of  age, 
paraded  the  circumference  of  the  dancing  platform  with  wondrously 
watchful  eyes,  despite  their  jaded  and  wearied  mien. 

The  dancing  is  a  mere  hollow  impostui-e.  Nineteen-twentieths 
of  the  poor  women  who  come  to  Mabille  would  as  soon  thiuk  of 
disporting  themselves  on  the  dancing  platform  as  of  earning  an 
honest  livelihood.  But  to  keep  up  the  delusion  that  Klabille  is 
the  favourite  liome  of  Terpsichore,  tlie  Administration  hire  a  few 
couples  of  semi-professional  dancers,  tentli-rate  coryphees  from  tlie 
sm  aller  theatre  s,  h  ab  i  tue  s 
of  the  saloons,  or  haii'- 
lU-esaei's'  apprentices  of 
an  acrobatic  turn  of 
miud.  These  posture 
masters  and  mistresses 
lling  their  limbs  about  to 
tlie  music  of  a  tolerable 
band  at  stated  intervals 
dming  the  evening.  At 
no  period  did  I  notice 
mora  than  five  sets  of 
posture  -  makers  going 
through  their  uninterest- 
ing gambadoes.  They 
danced  in  isolated  groups,  and  eaeli  group  was  surrounded  by  a 
serried  circle  of  gohemouche  spectators,  whose  presence  tiius 
entirely  destroyed  the  availability  of  the  platform  for  general 
dancing  purposes.    The  attitudes  indulged  in  by  the  hired  lan- 
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daogo-dancers  tvere  grotesque  and  uncouth  enough ;  but  they  in 
DO  way  Binned  against  decencj': — unless  studied  vulgarity  can  be 
considered  an  indelicate  exhibition.  On  the  whole  I  am  inclined 
to  think  that  the  entertainment  for  which  we  had  paid  five  francs  a 
head  would  have  been  dear  at  fifty  centimes,  or  fourpence-hal^enny. 
There  was  plenty  of  gas,  to  be  sure,  but  that  and  the  Whited  Sepul- 
chres T  can  see  on  the  boulevards  any  night  for  nothing.  The  most 
irritating  thing  connected  with  the  entire  Mockery,  Delusion,  and 
Snare  is  the  moral  certainty  established  in  the  paying  but  helpless 
spectator's  mind  that  by  far  the  greater  portion  of  the  patrons  of 
the  Jardin  Mabille  do  not  pay  five  francs — if  they  pay  anything  at 
all — for  admission.  The  Whited  Sepulchres  are  presumably  on 
the  free  list,  and  the  men-folk  (apart  from  a  multitude  of  middle- 
class  Englishmen  and  Germans)  are  mostly  composed  of  poor  little 
pale-faced  whipper-snappers  in  billycock  hats,  cols  castes,  and 
slop-shop  clothes,  to  any  one  of  whom,  to  all  seeming,  it  would 
have  been  an  act  of  charity  to  give  a  couple  of  francs  to  get  some 
supper  withal.  If  they  paid  five  francs  a  head  to  enjoy  the  frantic 
ddights  of  this  MabtUe  grown  mouldy,  I  am  prepared  to  renounce 
iny  nationality,  and  to  become  a  Dutchman  to-morrow.  It  is 
'Nunky,'  the  foreigner,  who  pays  for  all. 


IX. 

TO   AND    lEO    IX    THE    EXmBITION. 

Aug.  aa. 

That  he  had  preserved  '  order  in  disorder,'  and,  to  a  certain 
extent,  by  disorderly  means,  was  the  proudest  hoast  of  Citizel 
C'ausaidii'i'e-  Prefect  of  Police  under  the  Republic  of  1848.  I  ai 
end'  be  aa  paradoxical,  altliough  I  may  not  Lope  to  l 

so  a  the   energetic   but   eccentric   functionary  jui 

»■  iriodically  inspecUug  the  contents  of  the  Expoa 

in  strict  accordance  with  the  system  of  having  c 
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63'8tem  at  all.  As  a  means  of  ingress  to  the  colossal  parallelogram 
of  the  Champ  de  Mars,  I  certainly  prefer  the  Porte  Rapp,  as 
entering  by  it,  you  fall  at  once  in  viedias  res,  and  can  branch  off 
to  the  right  or  left  among  the  products  of  France,  or  make 
straight  for  the  two  principal  porticoes  leading  to  the  Galleries  of 
the  Fine  Arts,  or  forge  far  ahead,  crossing  the  intersecting  Rue 
des  Nations,  towards  the  Sections  fitrangeres,  the  Park,  Catelain's 
Restaurant  Fran9ais,  the  Bridge  of  Jena,  and  the  Palace  of  the 
Trocadero,  without  incuning  the  risk  of  losing  yourself  too  early 
in  the  lab)Tinth3  of  glass  cases,  I  say  too  early ;  since  it  is  a 
matter  of  necessity  that  you  should  utterly  lose  your  way  before 
your  visit  to  the  Exhibition  is  over.  I  am  not  prepared  to  say 
that  the  lab}Tinthine  walk  is  not  the  best  perambulation  of  the 
Wandering  Wood,  and  the  most  agreeable  navigation  of  the 
Unknown  Sea,  without  a  compass  and  without  a  chart,  the  most 
instructive,  aftev  all.  Columbus  lost  his  way,  and  saw  Land  at 
last.  He  thought  it  was  part  of  the  Indies  ;  but  it  turned  out  to 
be  the  Antilles.  The  Spanish  poet,  the  Marquis  de  SantiUane, 
lost  his  way,  *  por  tierra  fragosa,'  between  Santa  Maria  and  Cala- 
taveno,  and  discovered  the  most  fascinating  little  cowherd  ever 
described  in  a  poem  as  fascinating : 

*  En  im  verde  prado  de  rosas  y  flores, 
Guordando  ganado  con  otros  pastorcs, 
La  vl  tan  fennosa  que  a  pena  crecra 
Que  fuese  Vaquera  de  la  Finijosa.' 

Who  knows  but  that,  strolling  aimlessly  through  the  interminable 
avenues  and  cross  avenues  of  this  City  of  Shops,  I  may  come,  un- 
expectedly, on  the  Vaquera  de  la  Finijosa  ?  If  I  do,  I  will  offer 
her  the  peacock  dress  with  the  train  as  long  as  Guicciardini*s  His- 
tory ;  or  the  bonnet  made  of  humming-birds*  wings  and  butterflies 
(the  last  artificial,  the  first  only  too  real,  I  am  sorry  to  say) ;  or  the 
point  d^Alengon  fan ;  or  the  rock-crystal  smelling-bottle  studded  with 
grey  pearls  and  pink  diamonds ;  or  some  other  nice  little  inexpen- 
sive trifle  jfrom  the  glass  cases  devoted  to  the  display  of  Pomps  from 
the  Rue  de  la  Chaussee  d' Antin  or  Vanities  from  the  Rue  de  la  Paix. 
Wandering  to  and  fro  in  that  section  of  the  French  Furniture 
Department  which  is  devoted  to  *  Tapisserie  et  Decoration,* — and 
I  will  own  growing  somewhat  dazed,  even  to  the  verge  of  satiety, 
by  tlie  exuberance  of  carving  and  gilding,  inlaying,  incrustation, 
and  veneering,  visible  in  the  compartments  full  of  state  bedsteads, 
consoles,  canapes,  causeuses,  and  giieridons, — I  came  upon  a  verv 
remarkable  decorative  performance  occupying  one  of  the  ar 
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of  ft  transverse  corridoi"  of  the  Accnue  Rnpp,  in  the  shape  of  the 
'  lustallation  de  Fantiiisie '  exhibited  by  the  firm  of  Hemy  Penon, 
of  the  Itue  Abbatucci,  Pai'is.  The  iniagiDfttire  upholsterer  is  a 
rwity ;  and  the  house  of  Penon,  emboldened,  it  would  seem,  by 
the  medals  for  '  Good  Taste'  and  '  Progress'  which  they  received 
at  the  Vienna  Exhibition  of  1873,  have,  in  1878,  literally  tbrowa 
the  leuia  on  the  back  of  their  Pegasus.  The  '  Installation  de 
Fantaisie '  is  supposed  to  be  that  of  tlie  bedchamber  of  a  '  giaudc 
dame  de  par  le  monde,'  or  of  a  '  belle  [letite :'  whichever  you 
choose.  She  may  be  Ninon  de  I'Enclos  or  Emma  Lady  Hamil- 
ton, the  Empress  Theodora  or  Montaigne's  '  Signora  Livia' — 
the  lady  with  the  cnhoni  embroidered  with  pearls,  whose  iden- 
tity so  sorely  puz^tled  the  comnientatoi's  until  the  appearance 
of  the  Earl  of  Oiford'a  wonderful  book  on  the  'Meretiici'  of 
Venice — for  the  amcuhlcment  of  the  grande  dame  belongs  to  no 
pai'ticular  period  save  one  of  the  most  sumptuous  luxury  and  the 
moat  expensive  taste.  The  kdy's  couch  hna  a  counterpane  of  aky- 
blue  brocaded  satin,  turaed  up  wilh  pale  pink.  The  pillows  aio 
of  hoUond  lawn,  tiiply  edged  with  richest  lace.  The  bedstead 
itself  is  a  mass  of  elaborate  caiTing  and  gilding.  The  ruelle  of  the 
bed  is  screened  by  a  magnificent  piece  of  tapestry,  designed  and 
woven  in  the  workshops  of  M.  Penon.  A  tripod-table  of  oxidised 
silver  stands  by  the  bedside.  The  cai-pet  is  of  triple  velvet-pile. 
A  portal  veiled  by  hangings  of  damask  leads  to  the  adjoining 
breukfast-room.  A  Henalssauce  easel  supports  the  richly-&amed 
picture  of  a  lovely  child  in  pastel — such  a  pastel  as  Greuze  might 
have  executed  in  his  beat  days.  Cabinets,  faulettiU,  and  foot- 
stools, of  superb  material  and  workmanship,  and  an  infinity  of 
costly  uicknacks  scattered  about,  fill  up  this  enchanting  '  instal- 
lation,' to  which,  to  my  mind,  there  only  lack  two  things — a  copy 
of  M.  Octave  FeuiUet's  Jounml  d'tme  Femme,  bound  in  crimson 
morocco  and  gold,  and  on  the  tripod  table  of  oxidised  silver,  a 
pnrcel-gilt  plateau  sustaining  n  pdte  de  foie  graa,  a  pint  bottle  of 
Veuve  Clicquot,  and  a  caraj'oii  of  cura^oa,  cii  can  de  nuit — in  case 
the  great  lady  should  wake  up  in  the  middle  of  tlio  night  hungry, 
ur  disposed  to  read  herself  to  sleep  again.  I  should  have  mentioned 
that  the  ceihng  is  adorned  by  '  una  copiosa  quantita  d'amorotti,' 
such  as  the  old  Italian  Oai'dinal  commissioned  Albano  to  paint  for 
liim.  But  the  chief  chanu  of  this  Abode  of  Uie  Graces  consists  in 
the  Fran>  "ly-surging  mass  of  di'aperies  wliich  serve  as  a. 

surroui  entire  apai'tment — draperies  composed  of  a 

deep  ■  I  velvet,  giving  very  bright  high  lights,  and 

with  inges  and  tassels,  the  last  culminating  in  one 
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large  gland  of  chenille,  which  is  pendent  from  the  ceiling  after  the 
manner  of  a  chandelier.  The  scheme  of  colour,  it  will  be  seen,  is 
wonderfiilly  subtle.  The  effect  is  as  though,  turning  from  the 
frame  of  dark  green  drapery,  with  its  beamy  lights  and  reflections, 
you  were  gazing  at  a  warmly  lit  boudoir.  It  is  a  selenegraph 
combined  with  an  effet  de  lampe. 

Contrast  with  this  surpassingly  rich  dream  of  Sybaritic  splen- 
dour a  curious  quaint  little  '  installation,'  got  up  far  away  in  the 
English  section  by  two  meritorious  English  decorators,  belong- 
ing to  the  gentler  sex.  The  section  of  a  poky  little  English 
room  is  shown,  furnished  in  the  angular  and  uncomfortable  style 
pertaining  to  the  end  of  the  last  or  the  beginning  of  the  present 
century — a  style  of  which  I  thought  that  we  were  well  rid,  but  for 
the  revival  of  which  there  seems  to  be  at  present  a  partial  craze. 
These  ricketj^  *  skimping,'  spider-legged  chairs,  tables,  comer 
cupboards  and  '  whatnots ; '  these  sofas,  too  naiTow  for  purposes  of 
flirtation,  and  too  short  to  put  your  feet  up, — are  all  very  well  in 
the  delightful  pictures  of  Mr.  George  Leslie,  B.A.,  and  Mr.  G.  H. 
Boughton.  In  actual  oak,  walnut,  mahogany,  or  rosewood,  I 
object  very  strongly  to  them ;  and  if  the  lady-decorators  will  study 
even  the  rudiments  of  the  History  of  Decoration,  they  will  find  that 
this  kind  of  furniture  belongs  to  a  period  when  a  succession  of  long 
and  cruel  wars  had  virtually  shut  us  out  from  the  Continent,  and 
had  left  us  a  people  almost  entirely  ignorant  of  the  art  of  design,  and 
wholly  destitute  of  taste.  The  carpet  in  the  lady-decorators  model 
room  is  a  significant  illustration  of  our  deplorable  condition  at  the 
period  which  the  apartment  is  supposed  to  illustrate.  It  is  a  cai*pct 
substantially  without  a  pattern,  and  there  is  a  good  reason  for  tho 
absence  of  pattern.  In  the  age  in  question  we  did  not  know  how  to 
draw  carpet  patterns,  and  we  could  import  no  pattern-draughtsmen 
from  abroad.  The  two  ladies  may  be  complimented  on  tibe  scru- 
pulous fidelity  with  which  they  have  reproduced  a  number  of  poverty- 
stricken  and  weak-kneed  little  models;  but  the  value  of  their  work  is 
diminished  by  the  extravagant  prices  which  they  have  affixed  to  tlio 
examples  of  upholsteiy  exhibited.  Sedulous  rummaging  among  tho 
brokers*  shops  round  Lincoln's  Inn  and  behind  the  Waterloo  liond 
would  buy  for  so  many  shillings  what  these  ladies  have  charged  lo 
many  pounds  for.  On  the  whole,  this  little  exhibition  of  a  state  of 
domesticity  to  which  it  is  to  be  hoped  we  shall  not  return  is  inter- 
esting— ^in  the  sense  that  the  novels  of  Anne  of  Swansea,  and  the 
fashion-plates  of  the-Brffe^MCwifecfortheyear  1802,  are  interesting. 

There  could  scarcely,  I  apprehend,  be  a  more  pregnant  proof  o^ 
that  which  I  am  endeavouring  to  advance — the  inexpedienc 
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reverting  to  ugly  find  tasteless  forms,  and  of  attempting  to  revive 
that  which  had  much  better  be  left  sluniberinR  in  its  obscure  grave 
— than  the  actual  and  triumphant  display  made  in  ceramics  by 
the  firm  of  Minton  of  Stoke-upon-Trent,  and  in  uietnllurgy  by 
Elkington  of  Birmingham  and  London.  It  is  necessary,  now  and 
(igain,  to  be  a  little  '  Podsnappiah '  or  '  Cliauvinesque  ' — to  assert 
one's  nationality  hi  despite  of  tlie  disparaging  taimts  of  foreigners. 
In  the  way  of  artistic  fumitm-e  and  carpets  we  can  hold  om-  own 
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decorators — have  done  in  the  Prince  of  Wales's  pavilion  may  com- 
pete with  any  'installation, 'fantastical or  otherwise,  which  the  Fom'- 
dinois  or  the  Penons  of  Paris  can  design  and  manufacture.  But 
what  am  I  to  do  when  the  Frenchman  throws,  not  only  Sevres,  but 
a  score  of  French  porcelain  and  pottery  manufacturers,  in  my  teeth, 
and  not  only  Barbedienne,  but  a  score  more  producers  of  artistic 
bronzes?  Well,  I  can,  I  hope,  victoriously  point  to  the  ceramic 
productions  of  Staffordshire,  of  Worcestershire,  and  of  Lambeth, 
and  to  the  artistic  metal-working  of  the  great  Birmingham  house, — 
not  only  as  examples  of  what  we  can  do  in  those  departments  of 
technical  industry,  but  as  illustrations  of  astonishing  and  con- 
tinaous  progi'ess  and  improvement  in  that  which,  so  far  as  we  are 
nationally  concerned,  must  be  considered  a  new  point  of  departure. 
Abstractedly,  there  is  nothing  new  imder  the  sun ;  but  substan- 
tially, the  designs  and  the  processes  of  Minton  in  earthenware 
and  of  the  Elkingtons  in  metals,  are  new  and  original.  Every 
year  our  potters  introduce  fresh  glazes,  fresh  tints,  fresh  schemes 
of  design,  fresh  modes  of  working.  Every  year  the  Elkingtons 
come  forward  with  some  unfamiliar  method  of  production  and 
manipulation — now  in  repoussd,  now  in  cloisonne  or  champleve 
enamelling,  now  in  damascening,  now  in  the  chasing  and  orna- 
mentation of  gold  and  silver  ware,  and  now  in  the  application  of 
the  inexhaustible  secrets  of  the  science  of  electro-metallurgy. 

There  is  one  object  in  the  French  section  of  the  Palace  of  the 
Champ  de  Mars  which  certainly  deserves  inspection,  since  it  is 
undeniably  a  rarity,  literally  unique  ;  and  when  it  reaches  its  des- 
tined home  at  Bome  it  will  be  invisible  to  the  great  body  of  Eiu:o- 
pean  sightseers.  This  is  the  *  (Euvre  Pie,*  or  Monumental  Library 
of  the  Immaculate  Conception,  manufactured  by  Messrs.  Chris- 
tofle  &  Co.  of  the  Bue  de  Bondy,  and  originally  designed  as  an 
offering  to  the  deceased  Pope  Pius  IX.  It  has  been  more  than 
three  years  in  preparation,  and  will  now,  I  suppose,  be  consigned 
to  the  pontifical  keeping  of  Pope  Leo  XIII.  The  history  of  this 
Biblioth^ue  Monumentale  is  an  edifying  one.  So  long  since  as 
the  year  1860  the  Abb^  Sue,  director  of  fiie  Seminary  of  St,  Sul- 
pice,  conceived  the  idea  of  forming  a  collection  of  translations  in 
all  known  languages  of  the  Bulla  Ineffabilis,  in  which  Pio  Nono 
formulated  and  proclaimed  the  dogma  of  the  Immaculate  Concep- 
tion. By  dint  of  pious  zeal  and  indefatigable  perseverance  he  suc- 
ceeded in  getting  together  no  less  than  a  hundred  and  ten  volumes, 
enriched  with  miniatm*es  and  illuminations  on  vellum  of  the  rarest 
beau^.  This  phenomenal  trophy  was  presented  in  1867  to  the 
late  R)pe,  who,  in  graciously  accepting  it,  informed  the  Abbe  Sn^ 
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tlint  he  con8i<lered  the  collection  ns  too  exceptionnlly  interesting 
to  be  absorbed  araong  the  iiinumemble  ti-easurcs  of  the  Vatican 
Librmy,  and  that  he  intended  to  pluce  the  hundred  nad  ten  mnnu- 
Ecniit  toines  in  h  magnificent  bookcase  in  tlie  centre  of  the  Salle 
de  Vlmnmculee  Conception  in  the  Pontifical  Palace — a  grand  hall 
adorned  with  paintings  symbolical  of  the  dogma,  and  the  floor  of 
which  was  a  mosaic  pavement  of  the  time  of  Augustus,  discovered 
at  Ostia.  But  the  Al»b6  Sue  respectfully  insisted  that  Franco 
should  have  the  honour  of  supplying  the  bookcase  as  well  ns  the 
books.  Messrs.  Christofle  prepared  the  necessary  designs  and 
nndcrtook  to  manufacture  the  work,  which  had  so  far  advanced 
towai'ds  completion  in  February  1877,  that  it  was  taken  to  Borne 
to  be  exhibited  to  the  late  PontifiT,  and  was  then  brought  back  to 
France  for  completion. 

Imagine  an  imposing  structure  of  sideboard  shape,  supported 
on  thirty-two  carved  legs,  carrying  an  avant-corps  forming  a  crystal 
shriue,  in  which  the  hundred  and  ten  volumes,  open  at  their  most 
attractive  pages,  are  displayed.  Above  this  is  a  frieze  richly 
painted  with  figures,  and  above  this,  again,  a  dome  suimounted 
by  a  statue  of  the  Virgin.  The  table-legs  are  of  amaranth  wood, 
richly  incrusted  with  fillets  of  ebony,  and  with  capitals  and  bases 
of  bronze  gilt.  There  is  a  lower  frieze,  forming,  as  it  were,  the 
middle  of  the  work,  and  made  up  by  a  seiies  of  escutcheons  in 
cloisonni  enamel,  commemorating  tlie  names  of  the  pious  indi- 
viduals, families,  painters,  and  Pilgrimngo-Communities  which 
have  the  most  liberally  subscribed  towards  the  execution  of  the 
work.  The  escutcheons  are  connected  by  branches  of  eglantine, 
with  enamelled  ilowors  of  pinky  white,  recalling  the  Eglantine  of 
Lourdes,  and  interspei-sed  among  them  are  a  number  of  superb 
mosaics,  the  gift  of  Pius  IX.,  executed  in  the  ateliers  of  the 
Vatican,  and  representing  various  scenes  in  the  Holy  Land,  and 
the  churches  of  Siuita  Maria  in  Trastevere  and  Santa  Maria  Alag- 
giore,  the  most  ancient  and  the  loi-gest  churches  in  Home  dedi- 
cated to  the  worship  of  the  Madonna.  The  anglesof  the  inferiorfrieze 
are  embellished  with  panels  in  Sfevres  porcelain  of  the  hue  termed 
*  Celadon,"  with  figures  in  rehef,  executed  by  that  '  pate-sur-p&te ' 
process,  of  which  Mr.  Solon-Miles  is  making  such  notable  use  in 
England  for  the  account  of  Messrs.  Minton.  These  phqaea,  em- 
blematising the  four  quarters  of  the  globe,  were- given  by  Madame 
U  Marechale  de  ^lacMahon.  The  superior  frieze  contains  twenty- 
two  medallions,  on  a  ground  of  precious  woods  in  Limousin 
enamel.  These  represent  divei-s  sacred  and  historical  subjects. 
There  are  likewise  effigies  of  Bezaleel,  mosaic  goldsmith  of  the 
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Tabernacle,  and  St.  Eloi,  patron  of  the  orfhres  of  France :  while 
to  the  right  and  the  left  of  these  last-named  medallions  are  profile 
portraits  in  camaieu  of  the  founders  of  and  actual  partners  in  the 
firm  by  which  this  remarkable  ceuvre  has  been  produced — ^Messrs. 
Charles  and  Paul  Christofle,  Ernest  de  Ribes,  and  Henri  Bouilhet. 

Betuming  to  the  literary  portion  of  this  astonishing  macidoine 
of  decoration,  I  find  that  among  the  ancient  languages  into  which 
the  Bull  has  been  translated  are  Hebrew,  Arabic,  Syriac,  Chal- 
dee,  Assyrian,  Babylonian,  Phoenician  (!),  Persepolitan  (!  !),  San- 
scrit, Chinese,  Hieratic  and  Demotic  Egyptian,  Coptic,  Berber, 
Etruscan  (!),  Celtic,  Gothic,  Runic,  Mexican,  Yucatanese,  and 
Peruvian.  Among  modem  European  dialects  I  find  Tyrolese, 
Bergamoso,  and  the  *  Minga '  of  the  Milanese ;  Calabrese,  Grseco- 
Albanian,  and  the  patois  of  the  Yalle  d'Aosta ;  Catalan,  Balearic, 
and  the  '  Aldjama '  or  Spanish  of  Andalusia  written  in  Arabic 
characters ;  Basque  Gallego,  Negroid-Portuguese,  Breton, Walloon, 
Auvergnat,  Buthenian  Tcheck,  Croatian,  Bosnian,  the  native  local 
dialects  of  the  Dutch  provinces,  Welsh,  Gaelic,  and  Irish-Erse.  I 
should  like  Professor  Max  Miiller,  assisted  by  the  good  fathers  of 
the  Armenian  convent  of  San  Lazzaro  at  Venice,  who  sell  you  for 
half  a  ducat  their  typographical  masterpiece  of  the  Prayers  of 
St.  Narses  in  thirty-six  languages,  to  pass  a  few  days  in  examining 
the  contents  of  the  wonderful  library  for  which  Messrs.  Christofle, 
with  the  assistance  of  well-nigh  a  score  of  collaborateurs,  have 
provided  so  sumptuous  a  receptacle.  As  a  monument  of  artistic 
ingenuity  and  technical  skill  the  whole  work  calls  for  the  highest 
praise.  As  an  example  of  nobility,  or  grandeur,  or  taste,  the  per- 
formance did  not  impress  me  in  the  slightest  degree.  While  the 
lines  of  the  construction  are  poor,  the  entire  structure  is  over- 
loaded with  florid  ornamentation ;  and  the  eye  seeks  in  vain  for 
repose  in  the  midst  of  all  this  carving  and  gilding,  all  these  cameos 
and  camaieus  and  pdle-sttr-pate  panels. 

In  decorative  bronze  sculpture,  as  I  have  already  observed,  the 
French  are  well-nigh  unapproachable.  In  marble  statuary  they 
hold  their  own  very  nobly,  although  they  are  closely  pressed  by 
the  Italians ;  but  in  ecclesiastical  decoration,  and  even  in  deco- 
rative architecture,  I  can  but  think  that  France,  through  her 
addictedness  to  florid  colom*  and  excessive  ornamentation,  is  very 
seriously  retrograding.  That  the  paintings  executed  by  M.  Paid 
Baudry  at  the  New  Grand  Op^ra  are  truly  magnificent,  and  that 
the  proportions  of  that  edifice  are  very  grandiose,  must  at  once  be 
obvious ;  but  I  was  bom  either  too  early  or  too  late  to  appreciate 
the  beauty  of  the  Opera  House  facade.    Contrast  with  it  the 
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exqoisite  refinement  and  Uste  which  the  French  modeller  an^i 
art-workmaii  bestows  on  the  conception  and  execution  of  the  most  J 
trifling  bibelot — a  iniiTor,  a  washstancl,  n  lady's  chatelaine,  a  pen- 1 
tray,  or  a  paper-weight.     These 
little  things  are  aupi-emely  taste- 
ful and  beautiful.     Our  neigh- 
boui's  seem  to  go  to  work  more  . 
earnestly    and    more    thought^v 
fully     in     illuBtration     of    the| 
prodncts    of  Lilliput  than 
those    of    Brobdingnag ;     t 
after    all    the    autlior    of 
Tableau    de    Paris    may    havt 
been  hitting  the  right  nail  on* 
the  head  in  saying  that '  French- 
men are  always  serious  in  little 
things,  and  always  fdyolons  in 
great  ones.'  ~ 

Messrs.  Chiistofle's  '  Blhlit^ 

thiique    Monumentale '    extort 

commendation   for    the   sump^ 

tuousness  of  its  materials  and 

the  maiTellous  excellence  of  the 

^nain  d'aeuvre.     It  is  altogether 

an  exceptional  production;  and« 

looking  at  it,  we  may,  for  th« 

nonce,  put  the  canons  of  finfl 

taste   in  om'  pocket ;    but  th^ 

examples  of  exchisively  eccle<> 

sinstical    decoration    which    ] 

have  seen  in  the  French  salootu 

of  the   Exhibition   are   to   tat 

absolutely  hateful.     There  wa| 

uoi-i.  ANu  Es-iMKL  cir.vri.t.MNE  ExmsiTBD  ^^1  art-cHtic  ouce  who  said  that 

01 ».  you^tiET.  although  he  considered  Michoe 

Angelo  to  he  the  greatest  artist  that  ever  lived,  hehated  his  memoi;^ 

because  his  example  bad  been  the  means  of  producing  the  detest* 

able  Bernini.     Unless  I  am  much  mistaken,  the  name  of  the  art 

itiouwaBAdolpheThiers.  Bernini, neverthelesB.hadhii 

nongthem  Sir  Christopher  Wren,  who  wentover  to  Patil 

femini  had  been  summoned  by  Louis  XIV. — express^ 

Jftiliim;  but  he  complained  that  the  '  crafty  Italiiin, 

Jlow  him  to  study  the  drawingswhichhe  hadmadefortfa 


.s  in 
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works  at  Versailles  and  the  Louvre.  But  imagine  the  disciples  of 
the  disciples  of  Bernini — ^not  as  an  architect,  but  as  a  sculptor  and 
decorator.  Imagine  the  preposterous  attitudes,  the  tempest-tor- 
mented draperies  of  Bernini's  figures,  imitated  by  tenth-rate  model- 
lers. Imagine  altars  and  shrines  and  statues  all  smeared  with 
gaudy  colours,  plastered  with  gold  leaf,  and  set  oflf  with  crimson 
velvet,  wax  candles,  and  Valenciennes  lace,  and  you  have  the  main 
features  of  modem  French  church-decoration.  When  they  try  to 
be  Gothic — ^with  the  Renaissance  in  their  hands  and  paganism  in 
their  hearts — ^the  attempt  is  even  more  intolerable.  It  becomes 
like  Inigo  Jones's  classic  portico  to  old  St.  Paul's. 

I  may  mention  that,  besides  their  monumental  Biblioth^que 
of  thd  Immaculate  Conception,  the  Messrs.  Christofle  exhibit  a 
superb  assemblage  of  orfevrerie  and  bronzes  d*art.  To  this  well- 
known  house  the  introduction  into  France  of  the  art  of  electro- 
plating is  due.  At  first  it  was  thought  that  the  discovery 
would  deal  a  crushing  blow  to  the  goldsmiths'  craft,  and  that 
laboured  exoeUence  would  be  sacrificed  to  cheap  and  swift  pro- 
duction. But  when  the  elder  Christofle  had  vulgarised,  so  to  say, 
the  use  of  plated  articles,  and  had  secured  a  permanent  income  from 
the  sale  of  such  every-day  matters  as  spoons  and  forks,  soup-ladles 
and  dish-covers,  he  seriously  turned  his  attention  to  the  orfevrerie 
d*art»  His  first  production  of  this  kind  was  the  table-service  com- 
missioned by  the  Emperor  Napoleon  III.,  and  at  which  in  1855 
various  sculptors  of  repute  worked  with  feverish  emulation  under 
the  direction  of  Gilbert.  Eheuf  fugaces.  Nothing  remains  of  the 
deftly  chiselled  masses  of  glittering  metal  which  used  to  grace  the 
Imperial  banquets,  nor  of  the  elaborate  surtout  ds  table  executed 
for  the  City  of  Paris  by  MM.  Christofle  jun.  &  Bouilhet,  and  dis- 
played at  tibe  Exhibition  of  1867.  The  one  disappeared  in  the 
ruins  of  the  Tuileries,  the  other  amidst  the  flames  which  consumed 
the  H6tel  de  Ville.  Thus  passeth  away  the  glory  of  the  goldsmith. 
How  much  of  the  gold  and  silver  work  of  the  Boman  Empire  and  the 
Middle  Ages  underwent  a  similar  smelting  ?  What  became  of  the 
plate  that  furnished  Nero's  Golden  House  and  the  dish  Domitian 
had  made  for  the  monster  turbot  ?  Where  are  the  throne  of  Alexis 
Comnenus  and  the  shrine  of  St.  Sophia  ?  What  remains  of  the 
magnificent  carvings  and  castings  of  the  Mexicans  and  Peruvians  P 
It  is  only  once  in  a  thousand  years  that  a  Schliemann  disinters 
Buch  treasures. 

The  two  services  mentioned,  though  of  high  artistic  value,  were 
only  electro-plated ;  but  in  the  present  Exhibition  Messrs.  Christofle 
display  a  $urt<mt  de  table  in  solid  silver,  enriched  by  parcel  gilding, 


or  BAMDNU. 


executed  for  the  Duke  of  Santonia,  one  of  the  wealthiest  grandees 
Several '  emiaeot  haJida '  have  combined  to  produce  the 
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yarioos  pieces  composing  it*  In  the  centre-piece  Mercie*s  Amphi- 
trite  towers  in  a  trimnphant  attitude  above  two  seated  figures 
typifying  the  piche  fluviaU — so  dear  to  the  Parisian  gudgeon- 
ratcher — and  thep^cAe  maritime.  The  bouts  de  table  are  Hiolle's 
Triton  and  Nereid,  seated  on  pedestals  enriched  with  dolphins, 
shells,  and  seaweed,  and  balancing  vases  wliich,  it  must  be  con- 
fessed, look  disproportionately  heavy  forthe  arms  of  their  supporters. 
The  Seasons,  modelled  by  Gautherin,  form  the  candelabra ;  and 
the  two  jardinieres  support  reclining  figures  of  Europe,  Asia,  Africa, 
and  America  by  Lafrance,  figm*es  marked  by  a  certain  grdce  volup* 
tueuse  extremely  French,  and  slightly  suggestive  of  being  somewhat 
overcome  by  their  festive  surroundings^  and  therefore  perhaps  not 
altogether  out  of  place  at  a  banquet.  Despite  this  the  general 
aspect  of  the  iurtout  is  solemnly  decorous,  and  contrasts  forcibly  with 
another  in  the  Louis  Seize  style  by  Carrier  Belleuse,  enriched  with 
sprightly  and  animated  groups  of  children,  bacchantes,  and  fauns. 
To  Messrs.  Christofle  also  belongs  the  credit  of  having  first 
sought  to  reproduce  in  France  that  Japanese  style  of  ornament  which 
has  exercised  so  marked  an  influence  in  all  branches  of  decorative 
art  during  the  last  ten  years.  It  has  not  only  made  itself  evident  in 
ceramic  ware,  glass,  fmniture,  textile  fabrics,  and  wall-papers,  but 
even  in  sculpture,  as  witness  the  pair  of  graceful  torcheres  of  oxy- 
dised  bronze,  modelled  by  Guillcmin,  and  representing  female  figures 
in  the  quaintly  flowered  flowing  garments  of  the  ladies  of  Yeddo 
and  Yokohama.  But  the  high-priest  of  this  new  cxdtus  in  the 
aUliers  of  Messrs.  Christofle  is  Beiber,  the  designer  of  the  monu- 
mental Biblioth&que,  whose  adaptations  of  the  art  of  the  far  East 
are  imbued  with  the  spirit  of  the  last  century  chinoiseries  of 
Boucher,  yet  who,  while  seeking  to  give  alike  to  enamels  and 
metals  tones  which  harmonise,  has  aimed  at  embodying  in  the 
colours  of  the  former,  and  in  the  different  shades  of  bronze  en- 
riched with  gold  and  silver,  the  quintessence  of  that  intense 
and  varied  decoration  which  pervades  most  forms  of  Japanese 
art.  Among  the  miscellaneous  objects  in  bronze,  enamel,  and 
niello  exhibited  by  the  firm,  are  vases  enamelled  by  Tard,  after 
his  own  designs, — ^the  curious  and  patiently  executed  cloisonne 
equalling  the  best  Chinese  work, — bronze  cups,  lamps,  fantas- 
tically enriched  jardinieres,  salvers,  coffrets,  clocks,  and  two 
marvellously  decorated  upright  comer  cabinets,  executed  by 
Guignard. 
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Memorable  from  a  thousand  points  of  view,  the  Paris  Exhibition 
of  1878  may  perhaps  have  a  claim  to  special  remembrance  on  the 
score  of  the  tremendous  amount  of  patronage  bestowed  upon  it  by 
the  democracy  of  the  world  nt  large.  Crowned  heads,  it  must 
he  admitted,  have  been  few  and  far  between  in  the  metropolis 
of  France  since  last  May.  The  Piince  of  Wales,  by  his  early 
attendance,  by  the  cordial  sympathy  which  he  showed  in  the 
well-being  of  the  enterprise  in  general,  and  the  sedulous  interest 
which  he  took  in  the  efficiency  of  the  British  department  of  the 
Exhibition  in  particular,  set  a  splendid  example,  which  has  gained 
for  him  golden  opinions  among  the  French  people,  and  which 
might  have  been  worthily  followed  by  other  Royal  personages. 
StUl  Royalty — to  say  nothing  of  Imperialism — has  in  a  great 
measure  kept  aloof  from  the  Champ  de  Mars  and  the  Trocadero ; 
or,  if  it  have  slipped  in  and  out  of  the  Exhibition  at  all,  has 
inspected  the  wonders  thereof  incognito  and  en  cachctte.    It  was 
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not  thus  in  '67,  when  stories  were  told  of  the  Five  Kings  who 
supped  together  in  a  cabinet  partictdier  at  Durand's,  and,  at  the 
conclusion  of  the  banquet,  discovered  that  not  one  of  their  majesties 
had  money  enough  about  him  to  pay  for  his  supper.  History  has 
n  tendency  to  repeat  itself;*  and  a  similar  deficiency  of  ready  cash 
prevailed,  you  will  remember,  according  to  the  author  of  Candide^ 
at  a  certain  supper  which  took  place  during  the  Carnival  of  Venice. 
Things  were  not  thus  when,  on  a  sultry  July  night,  eleven  years 
ago,  I  joined  the  special  Imperial  train  which  went  down  to  Toulon 
to  fetch  the  Sultan  Abdul  Aziz.  Things  were  not  thus  when  I 
saw  King  William  of  Prussia,  now  Kaiser  Wilhelm  of  Germany, 
received  at  the  foot  of  the  grand  staircase  of  the  Tuileries  by  the 
Emperor  Napoleon  III.  There  ran  a  rumour  through  the  spec- 
tators of  the  august  ceremony  that  the  Prussian  King,  turning  to 
an  aide-de-camp,  had  whispered  to  him  that  he  remembered  having 
come  to  the  Tuileries  as  a  stripling  Hohenzollem  Prince  in  the 
year  1814,  and  as  a  guest  of  the  Most  Christian  King  Louis  XYIII. 
Nor  were  things  thus  when  (always  in  '67)  in  the  dingy  Assize 
Court  at  the  Palace  of  Justice,  I  beheld  a  sallow,  hawk-faced, 
ferret-eyed  tatterdemalion  named  Berezowski  arraigned  for  the 
attempted  assassination  of  Alexander  II.,  Czar  of  All  the  Bussias, 
in  the  Bois  de  Boulogne. 

What  grand  folks  we  had  to  deal  with  in  the  Exhibition  year 
1867,  to  be  sure !  And  that  never-to-be-forgotteu  pageant  of  the 
distribution  of  prizes  in  the  Champs  Elys^es.  Paraphrasing  Heine, 
it  might  be  said  that  Hereditary  Princes  and  Grand  Dukes  well- 
nigh  stuck  to  tlie  soles  of  your  shoes  as  you  walked.  The  air  was 
ambrosial  with  Ctesarism.  The  great  diamond  aigi*ette  in  the  fez 
of  the  Padishah  of  Boum  shone  Hke  a  sun  in  the  midst  of  a  glit- 
tering firmament  of  stars  and  crosses  and  embroidered  unifonns. 
Hinging  and  strident  was  the  voice  of  Cfesar  as,  in  measured  sen- 
tences, he  dwelt  on  the  success  of  the  Exhibition,  and  on  the 
grandeur  and  prosperity  of  France.  Then,  descending  from  his 
throne,  with  Caliph  and  King  and  Princes  around  him,  he  made 
the  tour  of  the  enonnous  hall.  It  was  as  well  that  he  was  on  foot. 
Had  he  ridden,  like  the  Boman,  in  the  chariot,  tiiumphant  usage 
would  have  required  the  presence  of  a  slave  behind  him,  to  remind 
the  Conqueror  that  he  was  Mortal.  The  slave  was  there,  all 
ready.  He  was  a  Cabinet  courier  from  Brest.  In  hottest  haste 
he  had  sped  to  Paris,  bearing  despatches  which  had  come  from 
Vera  Cruz  to  Havana,  from  Cuba  to  St.  Thomas,  and  thence  to 
France.  They  brought  the  news  that  the  hapless  Maximilian,  the 
I^iantom  Mexican  Emperor,  had  been  shot  to  death  at  QueretarOr 
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They  ti'avellecl,  altUougli  men  snw  not  the  portent  then,  on  the 
wings  of  Nemesis — the  Nemesis  which  is  defeat,  the  Nemeaifl 
which  is  disgrace,  the  Nemesis  which  is  the  hacking  off  the  apurs 
from  the  heels,  and  the  kicking  of  the  banner  down  the  steps  of, 
St.  George's  Chapel ;  the  Nemesis  that  rips  away  the  velvet  and' 
gold  embroidery  of  the  throne,  and  shows  us  a  crazy  skeleton  of 
hare  deal  hoards  and  a  few  tenpenny  nails ;  the  Nemesis  which  ia 
To-morrow.* 

These  eyes  will  not  sec  such  sights  again.  There  is  an  hotel' 
in  the  pleasant  city  of  Frankfort-on-the-Main,  whieh  nscd  to  be 
renowned  for  having  always  at  least  one  Crowned  Head  staying 
under  its  hospitable  roof.  Arriving  there  ouce,  I  laughingly  asked 
the  landlord  what  he  could  give  me  in  the  way  of  Royalties.  He 
replied  as  jocosely  that  he  was  very  sony,  but  that  he  was  then 
out  of  Crowned  Heads,  and  that  the  utmost  he  could  offer  me  in] 
the  way  of  exalted  rank  was  the  Prince  of  Tour  and  Taxis.  Simi'* 
lurly,  1  don't  tliink  they  could  piive  you  so  much  as  the  smallest  ot] 
smdl  ICings  just  now  at  the  Hdtel  Bristol.  As  for  Don  Francisco^: 
late  of  Spain,  his  ex-Majesty  is  completely  '  played  out ; '  and  till ' 
poor  '  bogus '  ICing  of  Araucania  and  Patagonia  died  lately  in  the 
most  embon-assed  circumstances,  I  am  sony  to  hear.  Whether 
the  King  of  Bonny  has  been  among  us,  I  have  not  yet  learnt;  but 
his  Majesty  of  the  Low  Countries  lias,  I  hear,  taken  his  departure. 
I  am  bound  to  add  that,  out  of  political  cii-cles,  in  which  the  pre- 
sence in  Paris  during  the  continuance  of  the  Exhibition  of  a  goodl] 
contingent  of  Princes  seems  to  be  thought  desu-able  as  a  kind 
recognition  and  acceptation  of  the  Republic,  the  Parisians  do  not" 
seem  to  care  ten  centimes  about  the  absence  of  Imperial  and 
Royal  grandees  from  the  capital.  The  other  afternoon,  when 
strolling  in  the  Champs  Elysees,  I  became  aware  of  a  most  dash- 
ing equipage  tearing  along  the  road  from  the  Place  de  la  Concordi 
towards  the  Rond  Point.  It  was  an  open  eaRche,  hung  very  loWg 
Substitute  runners  for  the  wheels,  and  it  would  have  been  a  sledL 
But  I  knew  the  superb  turn-out  well — ^the  three  priceless  horsel 
abreast,  two  of  them  steppers  of  the  Ukraine,  the  last  a  magnifi- 
cent alfsan  ;  the  coachman  a  fnll-hearded  Slav,  in  a  black-velvet 
caftan,  with  sleeves  of  sky-blue  silk.  He  drove  without  a  whip, 
and  with  the  reins  held  square  in  his  wide  outstretched  hands^ 
Very  '  down  the  road,'  very  '  fit '  and  complete  this  model  tro'ikoij 

*  '  All,  Demuin  t'cst  Li  gralnle  cliche  ;  I 

De  qiioi  Dciiiaia  eero-t-il  fail?  I 

L'lif-iumc  nt\iimnt'hiii  ttnic  lu  funso,  1 

Ueiuaiu  bit  m&rit  I'effet.'  Vicroa  IIugo.    I 
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A  t^renchman  standing  by  asked  me  if  I  knew  who  Was  the  middle- 
aged  gentleman  with  blonde  whiskers  just  tinged  with  gray,  in 
civilian  garb,  and  with  a  hat  as  shiny  as  Lord  Hardwicke's,  sitting 
behind  the  driver  in  the  caftan  with  the  sky-blue  sleeves*  Yes ; 
I  knew  that  whiskered  gentleman  by  sight,  I  replied.  It  was  the 
Grand  Duke  Constantine  of  Bussia*  *  Connais  pas/  quoth  the 
Frenchman  standing  by ;  ^  I  thought  it  was  one  of  the  advertise- 
ments of  the  Hippodrome.  Une  fameuse  reclame^  aUez,  ces  trois 
chevauz  de  front*  The  spirited  proprietors  of  the  Hippodrome 
are  in  the  habit  of  sending  all  kinds  of  cavalcades^-Postil- 
lons  de  Longjumeau,  Mexican  guerriUeros,  Moorish  cavaliers, 
Spanish  picadores,  and  what  not — about  the  streets  of  Paris 
in  the  diaytime,  in  order  to  proclaim  the  attractions  of  their 
establishment.  But  only  fancy  his  Imperial  Highness  the  Grand 
Duke  Constantine  of  Bussia  being  mistaken  for  a  puff  of  a 
circus  I 

His  Imperial  Highness  is  about  the  most  distinguished 
foreigner  that  we  can  boast  of  in  Paris  just  now.  There  are,  it 
is  tmei  the  Arab  chiefs — ^tremendous  sheikhs  and  emirs  in  their 
own  country,  no  doubt — ^who  continue  to  stalk  about  the  boule- 
vards, with  crosses  of  the  Legion  of  Honour  attached  to  the  breasts 
of  their  snowy  burnouses ;  but  they  attract  but  little  attention, 
and  are  of  small  account  with  the  people — first,  because  their 
expenses  are  paid  by  the  Government,  and  they  do  not  spend  any 
money  of  their  own ;  and  next,  because  the  Parisian  has  grown  to 
be  somewhat  sceptical  with  regard  to  the  picturesque  Child  of  the 
Desert.  ^  On  pent  voir  ce  Bedouins-lel  tons  les  jours  dans  les  bou- 
tiques de  la  Bue  de  Bivoli,'  says  the  Parisian,  who  is  apt  to  con- 
fuse the  lordly  sheikh  or  the  gallant  emir,  with  a  pedigree  as  long 
as  Abd-el-ICader's,  with  the  astute  Levantine  of  mixed  nationality 
who  assumes  an  Oriental  garb  and  sets  up  a  shop  for  the  sale  of 
Oriental  bric-a-brac.  The  number  of  sham  Turks  roving  about 
Paris  at  the  present  moment  is  prodigious.  You  can  tell  the  real 
Turk  at  a  glance.  His  fez  is  never  of  a  bright  hue — the  glaring 
scarlet  fezzes  used  to  be  made  at  Strasbourg,  and,  since  the  war, 
have  been  manufactured  at  Mulhouse — and  there  is  a  semi-clerical 
look  about  his  angle-breasted,  low-eoUared  black  surtout. 

The  sham  Turk  is  a  much  more  pretentious  individual.  One 
corpulent  old  personage,  with  a  stubbly  gray  beard,  a  white-muslin 
turban  like  an  exaggerated  turnip,  a  dmgy  cashmere-shawl  sash, 
baggy  blue  galligasluns,  white  stockings,  Blucher  boots,  and  a 
battered  umbreUa  of  a  dull  red  hue,  I  seem  to  have  been  aware  of 
for  yearn.    I  do  not  know  whether  he  keeps  a  shop  anywhere,  or, 
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intleed,  ivLether  he  sella  or  does  nnything;  but  I  meet  him  con" 
tinually,  prowling  about  witli  a  stale  and  absent  air,  as  tliough  he' 
were  looking  Tor  somebody  or  something,  but  had  forgotten  what] 
it  was.  I  Iiflve  made  inquiries  about  htm.  He  was  not  always  %] 
Turk,  they  tell  me.  Many  years  ago  he  waa  a  distressed  Pole.] 
I'lien  he  became  a  Hungarian  refugee,  iu  a  threadbare  Honvetti 
uniform.  Again  a  change  came  o'er  the  Bpirit  of  his  costume, 
and  he  appeared  as  a  Moldavo-Wallachian  iu  a  sheepskin  pelisse 
and  a  fur  porringer  on  hia  head,  like  the  Lord  Mayor  of  London's 
sword-bearer.  Once  more  this  Protean  being  was  metamorphosed 
into  a  Suliote,  with  '  a  snowy  camise  and  a  shaggy  capote  ; '  and  in 
1671-2  he  undenvent  another  brief  incarnation  as  the  counterpart 
of  tlie '  Ami  Fritz  '  of  MM.  Erckmann-Chatrian.  In  this  guise  he 
was  supposed  to  be  a  native  of  Alsace-Lorraine,  who  had  '  opted " 
to  become  a  French  subject.  From  the  condition  of  an  '  optician' 
he  reverted  to  his  preniieres  amours,  and  turned  Turk  again. 
mysterious  old  gentleman ;  but  nobody  minds  him.  It  is  one 
the  chief  charms  of  this  city  that  so  long  as  you  pay  your  way  and 
refrain  from  meddUng  with  politics,  nobody  does  mind  you.  You 
may  do  whatever  you  please  and  wear  whatever  tomfool  costume  you 
like  to  assume.  Do  you  remember  the  fantastically- attired  '  Car- 
nevale '  ?  Do  you  remember  M.  le  Marquis  de  Bobino,  with  his 
tail-coat  oflight-pink  silk?  Did  you  ever  hear  of  M.  Edm^  Cham- 
pion, '  le  Petit  Alonteaa  Bleu,*  the  man  with  the  little  blue  cape  ? 
I  would  undertake  to  walk  from  the  Bastille  to  the  JIadeleine  to- 
moiTow  with  ft  cocked-hat  and  a  pig-tail  or  a  Roman  helmet  on  my 
head,  in  a  toga,  a  Spanish  mantle,  or  the  full-dress  of  an  Albanian 
palikar  or  an  Italian  brigand ;  and,  albeit  a  few  people  might  stax^. 
at  me,  I  should  neither  be  mobbed,  molested,  nor  insulted. 

It  is  not  BO  in  London.     The  eccentric  gentleman  from  W( 
who  occasionally  pays  a  visit  to  our  metropolis,  and  walks  aboi 
the  principal  tliorooghfares  in  a  tiglitly- fitting  suit  of  grass-greea 
cloth,  adorned  with  the  tails  of  foxes  and  squiirels,  has  occasion- 
ally,  I  am  given  to  understand,  a  hai'd  time  of  it  with  the  boys. 
In  Paris  a  few  gamins  might  cry  out,  '  Qu'il  est  drSle  ! '  while  t' 
ladies,  always  ready  to  recognise  the  picturesque,  might  exclob 
'II  estvraiment  pas  mal  comme  cela.'     But  nobody  would  ve 
ture  to  huit  his  feelings  by  ribald  comments,  much  less  to  jost 
or  cast  mud  or  stones  at  him.     We  should  be  the  most  cosmopo- 
litan, but  we  arc  in  reality  the  moat  intolerant  and  narrowly-pre- 
judiced people  in  the  world,     I  will  ask  any  middle-aged  gentle- 
man whether  he  has  the  moral  and  physical  courage  to  walk  ans, 
tiue  suiinnev's  mornbig  from   Charing  Cross  to  the  Temple  in  li 
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pair  of  wliite  trou- 
Bera ;  and  I  pity  that 
fanner  or  grazier 
who  was  bold  enough 
to  appear  in  St. 
Paul's  Churchyard 
in  top-boots  and  Iea> 
tbers  and  a  red  waist- 
coat. The  boys  would 
be  '  down '  upon  him 
at  once. 

Meanwhile,  Paris 
presents  at  the  pre- 
sent time  tlie  most 
astounding  melange 
of  varied  costumes 
and  nationalities  that 
it  is  possible  to  con- 
ceive. John  China- 
man, in  the  brightest 

of  embroidered  caftans  and  petticoats,  and   with  the 
of  pigtails,  which  Parisian    caricatnrists    are    always 
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to  proGtiible  account,  pervades  tlie  Exliibitioii,  with  Lis  up-tunie<I 
black- currant  eyes  and  his  eternal  simper.  As  you  see  him  on  the 
tea-tray  and  the  willow-pattern  plate,  you  see  him  in  tlie  flesh. 
Men  may  come  and  men  may  go,  but  he  smirks  on  for  ever.  In 
the  Exhibition  and  on  the  boulevai'ds  the  forei^era  in  Paris  are 


f 

^B  minglcil  in  inextricable  tumult,  and  to  listen  to  the  confusion  of 
^M  tongues  Bnbel  seems  to  hare  come  again  ;  still,  in  the  way  of  resi- 
^f  dence  and  hnbitiial  resoii;,  each  people  appears  to  have  its  favourite 
quarter.  The  Spaniards  and  ItaUons — the  former  in  high  combs 
and  mantillas,  and  frequently  in  the  Andalusian  pork-pie  hat  and 
the  Asturian  capa,  the  latter  distinguishable  only  from  their 
kindred  of  the  Latin  races  by  their  dark  flashing  eyes  and  theii- 
superabundant  gesticidation — are  especially  fond  of  thronging  the 
cafi-'s  between  the  Rue  Richelieu  and  the  Rue  Vivienne.     The 

ji Belgians  liaunt  the  Boulevard  Montmartre.     They  are  a  frugal 

^^V  race,  and  the  restaurants  stretching  towards  tlie  Porte  St.  Denis 
^^Kare  comparatively  cheap.  The  Germans  take  up  an  immense 
^^Bamount  of  room,  make  a  most  tremendous  noise,  and  seem  to  be 
^^Bspending  a  vast  amount  of  money  on  the  boulevards. 
^^K  As  for  the  English,  they  are  uti  pea  partout,  A  few  mornings 
^^H  since  I  paid  a  visit  to  Mr.  Thomas  Cook,  in  Iiis  verj-  pleasant 
^^f  quarters  in  the  Rue  de  la  Faiaanderie,  fitted  up  for  boai-»iing  and 
lodging  the  shoals  of  tourists  who  travel  under  his  wing,  and  founA 
♦I—   ■Mjcommodation  capital     I  went  over  two  or  three  of  the 
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Iiandsome  suburban  villas  teuiporaiily  tenanted  by  the  '  Cookists  j ' 
and  the  name  of  the  proprietor  of  one  of  these  mansions  struck  me 
with  a  pleasant  surprise.  It  was  Madame  St.  Leon,  who,  as 
Mademoiselle  Cerito,  was  one  of  the  most  fascinating  dancers 
that  ever  adorned  the  grand  era  of  the  Terpsichorean  stage.  Nearly 
forty  years  ago  Thomas  Ingoldsby,  describing  the  memorable 
Tambiuini  and  Coletti  emeute  at  Her  Majesty's  Theatre,  wrote  (1 
am  quoting  from  memorj-,  mind) — 

'  Maderaoiaelle  Cheirjtoes 
Shook  to  her  very  toe*  : 
She  couldn't  hop  on,  ao  hoppeJ  off  on  her  jnerry  toea.' 

The  delightful '  Cherrytocs  ' — the  only  ballerina  whom,  the  austere 
iBort  of  the  Czar  Nichoks  of  Bussin  could  tolerate^ia  still 
int,  hale,  prosperous,  and  vivacious.     Very  blithely  did  she 
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come  to  terms  with  5Ii-.  Cook.  '  You  are  an  Englishman,*  she 
said,  '  mid  I  love  England  and  the  English.'  It  is  good  to  think 
of  these  former  Reincs  de  la  Daitse  enjoying  a  green  old  age.  The 
exquisitely  gi"aceful  Duveroay,  world-famous  as  the  dancer  of  the 
'  Cachuca,'  lives  still  in  England,  the  land  of  her  adoption,  a 
wealthy  and  most  charitable  Lady  Bountiful,  beloved  by  all  her 
neighbours ;  and  only  a,  few  days  before  I  left  London  I  met  at  a 
}(arden-pai'ty  a  very  sprightly  lady,  Madame  la  Comtesse  Gilbert 
iloa  Voisins,  whom  more  than  forty  years  before  I  had  known  as 
Marie  Taglioni. 

To  the  affluent  clnsses  among  my  own  conntrj-men,  the  Rue 
de  Rivoli  seems  almost  entirely  to  belong — say  from  the  Hotel  da 
Louvi'o  as  far  as  the  Rue  Castiglione ;  hnt  at  the  new  and 
astonishingly  magnificent  Hotel  Continental  they  have  to  battle 
for  supremacy  with  the  Americans,  who  have  likewise  somewhat 
the  best  of  the  international  fray  at  the  H6tel  Splendide,  and  at 
the  snrpassingly-gi"andiose  Cafe  Restaurant  de  Paris,  in  the  Avenue 
de  rOpei-a.  At  the  last-named  and  overwhelmingly-sumptuous 
place  of  entertainment  I  candidly  confess  that  I  have  not  yet  had 
courage  to  dine.  I  have  peeped  in  once  or  twice ;  but  the  sheen  of 
the  plute  glass,  the  radiance  of  the  gilding,  the  crimson  velvet  and 
the  rosewood,  the  glitter  of  the  plate,  and  the  snowy  whiteness  of 
the  damask  have  ten-ified  me ;  and  I  have  bad,  as  yet,  but  a  Pisgah 
view  of  that  Palestine  soui)  for  which  they  charge,  I  suppose,  five 
francs  a  portion. 

'  Faites  8amber  Finances.'  The  colossal  Continental  Hotel 
occupies  part  of  the  site  of  the  Ministry  of  Finances  petroleumised 
by  the  Conunune ;  but  there  are  other  brand-new  edifices  rising 
in  the  immediate  vicinity  of  tlie  bumt-out  Government  offices, 
which  structures  puzzle  me  more  and  more  as  to  what  lias  become 
->{  the  western  side  of  the  Rue  Castiglione.  On  the  opposite  side 
the  offices  of  Messrs,  John  Arthur  &  Co.,  EngUsh  bankers, 
stand  safe  and  sound  enough ;  but  over  the  way  I  miss  at  least 
half  a  dozen  once  favourite  hotels  and  restaurants.  The  huge 
Continental  Hotel  has  swallowed  them  all  up.  Thus,  too,  the 
enormous  dry-goods  store,  the  Magasins  du  Lou\Te,  has  encroached 
on  the  hotel  of  that  name  until  there  is  a  maximum  of  magasins, 
and  a  minimum  of  inns.  The  vast  dimensions  of  its  principal 
apartments,  the  splendour  of  tlie  decorations  and  fiu-niture  of  the 
entire  establishment,  and  in  particulai-  the  covered  courtyai-d, 
then  entirely  a  novelty  in  France,  made  the  Hotel  du  Lou\Te  in 
its  youth  a  rarity  and  a  phenomenon.  But  it  was  never  a  pleasant 
^  fintel.    From  the  rooms  in  the  front  one  had  only  a  view  of  the 


guard  and  bnn-aek  rooms  of  the  Louvre,  witU  some  grim  and 
Btony  effigies  of  marshals  and  generals  of  the  First  Empii'e ;  and 
tlie  rooms  in  the  rear  were,  notwithstanding  their  handsome  fittings, 
80  gloomy  as  to  be  so  many  Caves  of  Despair.  The  erection  of 
the  hotel  marked  the  dawn  of  the  Imperial  epoch,  as  the  Orand 
H6tel  marked  its  culmination,  and  the  Hotel  Splendide  the  begin- 
ning of  its  decline.  And  now,  Ciesarism  having  deflnitely  nnd 
irretrievably  collapsed  this  bewildei-ingly  vast  and  gorgeous  Hotel 
Continental  has  risen,  with  magical  rapidity,  from  the  red-hot  ashes 
of  the  Commune.  Is  Paris  destined  to  be  the  witness  of  j'etmore 
phenomenal  revolutions  and  still  more  marvellous  hotels  ? 
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XI. 

'  FIGARO   HEBE,   FIQABO    THEBE  !  ' 

Aog.  31. 

The  Bue  Drouot,  like  the  Bue  Lafitte  and  the  Bae  Lepeiletier, 
continaea,  in  despite  of  the  Haussmanisation  of  the  Second  Empire 
and  the  Duvalisation  of  the  Third  Bepuhlic.  to  maintain  ita 
character  as  an  essentially  French  and  eminently  Parisian  street. 
Strange  tricks  have  been  played  with  most  of  the  thoronghfares  in 
its  neif^hbourhood ;  still  the  Bnc  Drouot  has  hitherto  triumphantly 
(le6ed  all  the  attempts  of  an  iconoclastic  mimicipality  to  cut  it  to 
pieces.  The  unfortunate  Bue  de  la  Chaussee  d'Antin  no  longer 
knows  itself,  so  mercilessly  hiis  it  been  new  boulevarded  in  ita 
northern  portion :  and  there  is  something — I  have  not  yet  been 
able  to  discover  with  precision  what  it  is — the  matter  with  the 
present  topography  of  tho  Rue  Taitbout,  aa  compared  with  its 
former  lines ;  but  it  is  lis  easy  as  ever  to  travel  in  the  Rue  Drouot, 
and  to  my  thinking  tliis  thoroughfare  is,  with  the  exception  of  tha 
new '  installation'  of  tho  Figaro  newspaper,  delightfully  unchanged. 
Hay  its  inunutabilily  be  perpetual ! 

After  breakfast — I  mean  the  dijekner  d  la  fourchetle,  not  the 
British  tea,  eggs,  bacon,  and  toast  hour — say  about  two  in  thb 
aft  the  time  to  travel  in  the  Bue  Drouot.     It  is  not  a 

ice,  being  normally,  perhaps,  as  bustling  as  Cran- 
Leicester-Bqooref  whicli  in  its  artistio  a^iect  it  vety 
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nxach  resembles ;  still  it  is  free  from  the  incessant  and  deafening 
roar  of  the  main  boulevards.     One  likes  to  hear  the  ^  city's  busy 
hum  ;*  and  towns  as  tranquil,  say,  as  Cordova  or  Toledo  in  Spain, 
or  Ghent  or  Bruges  in  Belgium,  are  apt,  after  a  time,  to  induce  a 
fit  of  the  meagrims.  When  people  are  really  alive  it  is  incumbent 
upon  them  now  and  again  to  exhibit  signs  of  their  vitality ; — ^but 
ue  Boulevards  which  stretch  from  the  Madeleine  to  the  Bastille 
are  more  than  alive :  they  seem  to  be  hysterical,  delirious,  or  in  a 
permanent  crisis  of  some  great  agony  which  constrains  them  to 
make  a  terrific  disturbance.     The  exceeding  fierceness  of  those 
who  were  wont  to  come  out  of  the  Tombs  of  Old  has  been  accounted 
for  by  the  supposition  that  when  they  emerged  from  their  caverns 
in  the  morning  they  were  likewise  exceeding  hungry ;  and  uncer- 
tainty as  to  where  they  were  to  get  any  breakfast  may  have  had 
much  to  do  with  their  habit  of  shrieking  and  nmning  amuck.    A 
like  fierceness  characterises  the  dogs  of  Eyoub  in  the  Golden  Horn, 
Constantinople,  at  early  mom.     The  homeless  curs  of  the  other 
districts  of  Stamboul  and  of  Pera  know  very  well  when  the  butchers' 
and  bakers'  shops  will  open,  and  when  the  time  for  flinging  them 
stale  crusts  or  scraps  of  offal  will  arrive ;  but  at  Eyoub  there  is 
nothing  but  a  mosque,  a  quantity  of  tombstones,  and  a  few  mud 
hovels  inhabited  by  people  who  halitaally.have  not  enough  bread 
for  themselves ;  and  this  gives  the  dogs  of  the  district  an  excep- 
tionally wolfish  aspect,  and  hyena-like  temper.     I  cannot  help 
fiEmcying  that  garrotters — remember,  that  the  vast  majority  of  those 
criminals  are  hulking  young  fellows,  between  nineteen  and  twenty- 
three,  endowed  with  a  powerful  physique^  rude  health,  and  tre- 
mendous appetites — are  not  in  the  habit  of  obtaining  their  break- 
fasts regularly.     Consequently  they  come  out  of  the  slums  of 
Seven  Dials  and  Whitechapel,  *  exceeding  fierce.'    Consider  how 
lamb-like  is  their  demeanour  in  chapel  at  Pentonville  or  Millbank. 
They  have  a  pleasant  prescience  that  when  the  worthy  chaplain 
has  done  his  office  the  panikin  full  of  nice  hot  gruel  and  the 
welcome  hunk  of  bread  will  be  waiting  for  them. 

Meanwhile  the  Boulevards  bawl  and  bellow,  not  only  at  early 
mom — ^the  disturbance,  as  from  sad  matutinal  experience  I  know 
fiill  well,  begins  at  five  a.m.— but  imtil  high  noon,  and  throughout 
the  afternoon,  and  deep  into  the  night.  *  A  cette  heure,'  writes  to 
me  a  wise  French  friend,  ^  les  femelles  commencent  &  hurler.' 
Those  mad  shrieks  home  on  the  night-wind  are  inexpressibly 
suggestive  to  the  mind.  Fini  de  rire.  The  time  for  hilarity  is 
over,  that  for  ululation  has  begun.  Who  can  be  screaming,  what 
about,  and  where^axo  matters  that  do  not  Goncemyoa.  You  happen 
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wlio  earned  a  livelihood  by  carryiDg  ladies  safely  across  the  swollen 
keonelafter  ashowerofraiiu  For  a  lady  the  fee  was  ten  centimes, 
for  a  child  or  a  pet  poodle  five :  but  the  open  kennel  did  not  dis- 
appear without  many  sighs  on  the  paii  of  conservatism.  Were 
tliere  not  those  who  wept  for  Nero,  and  for  Old  Smitlifield  ? 
The  existing  drainage  of  the  City  of  Faria  is,  I  am  given  to 

(Tstand,  a  colossal  monument  of  sanitary  engineering,  and  in 
mtific  sense  perfect.  I  know  that  MJI.  Victor  Hugo  and  Max- 
do  Camp  have  written  eloquently  and  exhaustively  enough 
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Figaro  I  have  never  beheld.  All  comparisons  with  establishments 
of  the  same  kind  in  my  own  comitry  I  banish,  of  course,  at  once 
from  my  mind.  The  secrets  of  my  own  prison-house  in  Peter- 
borough Court,  Fleet  Street,  I  would  not  dare  to  reveal — the 
'  Society  *  journals,  it  would  seem,  know  more  about  them  than  I 
do ;  but  I  have  been  permitted  to  peep  behind  the  scenes  of  the 
New  York  Herald,  of  the  Levant  Herald  in  the  Grande  Bue  de 
Pera,  of  the  Neue  Freie  Presse  at  Vienna,  of  the  Epoca  at  Madrid, 
and  of  the  Journal  de  St  Peterehourg.  Each  and  every  one  of 
these  offices  presented  a  distinct  and  typical  cachet,  yet  all  pos- 
sessed certain  features  in  common ;  but  the  Figaro  is  confessedly 
wholly  and  entirely  eui  generis  as  a  newspaper-office.  It  is  aU 
very  handsome,  but  it  is  remarkably  business-like.  The  barber's 
razor  is  beautifully  polished  and  sumptuously  mounted ;  but  the 
tonsor  himself  is  as  sharp  as  that  celebrated  manufacturer  men- 
tioned in  Da^vid  Copperfield — Mr.  Brooks  of  Sheffield.  Everything 
that  can  possibly  please  the  eye  and  tickle  the  fancy  of  the  abonne 
is  liberally  provided  at  the  bureatix  of  this  essentially  '  smart ' 
publication ;  but  there  is  another  Eye,  invisible  to  some,  but 
firmly  fixed  in  the  very  centre  of  the  facade  of  the  building — an 
Eye  beneath  which  might  be  inscribed  our  own  highly-esteemed 
BeW$  Life  motto,  ^  Nunquam  dormio ' — an  Eye  which,  with  the 
constancy  of  the  needle  to  the  pole,  is  directed  to  the  Main 
Chance.  Long  ago  it  was  said  of  the  Frenchman  that  *  n6  malin 
il  inventa  le  vaudeville : '  the  proprietary  body  of  the  Figaro  bom 
wide  awake  has  invented  the  art  of  holdmg  an  unprecedented 
number  of  thousands  of  abonnea  with  that  gUttering  Eye. 

I  visited  the  offices  of  the  Figaro  in  the  first  instance  as  a  bold 
stranger.  I  had  heard  that  its  Salle  des  D^peches  was  open  to 
the  public  day  and  night ;  so,  as  one  of  the  public,  I  proceeded  to 
the  Rue  Drouot  to  participate  in  a  wholly  gratuitous  entertain- 
ment. There  are  so  very  few  places  in  Paris,  apart  from  the 
public  museums  and  picture-gsdleries,  which  can  be  seen  for 
nothing ;  and  with  regard  to  the  establishments  above  the  portals 
of  which  *  entree  libre '  is  written,  I  might  counsel  you  to  bear 
in  mind  the  wise  maxim  which  bids  us  to  beware  of  the  Greeks, 
and  of  the  gifts  which  they  give.  To  be  admitted  ostensibly  free, 
gratis,  and  for  nothing  to  a  Champs  Elys^es  concert,  to  be  gener- 
ously allowed  to  listen  to  bad  instrumental  music  and  worse  sing- 
ing, and  to  be  called  upon  to  pay  three  francs  fifty  centimes  for  a 
glass  of  sour  beer,  a  cup  of  chicoried  cofiee,  or  some  brandy  which 
makes  yon  sick,  mav  be  humorous  from  the  proprietor's  point  of 
wew,  bat  is  scarcely  a  comic  transaction  so  far  as  you  are  con- 
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cemed.  I  rejoice,  however,  to  nEinark  ihal  '  la 
wms  not  obligatory  in  the  Salle  des  Depeches  in  the  Boe 
No  waiter  importuned  me  to  give  my  orders,  nor  did  uiybodj 
me  to  buy  anything ;  although  there  vere  a  good  many  articles 
the  walls  which  I  might  have  made  an  offer  for,  such  as  pictures 
and  water-colour  drawings  sent  here  for  sale.  Telegraphic  despatchea 
from  all  parts  of  the  world  are  here  duly  displayed ;  and  you  may 
learn  the  latest  news  from  Bosnia  and  Herzegovina,  from  China 
and  Pern,  from  Capel  Court  and  from  Crim  Tartary.  The  floctua- 
tions  of  native  and  foreign  bouds  and  shares  can  be  studied,  and 
the  latest  state  of  the  odds  on  horsemces  ascertained ;  but  the 
Salle  des  Depeches — through  which,  it  is  calculated,  some  twenty- 
five  thousand  persons  pass  in  the  course  of  eveiy  twenty-four 
hours — serves  other  purposes  than  the  foregoing.  The  room  is  a 
kind  of  bazaar  for  works  of  art,  and  a  great  adrertising-hall,  in 
which  highly  remunerative  prices  are  obtained  for  wall-space. 

To  the  Parisian,  born  a  Jldneur  and  a  '  mooner,'  thia  eleemo- 
eynary  lounging-place  must  he  a  soiwce  of  constantly-renewed 
delight.  So  much  to  stare  at,  and  nothing  to  pay  !  Telegrams 
and  despatches  fiom  Bosnia  and  Herzegovina,  Capel  Court  and 
Crim  Tartary,  are  mingled  with  glowing  polychromatic  advertise- 
ments of  the  renowned  Chocolat  Patapouff,  the  Kacahout  dea 
Kabyles,  the  Petits  Saucissons  dea  Abrutis,  the  Eau  de  Vie  des 
Cuistres,  the  Mngazins  dn  Mauvais  Marche,  the  Maison  de  Blanc 
de  !a  Grande  Croquemitnine,  Ninon  de  I'Enclos  Tooth-Powder, 
Robert  Macaire's  Moral  Cough-Lozenges,  Joan  of  Arc's  Aromatic 
Sticking- Plaster,  and  Curius  Dentatus's  Rhinoceros  Horn  False 
Teeth.  If  there  be  anything  odd  or  out  of  the  way  floating  about 
Paris  it  is  picked  up  by  the  Figaro,  and  exhibited  in  the  Salle 
des  Depeches.  Recently  there  was  shown  a  specimen  of  the 
wretched  ration  of  forage  allowed  by  tlie  Compagnie  G^nerale  des 
Voitures  to  their  overworked  cattle.  I  should  not  be  surprised  to 
see  Peter  the  Gi'eat's  will ;  or  tlie  sabre  which  was  '  the  happit 
day '  in  the  life  of  M.  Joseph  Prudhomme  ;  or  Robespierre's  ski 
when  he  was  a  young  man ;  or  the  skin  of  tlie  yoiuig  woman  dis-' 
sectcd  by  Thomas  Diafoirus.  all  displayed  in  the  Salle  des  Depechi 
of  the  Figaro.  The  astute  proprietary  of  that  journal  are  no  losers 
by  their  hberality.  The  Salle  was  formerly  a  wine-shop.  The 
Figaro  bought  out  Uie  marchand  de  vins  at  a  very  heavy  figure 
but  tlje  revenue  accruing  from  the  advertisements  is  alrea^ 
beginning  to  yield  a  very  large  profit;  the  institution  itaelf- 
feeblv  imitated  by  another  journal  or  two — enhances  the  prettii 
'  pularity  of  the  Figaro  ,■  and  who  shall  say  but  that,  in, 
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*'  many  instances,  the  apparently  unprofitable  Jldneur  comes  from 
ihe  Salle  dea  C^peches  metamorphosed  into  that  being  so  dear  to 
the  proprietorial  heart,  a  full-fledged  ahonn^ — a  yearly  subscriber 
to  the  astute  journal  witli  the  gUttering  E3-e. 

I  had  never,  so  far  as  I  know,  seen  the  abonne  in  the  fle^h, 

and  under  gregarious  conditions ;  so  having  posted  some  letters 

n  post-office  letter-box  and  a  telegraph- 
office  are  among  the  facilities  offered  to 
the  public  iu  the  Salle  des  D^p^chea  of 
the  Figaro — I  entered  the  offices  of  the 
journal  itself,  and  asked  to  be  allowed 
to  have  a  peep  at  some  ahonnes,  if  there 
happened  to  be  any  on  the  premises. 
There  were  plenty,  A  kind  of  gentle- 
man-usher of  mature  age,  who  looked 
80  grave  and  reverend  that  he  might 
have  been  Gil  Bias"  father — who,  jou 
will  remember,  became  an  escudero  in 
his  declining  years,  liis  wife  adopting 
the  vocation  of  a  daeHa — conducted 
me  up  a  krge  and  softly-carpeted  stair- 
case, and  thence  into  a  spacious  ante- 
chamber, the  walls  hung  with  antique 
tapestry,  Venetian  mirrors,  and  ti'ophies 
of  antique  weapons,  and  plentifully 
furnished  with  fauteuils  and  divans. 
The  prevailing  style  of  the  decorations 
was  Hisp an o -Moresque  ;  and  this  in- 
deed is  the  key-note  of  the  scheme  in 
architecture  and  embellishment  of  the 
Figaro  oSices,  the  facade  of  which, 
looking  on  the  Rue  Drouot,  is  adorned 
by  H  bronze  statue  of  the  immortnl 
barber  himself,  lookuig  as  elegantly 
impudent  and  as  amusingly  knavish  as 
he  does  in  the  finest  French  comedy 
and  the  finest  Italian  opera  that  the 
declining  years  of  the  wicked  worn- 
out  eighteenth  century  can  boast  of. 
The  sculptor  of  this  bronze  effigy  of 
the  tonsor  of  the  Plaza  San  Tomas  at  Seville*  gained  the  prize 

•  Tlicre  i»  still  a  barbcr'a  shop  nn  the  Pldja  Snn  Toniea,  which  you  are 

gravely  asonrnl  by  the  aeviilniioj  is  the  identicul  shaving  ealuhlishnn]nl  eret 
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in  an  animated  competition  among  some  of  the  first  plastic  artjata 
in  France ;  and  terra-cotta  models  of  the  Figaros  which  did  not 
win  the  prize,  albeit  some  of  the  figures  are  of  rare  merit,  ara 
dieplayed  on  brackets  in  the  antechamber. 

The   polite   gentleman  who  was 

my  cicerone  next  led  me  to  a  gallery, 
or  lofjgia,  nmning  round  a  qiiad- 
rangulai'  covered  com-tyard,  answer- 
ing precisely  to  the  jiatio  of  a  house 
at  Seville :  only  in  the  centre,  instead 
of  a  fountain,  there  was  a  monu- 
mental bust  in  marble  of  Beau* 
marchais,  and  round  three  of  thi 
eidea  there  were  handsomely  carved 
oaken  screens,  pierced  with  pigeon- 
holes, through  which  money  and 
papers  were  beingcontinnally  passed. 
I  could  look  down  on  three  ranges 
of  epmce  clerks  sitting  behind  the 
usufJ  big  ledgers,  while  on  the 
other  side  of  the  screens  there 
was  a  throng  of  all  sorts  and 
conditions  of  people  busily  engaged 
in  paying  cash  and  receiving  docu- 
ments. 'Ah!' I  thought,  'theseare 
the  advertisers.  An  estimable  race. 
Blessed  be  the  advertisers ! '  Not  at 
all.  I  was  quite  in  error.  The  His- 
pano-MoresqaejJoKo  was  the 'Bureau 
des  Abonnements'  of  the  Figaro; 
and  the  multitude  on  whom  I  was 
looking  down  were  the  abonncs 
the  flesh'  whom  I  had  been  seeking' 
for — the  quarterly,  half-yearly,  or  annual  subscribers  to  the  moat: 
popular  journal  in  France.  The  majority  of  English  joumal> 
publish  the  terms  on  which  they  can  be  subscribed  for ;  and  BS 
Englishman  resident,  say,  in  Italy  or  the  interior  of  France,  usual^f 

patroaised  by  BeanmatchniB,  and  where  the  idea  of  wriling  his  eomediea  fint 
occurreil  to  him.     It  is  quite  the  '  tiling  '  fot  3  tourist  to  get  nhaved  in  thiK 
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ehop.  A  young  cenlleman  Btmma  ajftly  on  the  guitar  nhfle  the  cusloraerii 
being  lathered  ana  scraped ;  and  ^oa  pay  nboiit  four  tiraea  more  for  the  crpeafi 
tion  tlian  you  would  do  at  an  ordinary  barber's.  But  'the  Priest  live*  by  flr^ 
Altar,'  aail  you  most  need  make  youi  oblation  when  you  are  a  pilgrim  at 
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subscribesfor  some  London  pnperor  anotlier.  Of  course  we  have  all 
heard  in  England  of  Uie  '  Subscriber  from  tlie  First ' — and  pretty 
airsliegiTea  himself  Bometimesin  his  correspondenceontbestrengtb 
of  lu8  seniority  in  subscription.  He  is  tiie  twin-brother  of  the 
*  ConBtant  Reader,'  and  I  am  even  inclined  to  think  that  he  is  at 
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least.  Uie  coaBin-german  of  '  Paterfamilias,'  that  he  knows  the  r 
r-        if  Vindex,  and  that  he  most  probably  has  a  bowing  acquai 
I  the  '  Oldest  Inhabitant.' 


ElOABO   &EIIE,    flGABO   tHEE£  I 


•Tin    IX-PREFEfT 

Bnt  there  is  no  mystery  nbout  the  French  ahonne.  He  is  a 
pnlpnble  entity,  frequently  weanng  spectacles  and  ctirryioR  an 
umbrella.  Monsieur  Joseph  Prudhomme,  for  example,  must  liave 
been  bom  an  ahonne.  Jourunls  of  different  shades  of  opinion 
present  equally,  of  course,  varied  aspects  of  the  abonnf,  from  the 
clean-shayen,  sleek-faced,  sable-clad  gentleman  who  subscribes  to 
the  Unh-CTB,  to  the  stout  bourgeois  in  the  light  overcoat  who  haa 
taken  in  the  Coiistitiitionnrl  ever  since  the  days  of  Louis  Philippe, 
and  the  elderly  and  austere  personage,  with  the  ribbon  of  the 
^^«e^ti  and  a  tortoiseshell  snufTbox,  who  pins  his  faith  to  the 
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tnbles,  thickly  scattered  witli  newspapers  and  other  documeuti. 
The  gentlemen  were  busily  employed  in  writing.  They  were  tli^ 
Cyclops  for^ng  the  bolts  of  Jove.  These  were  the  ckambret 
ardcntea  de  la  Redaction.  For  aught  I  could  tell,  I  had  beefl 
gazing  momentarily  on  the  profound  '  J,  Myst&re,'  the  inscrutable 
'Ignotus.'the  enigmatical ' Deux  Aveugles,'  the  recondite 'Masqat 
de  Fer,'  the  ineffable  '  Diplomate,'  and  the  unapproachable  '  Mon- 
siem-  de  I'Orchestre,'  of  this  cunningly  contrived  and  extremelj 
clever  paper. 

I  was  requested,  in  departing,  to  look  on  a  portrait  of  hia 
Roynl  Highness  the  Prince  of  Wales ;  an  excellent  likeness,  sa* 
perbly  framed,  in  the  Hispono -Mores que  patio.  In  the  tapestry<_ 
hung  chamber  took  place  the  famous  nocturnal  concert  and  banquet 
concerning  which  so  many  absurd  stories  have  been  told.  Th* 
Piince  simply  wished  to  see  the  steam-printing  machinery  of  th# 
Figaro,  and  that  machinery  was  not  to  be  seen  in  full  action  until 
long  past  midnight.  Similarly,  in  our  own  metropolis,  princes 
and  potentates  occasionally  turn  up,  in  the  small  hours  of  tha 
night,  at  the  great  newspaper  offices,  to  watch  the  '  Hoe  '  aud  the 
*  Walter '  presses  in '  full  blast.'  The  Redaction  of  the  Figaro,  like 
true  Frenchmen  as  they  are,  thought  that  they  would  combine 
ft  little  festivity  with  the  technical  processes  which  the  Priu« 
was  to  inspect ;  so  they  got  up  a  compact  concert,  in  which  sooK 
of  the  first  artistes  of  the  Parisian  theatres  were  only  too  glad  to 
cooperate,  although  they  had  been  hard  at  work  until  midnight. 
The  musical  entertainment  was  followed  by  a  supper,  and  his 
Royal  Highness  went  away  thoroughly  delighted  with  the  graceful 
hospitality  which  had  been  offered  Imn. 

I  went  away  from  this  very  convivial  newspaper- office  most 
pleasantly  impressed  with  all  that  I  had  seen  ;  but  when  I  had 
crossed  to  the  other  side  of  the  Rue  Drouot  to  take  a  final  survey 
of  the  Hispano-Moi-esque/djtwie  and  the  bronze  statue  of  Figaro, 
there  flashed  more  wakefiilly  than  ever  fi-om  above  the  figure  of 
the  Barber  that  Eye  at  the  existence  of  which,  as  an  integral  part 
of  the  Figaro  '  installation,'  I  have  more  than  once  hiuted.  The 
Eye  had  a  smprising  amount  of  Speculation  in  it ;  and  ever  and 
anon  its  lids  seemed  to  be  contracted  to  the  narrowest  dimen- 
sions,  and  to  assume  the  semblance  of  a  Wink.  Its  glances 
were  articulate,  and  seemed  to  murmur  confidentially,  '  We  are 
perfectly  well  aware  of  what  we  are  about  in  this  establishment, 
and  in  your  next  visit  to  our  Salle  des  D^peches  you  should  ask  to 
-or  celebrated  weasel.  If  he  happens  to  be  asleep,  you  may 
toa  eyebrows  axtc  plaitir,' 
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The  plan  of  the  Paris  Universiil  Exhibition  of  1867  did  not  ill 
resemble  that  of  a  syatem  of  concentric  oval  dishes.  The  plan  of 
the  Universal  Exhibition  of  1878  Is,  so  far  as  the  Champ  de  Mars 
is  concerned,  simply  an  immense  parallelogi-am,  intersected  at 
right  angles  by  innumerable  avenues  between  blocks  of  glass  caaea 
full  of  the  most  in;*enions  and  the  most  highly -finished  specimens 
imaginable  of  everything  that  can  contribute  to  the  convenience, 
the  comfort,  and  the  luxurious  enjoyment  of  life.  There  is  obvi- 
ously no  limit  to  the  productive  powers  of  humanity,  if  tliere  bean 
ndcqunte' supply  of  raw  material,  of  capital,  and  of  mechanical  or 
of  manual  labour  ;  but  there  does,  so  it  appears  to  me,  occm-  from 
time  to  time  a  visible  halt  and  surcease  in  human  invcuUvenesa. 
Such  temporary  stoppage  of  the  inventive  faculty  seems  to  he  the 
most  prominent  characteristic  of  the  enormous  Bazaar  at  the  foot 
of  the  Bridge  of  Jena,  The  '  roaiing  looms  of  Time  '  make  as 
thunderous  a  clatter  as  ever;  but  it  is  the  old,  old  tissue  that  ia 
being  woven.  There  is  a  maximum  of  gregariouanesa  and  (i  mini- 
Ipum  of  isolation  among  the  exhibitors.  You  ItJok  in  ?-=-  ■"  •»«>" 
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intGrminable  corridors  of  shop-windows  for  Biict  nfiive  specimens 
of  individual  ingenuity  and  labour  as  were  delightfully  manifest  in 
our  World's  Fair  in  Hyde  Piuk  seven- and -twenty  years  ago— 
models  of  Tintem  Abbey  or  Kochester  Castle  in  cork  ;  Pharaoh 
and  oil  his  Host  Engulfed  in  tlie  Red  Sea,  burnt  with  a  red-hot 
poker  on  a  deal  board,  by  a  clergj-man  in  the  vale  of  Taunton ; 
ComicalCreaturesfromWiirtemberg;  Gulliver  and  the  Lilliputians, 
in  wax;  Susanna  and  the  Elders,  in  Berlin  wool,  by  a  Lady  Twenty- 
five  Years  Bedridden ;  or  a  Model  in  Ivory  of  the  Old  Tom^raire, 
by  Two  Congenital  Idiots.  These  were  tmpretending  '  Exhibits ' 
enough  ;  but  they  spoke  of  the  croft  and  patience  of  individual 
Man.  In  more  recent  Expositions,  and  notably  in  the  gigantic 
Bazaar  which  I  am  at  present  painfully  exploring,  individual  man, 
save  in  a  very  few  instances,  disappears,  and  is  replaced  by  great 
Companies  and  great  Fu-ms  solicitous  of  orders,  and  eager  to  sell 
their  wares. 

The  principal  impression  conveyed  to  my  mind  by  what  I  have 
hitherto  seen  is  tliat  there  is  too  much  of  everything  in  the  Champ 
de  Moi-s  and  the  Trocadero,  and  that  the  illustration  of  every 
depai'tment  of  cosmopolitan  industry  has  been  distended  to  weari- 
some proportions.  I  may  be  mistaken,  but  I  fancy  that  I  havo 
descried  on  some  thousands  of  faces,  not  only  French  but  foreign, 
among  the  visitora  to  the  Exhibition,  a  listless,  fagged  and  be- 
wildered expression  ;  and,  so  far  as  I  am  personally  concerned,  I 
know  very  well  that  I  am  not  mistaken  in  the  diagnosis  of  my  oivn 
sensations  ofter  say  a  tliree  hours'  wandering  to  and  fro  among 
the  glass  cases,  namely,  that  if  a  little  lunch  were  not  speedily 
administered  to  repair  the  exhausted  Ituman  tissues  there  would 
be  some  danger  of  somebody  going  melancholy  mad.  My  brothers 
and  sisters,  I  entreat  you  to  refrain  from  cant  in  this  matter. 
Let  us,  for  once  in  our  lives,  abstain  from  being  humbngs.  Yes ; 
we  ore  very  fond  of  picture-galleries  and  vestibules  full  of  beautiful 
marble  statues.  The  late  M,  Fortuny  was  a  truly  great  pcunter. 
So  was  poor  Henri  Begnault.  So  are  the  still  happily  extant 
ItlM.  Gerome  and  Meissonier.  Gnstave  Dora's  Bacchanalian 
Vase  deseiTes  to  be  reexamined  and  readmired  again  and  again. 
The  ceramics,  the  bronzes,  the  crj'stal  chandeliers,  the  tapestry, 
tlie  clocks  and  watches,  are  all  monstrous  fme.  But  three  hours' 
contemplation  of  such  objects,  to  say  nothing  of  the  flying  glances 
which  we  have  cast  while  hurrj'ing  through  the  cases  full  of  boots 
and  shoes,  riding-habits,  combs  and  brushes,  and  ladies  and  gen- 
■iftmen's  underclothing,  are  apt  to  induce  a  state  of  mind  far 
eeding  dejection,  and  treaching  indeed  on  downright  exaspera- 
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tton.  I  will  put  the  case  pkinly.  Are  you  prepared,  on  a  very 
warm  day,  to  walk,  with  a  lady  oq  your  arm,  from  the  Ox- 
ford Circus,  down  Ilegent  Street,  Waterloo  Place,  Charinc  Cross, 
the  Strand,  Fleet  Street,  Ludgate  Hill,  Cheapside,  Comhill,  Feo- 
chorch  Street,  Whitechapel  High  Street,  and  so  on  to  Mile  End 
and  Bow,  looking  in  at  every  shop-window  on  each  side  of  the  way 
as  yon  go  ?  If  you  are  not  equal  to  such  a  pilgrimage  on  foot, 
you  should  engage  afauteaU  rouiant  or  Bath-chair  so  soon  as  ever 
yon  have  passed  the  Porte  Rapp  and  find  yourself  within  the  pre- 
cincts of  the  Paris  Exhibition.  In  London  you  will  find  on  your 
way,  for  luncheon  purposes,  such  restaurants  as  the  Burlington, 
the  Cafe  Royal,  UiQ  St.  James's,  the  Criterion,  the  Pall  Mall, 
Verrey's,  Simpson's,  the  Gaiety,  the  London,  the  Ludgate,  Fur- 
cell's,  Birch's,  and,  taking  a  slight  detour,  the  Ship  and  Turtle. 
Let  ns  see  what  M.  Krantz,  the  Conunissary-Qeneral  of  the  Exhi- 
bition, has  done  to  fui-ther  the  bodily  refreshment  of  bis  sorely 
fatigued  pilgrims. 

"hi  the  Champ  de  Mars, 
at  the  left  an^e  of  the 
Palace,  by  the  aids  of  the 
statue  of  Charlemagne, 
there  ia  the  '  Boftt  Fran* 
^ais,'  a  very  indifferent 
refreshment  place,  where 
cold  viaads  are  served  at 
from  one  to  two  fimncs  Uie 
plate,  and  a  'bock,*  or 
f^ass  of  light  and  frothy 
beer,  is  charged  thirty-five 
centimes,  or  nearly  doable 
the  price  that  a  glass  of 
Allsopp  or  of  Burton  ale 
costs  with  us.  The  '  bock ' 
is  certunly  unintoxicating, 
but  it  is  inordinately  dear. 
At  the  opposite  angle  is 
an  Anglo-American  bar, 
where  the  beer  is  even 
dearer.  For  fiffy  centimes 
a  hunk  of  bread,  with  n 
very  little  morsel  of  meat  lying  jierdue  in  it,  can  here  be 
procnred ;  but  a  slice  of  tough, badly-cured,  and  worse-cooked  han> 
costs  one  franc  S&j.    At  tM  Hongarian  '  Csarda,'  in  the  '  AU 
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(Ill  Pare,'  on  the  right  lateral  of  the  Palace,  if  you  come  early 
enongh,  you  may  get  some  '  National  Hungarian  dishes '  in  the 
shape  of  '  Zutyas/  POrkoll,  and  smoked  beef — all  very  dear  aud 
very  bad.     Here  vln  dore,  or  wine  with  bits  of  gold  leaf  floating  a 
about  in  it,  and  sold  at  the  rate  of  a  franc  the  half  bottle,  and  Toka^ 


— the  inevitable  Tokay,  of  coui-sej  from  the  cellars  of  the  Iate^ 
Prince  Esterhazy — is  charged  two  francs  a  glass.    In  the  evening 
the  Magyar  Pavilion  offers  the  attraction  of  an  orchestral  per- 
formance, from  some  minsti'ela  who  call  themselves  '  Tsiganes,* 
but  who  look  fai'  less  like  Hungarian   gipsies   than  disguiaeda 
'  of  one  of  om-  old  familiar  '  green-baize  bands    Iroma 
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Margate  or  Brighton.  At  the  neighbouring  Russian  Pavilion  they 
sell  Muscovite  cigarettes,  'Koumys/  and  a  horrible  beverage 
called  '  Kluttwa/  which  pretends  to  be  lemonade,  but  more  nearly 
resembles  Friedrichshalle  water  flavoured  with  carbolic  acid. 
Higher  up  is  the  '  Pavilion  Hollandais/  where  a  number  of  dumpy 
young  women  with  faces  like  kidney-potatoes,  and  who  are  dressed 
in  '  Frisian  costume/  including  a  liberal  display  of  bright-coloured 
stockings,  dispense  the  '  schubac/  the  Curasao,  and  the  bitters,  and 
other  Batavian  liqueurs  of  M3aiheer  Lucas  Bols  of  Amsterdam. 
This  is  merely  a  place  for  dram-drinking,  but  there  is  another 
Dutch  buffet  at  winch  the  appetite  can  be  appeased  in  the  angle 
of  the  Palace  near  to  the  Porte  Dupleix* 

Opposite  the  £cole  Militaire  is  the  Restaurant  Gangloff,  which 
prides  itself  on  selling  only  Alsatian  beer.  The  bill  of  fare  and  the 
prices  of  the  dishes  are  about  the  same  as  those  of  the  Bouillon 
Duvid ;  and  ordinary  wine,  just  drinkable,  can  be  had  for  one 
franc  fifty  a  bottle.  Then  comes  the  monster  establishment  of  the 
Bouillon  Duval  itself — always  crowded,  always  stifling  hot,  always 
steaming  with  miscellaneous  odoui*s,  and  where  the  closely-packed 
guests  lunch  and  dine  amphitheatrically  to  an  infernal  tintamarre  of 
knives  and  forks,  plates  and  dishes.  The  attendants  are  cleanly- 
looking  females  of  all  ages,  in  white  caps,  bibs,  and  aprons,  and 
blue  serge  dresses,  putting  you  in  mind  of  Sisters  of  Charity  who 
have  cut  off  the  volants  of  their  snowy  headdresseii*  You  may 
get  a  plate  of  meat  at  from  twenty-five  to  seventy-five  centimes, 
one  of  vegetables  at  from  twenty  to  forty;  wine — such  'petit  bleu  * ! 
— ^is  merely  one  franc  ten  centimes  the  bottle,  while  beer  is  thiily 
centimes  the  *  bock.*  Everything  is  very  cheap,but  not  necessaiily 
nasty,  and  on  the  whole  it  is  somewhat  rough.  The  company  is 
mixed,  and  occasionally  villanous ;  and  although  I  should  advise 
all  young  gentlemen  anxious  to  '  see  life '  to  explore  the  interior  of 
the  Bouillon  Duval,  I  should  certainly  not  counsel  them  to  take 
ladies  with  them.  Near  the  Porte  de  Tourville  is  another  buffet, 
a  so-called '  International  *  one,  but  really  French,  where  the  *  bock ' 
attains  the  abnormal  rate  of  forty-five  centimes.  Opposite  this 
establishment  is  the  '  Restaurant  Universel,'  chai'ging  a  fixed 
price — breakfast  four  francs,  dinner  six  francs.  The  repast  is 
mediocre,  but,  when  compared  with  the  refection  furnished  at 
other  restaurants,  not  altogether  to  be  disdained. 

A  more  aristocratic  restaurant,  with  '  service  i  la  carte/  dishes 
at  from  two  to  four  francs  each,  ordinary  wine  at  two  francs  fifty  a 
bottle,  and  Allsopp  at  fifty  centimes  the  *  bock* — Allsopp  is  the  pre- 
vaUing  beer  at  all  the  better- class  establishments — will  be  foundj^ 
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under  the  name  of '  Catelaiii,'  in  the  park,  close  to  the  Bridge  of  Jena; 
and  to  the  left  of  this  is  the  Belgian  restaurant,  rather  an  indifferent 
estahlislunent  on  the  whole.  Castel'e  restaurant  a  la  carte  is  near 
the  Porte  de  Grenelle,  facing  the  railtray  station ;  and  in  an  entirely 
opposite  direction,  on  the  Quai  d'Orsay,  and  in  the  heart  of  the 
French  Agi-icultiu'al  Section,  is  Fanta's  Cafe,  where  you  can  lunch 
or  dine,  at  the  regulation  fixed  price,  to  the  entertaining  strains  of 
the  Kakocsy  march  from  another  band  of  gypsy  musicians.  Jn  the 
Trocadero  section  of  the  park,  Catelain  has  a  second  restaurant,  at 
which  boulevard  prices 
are  charged ;  and  facing 
the  grand  cascade  is  a 
somewhat  pretentious- 
Spanish  restaurant, 
which  announces  its 
readiness  to  dispense 
such  Iberian  beverages 
as  '  Pigna,'  '  Monti- 
coilo,'  'Fresa,'  'Cidra- 
do,'  and  '  PoncLe  a  la 
Eomana.'  I  do  not  re- 
member to  have  quaffed 
such  liquors  in  the  Pen- 
insula. Here,  too,  you 
may  obtain  cocido  &^ 
la  Espaiiola  '  Huevt 
fritos  con  jamon 
(llici,  ham  and 
'  Bacalno  a  la  Vizcaina ; ' 
'ChuletosklaPanllus;' 
'  Ensalada  de  pimiea- 
tas  ;  '  '  Salpicon  d 
Vich  ■ — Don  Quixote' 
favourite  supper ; '  Aceitunas  Sevillanas ' — which  are  simply  pickli 
olives ;  and  '  Arroz  a  la  Valcnciana  ' — which  is  rice  witli  grease, 
and  is  sold  for  three  francs  a  plate  full.  Spain  is  already  remark- 
able for  the  very  worst  cookery  to  be  found  in  all  Europe.  She 
possesses  only  three  tolerable  dishes — '  gallo  con  arroz,'  which  is 
vu'tually  the  Moorish  fowl  and  pi^/,  the  '  puchero,"  and  the  '  olls;"i 
but  tliese  really  national  jilata  are  not  to  be  found  at  the  Restaur-i 
ant  Espagnol.  Finally,  there  is  a  pseudo-Tunisian  cafe  m  the 
'JVncadero,  at  which,  until  lately,  a  poor  httle  girl  in  a  fez  cap  and 
trousers  sang  songs  and  danced  sarabands  at  night  for  th« 


r  (bv  lafosse). 
'  Whnt  dish  have  you  gol  tliere  ? ' 
'  I  really  rxa'i  wy — costoneta  with  tunmto 
luce,  I  fiiiicy ' 
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Kamusement  of  the  giiests,  until  M.  Krantz  suppressed  Ler  per- 
formances as  inimical  to  morality,  and  banisLed  the  disconsolate 
Bayad^e  to  her  native  BeUeville. 
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After  all,  there  is  thus  much  to  admire,  to  wonder  at,  And  to  J 
philosophise  over  in  a  Univereal  Exhibition,  in  the  fact  that  each 
of  these  ebows  is,  after  its  kind,  uniqne ;  and  that  the  thing  in  its 
complete  entirety  can  never  be  seen  agEiin.  Its  component  pails 
may  be,  and,  in  all  probability,  Ti-ill  be,  brought  together  again, 
since  one  half  the  world  is  never  tired  of  shopkeeping,  the  other 
half  of  shopping,  or,  at  least,  of  staring  into  shop-windows  and 
thinking  what  it  would  buy  if  it  only  had  the  money.  And,  in 
truth,  a  modeiTj  Exposition  is  abstractedly  only  a  manner  of  kalei- 
doscope.  You  have  seen  all  the  bits  of  coloured  glass  over  and  I 
over  again ;  but  you  know  that,  by  means  of  a  cylinder  with  a  tin  ] 
disc  with  a  peephole  in  its  ceatxe  at  one  end,  and  a  lens  of  grounij  ] 
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glass  at  the  other,  and  an  oblong  piece  of  glass  that  has  been 
smoked,  a  shake  of  the  hand  is  sufficient  to  produce  an  infinite 
repetition  of  geometiic  and  polychromatic  patterns.  So  is  it  with 
Exhibitions.  The  components — steam-hammers,  carding-mills, 
sewing-machines,  pictures,  marble  statues,  big  guns,  dolls,  colos- 
sal looking-glasses,  pickle-bottles,  carved  bedsteads,  embroidered 
petticoats,  china  vases,  iron  safes,  anchors,  and  toothpicks — are 
always  at  hand.  Once  in  a  decade,  or  oftener  if  the  Exhibition 
craze  be  taken  the  whole  world  round,  the  powers  that  be  issue  an 
edict  ordering  some  Imperial,  Royal,  or  Republican  Commission ; 
and  an  architect  is  retained  to  design  some  new  ornamental  cylin* 
der — usually  an  extremely  hideous  one — ^for  the  kaleidoscopic  dis- 
play. The  manufabturers  and  the  shopkeepers  have  an  enhanced 
supply  of  particoloured  vitreous  fragments  forthcoming ;  and  on  a 
given  day  Authority  gives  the  cylinder  a  shake,  to  the  accompani- 
ment  of  a  flourish  of  trumpets  and  a  discharge  of  artiUery,  and 
miUions  press  to  the  peephole,  and,  surveying  the  new  geometrical 
pattern,  ejaculate  0 — 0 — 0 — Oh!  just  as  they  do  at  a  public 
garden  when  the  final  pyrotechnic  bouquet  begins  to  unfold  its 
glories.  But  there  will  be  more  Exhibitions  and  more  fireworks  in 
days  to  come. 

It  is  inexpedient,  perhaps,  to  be  enthusiastic  about  anything ; 
but  in  no  direction  is  enthusiasm  of  the  gushing  kind  so  much  to 
be  deprecated  as  in  the  case  of  International  Exhibitions  as '  Con- 
gresses of  Industry*  and  *  Festivals  of  Peace.'  The  World's  Fair 
in  Hyde  Park  in  1851  was  immediately  followed  by  a  Revolution 
in  France ;  the  Paris  Exhibition  of  1855  was  held  in  the  very 
midst  of  a  devastating  war  between  three  of  the  Great  European 
Powers ;  two  years  and  a  half  after  the  Exposition  UniverseUe  of 
1867 — disturbed  as  it  was  in  its  actual  course  by  the  Mexican 
catastrophe  and  the  Luxembourg  squabble — came  Worth  and 
Sedan ;  and,  as  for  1878,  all  that  we  can  say  as  yet  is  that  we 
should  be  very  thankful  that  Western  Europe  has  escaped  the 
horrors  of  war  by  which  the  East  has  been  devastated,  and  that  we 
have  not  the  slightest  idea  of  what  is  to  come  next.  Since  the  com- 
mencement of  the  era  of  Peace,  twenty-seven  years  ago,  the  world 
has  witnessed — International  Exhibitions  notwithstanding — no 
less  than  ten  horrible  wars  in  Turkey,  the  Crimea,  India,  China, 
Italy,  America,  Germany,  and  France,  to  say  nothing  of  interne- 
cine wars  in  Spain  and  Mexico,  and  hostilities  with  savage  tribes 
all  over  the  earth.  So  pay  your  franc  at  a  d^bit  de  tabac ;  sur- 
render your  ticket  at  the  Porte  Rapp ;  take  your  fill  of  the  sights 
fuid  Qcenes  of  U^e  Trocad^rQ  m^  th^  Champ  de  Mars ;  but  forbear 
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to  yield  to  tlie  plensing  liallucination  that  International  Exhibi- 
tions have  anything  to  do  with  politics.  If  people  want  to  go  to 
war  they  will  set  to  cutting  one  another's  tb'oats  at  apparently  the 
most  inappropriate  seasons — at  dinner  time,  or  during  the  Long 
Vacation,  during  church-time,  or  on  Sunday,  or  on  the  Derby- 
day.  Cain,  when  his  blood  is  up,  will  not  stay  liis  hand  because 
Abel  is  just  finishing  a  beautiful  model  of  Mesopotamia  in  carved 
cork. 

In  that  section  of  the  Exposition  Universelle  where  British' 
pottery  makes  so  opulent  and  interesting  a  display,  wheresoever  one 
turns  there  is  reason  for  cougratulafion.  We  may  not  be,  it  is 
ti'ue,  originating  anything  of  so  marked  a  nature  as  the  famous 
last-century  jasper  wai-e  of  Josiah  Wedgwood,  for  which  Flaxman 
furnished  the  designs.  It  is  not,  perhaxis,  often  in  many  centuries 
that  such  a  step  in  ceramic  art  is  accomplished  as  that  which 
made  the  fame  of  Flaxman  and  the  fortune  of  the  Wedgwoods. 
Still,  it  must  be  remembered  that  the  potter's  art  in  the  first  four 
decades  of  this  century  exhibited  much  more  of  the  symptoms  at 
decline  than  of  advance ;  that  tlie  Worcester  manufactory  in  par" 
ticular  faded  into  almost  nothingness,  and  tliat,  but  for  the  con- 
tinued excellence  of  the  Spode  ware — the  basis  of  the  existing 
ware  of  the  Copelands,  and  the  white  statuary  figures  of  the  same 
house — not  only  France,  but  Bavaria,  Austria,  and  Italy,  which 
have  never  lost  the  way  of  making  majolica,  surpassed  us  as  art- 
potters.  The  first  step  towards  the  recoveiy  of  our  old  position 
was  the  production  by  Minton  of  encaustic  tiles  ;  this  resuscita- 
tion of  a  very  ancient  art  being,  without  doubt,  indirectly  due  to 
the  influence  of  the  late  Sir  Charles  Barry  and  of  the  elder  Pugin, 
Coloured  icascr*;  arranged  in  a  classically  geometrical  pattern  were 
used  by  the  first-named  architect  more  than  forty  years  ago  for  the 
pavementofthea/riwmofthelteformClub.  Then  came  the  building 
of  the  new  Houses  of  Parliament,  and  the  erection,  all  over  the 
countiy,  of  a  vast  number  of  churches  and  more  or  less  ecclesiastical 
structures  of  mediieval  design.  These  necessitated  the  employment, 
on  the  most  extensive  scale,  of  painted  tiles — 'Dutch 'tiles,  as  from 
old  associations  it  was  customary  contemptuously  to  call  them,  and 
which  had  long  been  relegated  to  tlie  meanest  uses.  Enamelled 
tiles  opened  the  door  for  encaustic,  and  in  these  the  Mintons 
attained  a  deserved  preeminence  as  designers  and  executants. 
Tiles,  both  enamelled  and  encaustic,  are  so  beautiful  to  look 
80  durable,  and  so  cleanly,  that  it  is  not  to  be  wondered  at 
wir  use  should  have  been  adapted  to  almost  every  scheme 
leBtio  decoration.    They  will  harmonise  with  any  Btyle 
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ihey  are  susceptible  of  the  most  varied  embellishment  by  means 
of  relievo ;  they  form  the  leading  feature  in  decorative  chimney- 
pieces,  and  can  be  combined  as  dados  with  mural  painting  of  the 
highest  order.  Painted  tiles  too  can  be  used  for  the  adornment 
of  ceilings  with  curved  surfaces — ^witness  the  remarkable  plafond 
of  the  Biblioth^ue  Nationale  in  the  Rue  BichelieU,  executed 
about  a  dozen  years  since  by  Messrs.  Copeland ;  and  an  immense 
development  may  be  expected  in  this  department  of  the  potter's 
industry  when  English  house-builders  have  the  common  sense  to 
substitute,  as  the  people  of  Lisbon  do,  ornamental  tile-work  for  the 
present  dingy  brick-fronts  of  their  dwellings.  From  how  many 
visitations  of  dust  and  soot — to  say  nothing  of  eye-weariness  and 
mind- weariness — should  not  we  be  relieved  by  the  introduction  of 
80  beneficent  an  innovation,  which  could  not  fail  to  make  the  out- 
sides  of  our  habitations  bright  and  tasteful^  and  which  every  shower 
of  rain  would  effectually  cleanse  ! 

Here,  then,  to  my  thinking,  do  we  stand,  substantially,  in  the 
matter  of  pottery.  Nothing  of  any  great  impoi*tance  has  been 
actually  invented  by  us  during  the  last  hundred  years,  with  the 
exception  of  Wedgwood's  jasper,  and  the  late  Alderman  Cope- 
land's  white  statuary;  but- we  have  revived  many  ancient  and 
well-nigh  extinct  wares,  and  we  have  borrowed  from  our  neigh- 
bours numerous  beautiful  processes,  and  adapted  them  so  skil- 
fully as  to  make  them  virtually  our  own.  The  incised  and 
applique  ware  of  the  Messrs.  Doulton  rivals  the  best  old  gres 
Flamand;  we  have  completely  mastered  the  most  exquisite  form 
of  cameo  working  in  china,  in  the  pdte-sur'pdte  process ;  we  are 
successfully  imitating  the  very  finest  majolica  and  Delia  Robbia, 
and  we  could  as  successfully  imitate  Falissy  ware,  but  for  the  in- 
grained prejudice  which  exists  among  the  English  public  against 
plates  and  dishes  decorated  in  high  relief  with  iJie  effigies  of  toads 
and  lizards,  whelks,  rock  limpets,  and  snails.  When  we  do  get 
hold  of  a  piece  of  real  Falissy  we  hang  it  on  a  wall,  as  high  up 
as  we  can,  in  order  that  our  fastidious  eyes  may  not  be  offended 
by  the  sight  of  a  number  of  creeping  and  slimy  creatures  wriggling 
over  the  surface  of  things  from  which  people  are  supposed  to  have 
eaten  and  drunk.  For  the  rest,  so  spirited  have  been  our  manu- 
facturers and  so  skilful  our  chemists  that  we  possess  every  kind  of 
paste  known  in  pottery,  from  *  egg-shell '  to  stone  ware,  and  in  the 
way  of  colour  we  have  acquired  nearly  all  the  tints  in  the  world- 
famed  *  Palette  de  Sevres.'  We  lack  only  one  or  two  nuances  of 
the  tint  known  as  '  Celadon.'  The  great  State  porcelain  ^ 
factorv  of  France  has  two  or  three  blues  which  are  not 
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palette,  but  we  do  not  want  t]icm.  Their  own  '  bleu  du  Roi'  ia 
not  perfect ;  and  we  have  British  blues  which  they  cannot  surpniis. 
In  monumental  porcelain,  Sevres,  it  should  be  as  £i-ankly  as 
cheei'fully  admitted,  bents  ua  lioUow.  We  could  produce,  it  may 
be,  vases  fifteen  feet  high,  decorated  with  elaborately  painted 
pictures  of  the  Apotheosis  of  Psyche  or  the  Battle  of  Atbela ;  but 
who  would  purchase  those  elaborate  works  of  art  when  they  were 
completed  ?  The  fubrique  de  Sicres  is  supported  by  the  IVench 
Government,  and  is  one  of  the  national  glories  of  France.  The 
prodigious  pieces  produced  at  Sevres  are  designed  for  the  embel- 
lishment of  the  national  Palaces,  or  to  sei-ve  as  presents  to  foreign 
Sovereigns.  Our  potteries  aie  private  undertakings,  of  which  tlie 
proprietors  are  bound  to  satisfy  the  inclinations  of  individual 
customers.  The  manufacturers  have  been  doing  their  best  these 
five-and-twenty  years  past  to  elevate  the  taste  of  their  customers  by 
providing  them  with  better  models  and  patterns ;  stLll,  they  cannot 
be  expected  to  sacrifice  themselves  um'eservedly,  ou  the  altar  of 
public  spirit,  by  fabricating  r/rosses  piixes  which  the  general  public 
would  decline  to  pmchase.  \Vlien  an  English  gentleman  fuiiiishes 
liis  house,  and  thinks  that  a  pair  or  so  of  very  large  vases  would 
look  well  in  his  diawing-room,  his  mind's  eye  instinctively  turns 
towai'ds  China  or  Japan.  Setting  aside  Satsuma  or  '  Grand  Man- 
dai'in,'  a  big  Oriental  vase  of  tolerable  handsomeness  will  not  cost 
him  a  tithe  of  what  he  would  have  to  pay  for  a  trophy  of  similar 
dimensions  from  S&vres.  If  English  potters  threw  themselves  into 
the  rash  speculation  of  producing  huge  vases  elaborately  embel- 
lished with  paintings  the  expense  would  be  absolutely  ruinous. 
We  have  ns  yet  no  national  school  of  china-painting,  and  if  a  first- 
rate  English  artist  in  oil  or  water  colours — say,  Mr.  Poynter  or 
Sir  John  Gilbert — could  be  persuaded  to  master  the  mysteries  of 
painting  pictures  which  have  to  be  'fired,'  he  would  probably 
expect  n  Uiousand  guineas  for  the  Apotheosis  of  Psyche  or  the 
Battle  of  Ai'bela.  Now  at  S6vrea  the  outlay  on  the  artistic  main- 
d'aiivre  is  by  no  means  the  costliest  poi't  of  the  process  of  produc- 
ing a  vase  of  gigantic  size.  There  ai-e  very  few  porcelain  paintei's, 
includuig  even  those  otia  premiere  force  at  Tours,  who  receive  more 
than  ten  guineas  a  week ;  and  Psyche's  Apotheosis  or  Alexander's 
victory  would  not  occupy  a  skilful  French  practitioner  more  than 
a  month  or  six  weeks.  The  English  customer,  meanwhile  having 
satisfied  his  ambition  by  the  i)urchase  of  some  veiy  big  Oriental 
does  not,  as  a  rule,  wish  to  buy  an)i,hing  larger  from  the 
potter  than  a  ti-io  of  Minton's  macaws,  to  hang  in  his 
I  or  some  jardinihe$  for  flowers,  or  the  celebrated  bull- 
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dogy  or  the  admired  Dutch  pug,  or,  at  the  most,  the  graceful  life- 
size  faun  in  coloured  earthenware.  His  taste  after  tiiat  sets  un- 
mistakably in  the  direction  of  small  pottery — *  pilgiim-bottles,* 
bowls,  standishes,  and  similar  bibelots,  and  especially  of  teacups 
and  saucers.  The  display  of  these  last-named  wares  in  the  Eng- 
lish Pottery  Department  is  literally  amazing,  both  in  abimdance 
and  variety  and  points  unmistakably  to  that  which  is  really  our 
forte  in  these  periodical  exhibitions  of  skill  and  industiy. 

Although  I  have  several  times  alluded  to  the  Minton  ceramic  dis- 
play in  the  Palace  of  the  Champ  de  Mars,  the  mention  I  have  made 
of  it  has  only  been  vaguely  incidental.  So  much  praise,  however, 
has  been  bestowed,  not  merely  by  native,  but  by  continental  judges, 
on  the  ware  of  the  world-famous  firm  of  Stoke-upon-Trent,  that  a 
slightly  more  detailed  notice  of  some  of  the  principal  features  of 
this  magnificent  assemblage  of  art-pottery  may  be  acceptable. 
The  court  devoted  to  it  was  designed  by  the  distinguished  archi- 
tect, Mr.  B.  Norman  Shaw,  B. A.  Between  two  of  the  porches  of 
entrance  stands  a  large  majolica  jardinikre,  and  within  another 
entrance  a  smaller  jardiniere  of  Henri  Deux  ware.  One  side  of 
the  interior  of  the  court  is  devoted  to  a  rich  display  of  Minton's 
tiles  for  wall  and  hearth  decoration.  The  most  conspicuous  exhi- 
bits in  the  interior  are  undeniably  the  superbly  beautiful  specimens 
of  the  curious  and  delicate  ceramic  process  known  bls  pdte'Sur-pdte, 
executed  by  the  gifted  French  artist  M.  Solon-Miles,  who  was 
formerly  engaged  at  the  State  porcelain  manufactory  at  Sevres, 
bat  is  now  permanently  domiciled  on  English  soil.  The  specialty 
of  M.  Solon-Miles'  work  consists  in  the  decoration  being  painted, 
or  rather  modelled,  in  relief,  with  clay  in  a  liquid  state,  on  the 
object  to  be  embellished,  which  is  also  in  the  unbaked  stage. 
Thus  the  name  given  to  tlic  process  is  technically  correct.  It  is 
really  'paste  upon  paste.'  The  very  greatest  care  is  necessary 
in  manipulation ;  and,  the  colours  being  opaque,  the  hand  of  a 
true  artist  is  needed  to  fix  the  various  gradations  of  light  and 
shade.  Among  the  principal  examples  of  pdU'Sur-pdie  are  an 
Etruscan  vase,  modelled  from  the  original  in  the  Museum  at 
Naples — the  subject,  '  Cupid  the  Orator  '—on  an  olive-green 
gronnd,  understood  to  be  the  grandest  work  which  M.  Solon-Miles 
has  yet  produced ;  two  vases  with  has  reliefs  of  amorini  on  a  cela" 
dan  ground,  the  style  Louis  Quatorze ;  some  vases  in  the  form 
of  pugrim's  bottles,  the  groups  on  which  represent  Cupid  being 
instructed  by  a  nymph,  and  Venus  in  the  guise  of  a  chiffonxere 
picking  up  young  loves  with  her  crochet ;  also  a  couple  of  arabesque 
vases    decorated  with   graceful   bas-reliefs,  and   exhibiting  a 
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I  dever  combination  of  vai-ious 
coloured  cl^3,  and  a  bas-relief 
ornamented  pink  Tase  of  a  han 
which  Uie  Sevres  mnnufactory 
has  not  yet  sought  to  introduce. 
There  are,  moreover,  apair  of  vases, 
of  large  dimensions,  with  cupids 
clustered  around  their  stems,  and 
encircled  above  by  a  ring  of  cupi- 
dous  in  pdte-eur-pdte  engaged  in 
demolishing  chains  of  iron,  and 
replacing  them  by  chains  of  roses, 
also  several  delicato  dessert  plates, 
and  a  charming  prcisc-papier, 
witli  a  young  maiden  aonsigmng 
her  bilUu  doux  to  the  winds,  and 
having  this  sage  inscription  on  its 
reverse : 

»'  Ctaios  lu  curieux, 
Nejetterien. 
Oarfer  est  Wen ; 
BTfllerestmicox.' 

Passing    to    other    exliibits   in 
porcelain,  much  and  admiring  in- 
terest has  been  taken  in  the  '  Pro- 
metheus Vases '  in  turquoise ;  the 
handsome  vases  with  cupids 
by   BouUemier,   after    An- 
gelica Kaufiinnnn;  the  des- 
sert  plates  of  hU-ii  du,  roi, 
painted  with  subjects  from 
Moliere's    plays ;    a    Itosi: 
Dubarri  vase,  and  plates  of 
grot  bl«ii,  in  the  old  Se\Tes 
style,  painted  with  subjects 
after  Boucher.     There  are, 
moreover,  perforated  trnys, 
with  paintings  afterTeniers. 
some  exquisitely  enamelled 
vases  in  the  Japanese  cloi- 
ionne  manner,  and  several 
fine  reproductions  in  under- 
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portraits  by  Sir  Joshua  Rej-nolds.  The  skilful  reproductions  of 
the  Piron  or  Henri  Deiix  ware  aie  well  woilliy  of  notice,  as  are 
also  the  faiences  in  the  Indian  nnd  Pei'sinn  style,  and  a  colossal 
vase,  upheld  by  cupids,  graduating  apparently  for  atliletes,  in 
turquoise  and  gold  Persian  ware,  of  rare  refinement  and  finish. 

Messrs.  Copeland  &  Sons  of  Stoke- up on-Trent,  and  New  Bond 
Street,  London,  exliibit  a  small,  but  choice  and  compact,  ceramic 
collection,  unpretendingly  but  adequately  chronicling  the  develop- 
ment of  the  art-potter's  skill  during  more  than  a  century  in  Eng- 
land. In  the  variety,  dehcaoy,  and  quaintness  of  teapots,  cups, 
saucers,  milk -jugs  and  sugar-basins,  Messrs.  Copeland  offer  to  the 
i-eflective  mind  a  whole  history  in  miniature  of  tea-drinking  in 
England.  "We  pass  from  Queen  Anne,  '  who  sometimes  counsel 
took,  and  sometimes  tea' — pronounce '  tay ' — and  Lady  Masham, 
to  Hervey  the  Handsome,  and  the  beautifid  Molly  Lepell.  Mrs. 
Delany  might  have  filled  that  cup  for  Swift,  Dr.  Johnson  might 
— Johnson-like — ^have  quaffed  his  souchong  from  that  saucer,  part 
of  the  most  dearly-prized  tea-sets  possessed  by  Mrs.  Thrale,  at 
Streatham,  Surely  that  teapot  must  have  belonged  to  Hannah 
More.  No ;  it  was  Madame  d'Arblay's,  a  birthday  gift  from  her 
genial  papa,  the  Harmonious  Doctor,  in  the  happy  days  when  she 
was  Fanny  Bumey,  ere  she  accepted  the  dignified  oiSce  of  lacing 
the  grim  Queen  Chai'Iotte'a  stays  and  being  bullied  by  Madam 
Schwellenburg,  I  nm  sure  that  milk-jug  was  a  special  pet  with 
Lady  Blessington.  Or  perliaps  that  sugai'-basin  found  favour  in 
the  eyes  of  the  divine  Sarah,  Countess  of  Jersey.  Ah  me,  per- 
haps !  The  original  models  of  tliose  quaint  tea  and  coffee  services 
have  been  perchance  long  since  shattered  and  ground  into  dust, 
even  as  the  wise  and  good  aud  beautiful  to  whom  they  once 
belonged.  The  poor  potsherds  are  hidden  under  some  obscure 
Monte  Testaccio,  not  to  he  disentombed,  not  to  be  re-integrated, 
on  this  side  the  Gulf;  but  the  magic  ivnnd,  the  swift  wheel,  the 
cunning  hand,  the  deft  pencil,  the  quickening  furnace  of  the  potter, 
make  all  these  quaint  and  pretty  forms  live  again. 

Past  and  Present  are  also  nobly  illustrated  in  the  wares  of 
Josiah  Wedgwood  &  Sons  of  Etruria,  Staflordshire.  The  clarun 
et  vencrabilc  Homen  of  the  founder  of  the  great  house  has  lost 
nothing  of  its  strength;  but  the  firm  wisely  moves  with  the 
times,  and  every  grade  of  taste  in  art-pottery  can  be  gratified  by 
an  inspection  of  the  Wedgwood  ware.  There  are  great  vases  and 
piicea  vtontces  of  glowing  hues,  plateaux  superbly  painted  with 
fruit  and  flowers  and  figure  subjects  ;  there  are  sumptuous  panels 
in  relief,  illustrating  the  Seven  Ages  and  the  Canterbui'y  Pilgrim* 


BIGHTS  AND   SCENES   IN  THE   EXHIBITION.  161 

age ;  there  is,  at  least,  one  plaque  painted  by  the  lamented  and 
mimitable  Lessore ;  but  the  chief  charm  of  the  Wedgwood  col- 
lection still  lies  in  tlie  wondt'ously  grEiceful  and  purely  claGsical 
baeti-rHievi  on  blue,  chocolate,  and  white  grounds,  on  which  the 
influence  of  the  graphic  puissance  and  uneixing  taste  of  John 
Flaxman  ai-e  still  triumphantly  manifest. 

The  Worcester  Porcelain  Works  continue  in  the  progressive 
path  on  which  they  entered  some  years  ago,  under  the  able  guid- 
ance of  their  accomplished  director  Mi-.  R.  W.  Binns.  Great 
taste  is  especially  apparent  in  the  numerous  adaptations  from  the 
Japanese  noticeable  in  theii'  collection,  the  moderately  quaint  and 
the  beautiful  being  often  combinedwithraie  judgment  and  success, 
and  the  distinctive  warm  ivory  tone  imparting  to  many  of  their 
productions  a  refined  and  charming  effect.  The  enamels  which 
the  house  display  are  of  the  highest  order  ;  and  their  table  ser- 
vices in  the  old  Worcester  style  prove  that  while  the  manufacture 
has  in  nowise  deteriorated,  the  forms  adopted  have  become  far 
I  more  artistic  and  graceful. 


THB  tkocad£bo  P1L4CB  (bt  cbjm). 
'  The  BuMJan  music  ia  about  to  begin— acme  icy  kir  no  doubt, 
v>  jvvi  Iw)  better  tun  up  the  collar  of  your  overcoat.' 
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countenance  reminding  j-ou  of  Chateaubriand  ;  or  as  a  spri^Uy, 
thousand- wrinkled,  but  always  vivacious  little  ancient,  in  a  frock- 
coat  tightly  buttoned  over  bis  chest,  and  altogether,  physically, 
not  at  ail  unlike  the  late  Monsieur  Thiers.  I  have  a  feeling  for 
the  Nice  Old  Qentleman  beyond  that  of  mere  liking.  I  respect 
him.     Of  his  political  opinions  I  am  happily  ignorant.    He  may 


be,  for  aoght  I  can  tell,  an  ardoit  Boyalist,  who  in  his  yonth  was 
one  of  the  Qarda  du  Corp*  of  Charles  X. ;  who  yet  reveres  the 
memory  of  Poliffoao  uid  Feyronoet ;  who  never  nusses  that  annual 
expiatory  masB  in  the  Church  of  the  Boe  St.  Honors  for  the  repose 
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would  vear  an  artificial  violet  on  the  16th  of  August;  and 
who,  when  he  hears  dead  Ceesar  deapitefiillj  spoken  of,  murmors 
between  his  teeth,  '  Myrmidons !  When  the  Emperor  had  crosses 
and  prefectures  to  give  away  voiu  avez  lecke  sea  hoUet!'  Or  perhaps 
he  is  one  oi  the  grand*  bourgeois  of  the  days  of  Orleanist  ascendancy 
— one  who  has  known  Jacques  Laffitte,  Casimir  P^rier,  Armand 
Berlin ;  upright,  austere,  conscientious — the  atuff  of  which  French 
free-traders,  pohtical  economists,  constitutional  lawyers,  are  made 
in  France.    And  who  shall  say  that  the  Nice  Old  Gentleman  may 
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not,  Im  11  Hiii<*t'n>  Ropubliean  of  the  old  school — net  ft  GaTroche 
llit|iiilfliniii,  not  II  8elf-seeking  one,  alternately  a  Terrorist  and  m 
Ti  liiiiiirr  iir*  tin*  win«l  of  interest  veers  round — not  a  DestmctiTe 
|iUiii|ii|{iin  will)  Imrt  dono  ovorything  for  the  Commnnards  sate 
lt|/lH.  lor  iiml  gti  111  Now  Cnlodonia  for  them — ^bat  a  steady  single- 
iiiliiilnil  htMUoorat  lUllor  tho  manner  of  Foy  and  Manuel — after 
llifi  iiiiiniior  o(  «liuM{nos  Arngo  and  Odillon  Barrot,  of  Armand 
f'luritl  ititil  l>ii|)ont  do  TKuiv.  Or  he  may  have  nothing  to  dt 
Willi  |Milihrri  lit  idl,  liko  a  certain  Nice  Old  Gentleman  whom 
I  liiinw  ill  \\\y  youth,  and  who  had  lived  in  Paris  throogh  all 
llin  rmii^titiiiir\  iVon.v  of  tho  Oonvontion  and  the  Reign  of  Terror. 
I  umul  111  iiiinlovo  him  to  toll  mo  stories  about  Robespierre  and 
(Uillol  iril««ii»oi7t  about  tho  Jaoobius  and  the  Furies  of  the  Gnil- 
liilliiit ;  hut  ho  would  mako  answer,  *Mon  enfant,  I  troubled  myself 
VKt'v  htllo  iihout  nui'h  matters.  Pendant  cc  temps  Ihje  m^occnpau 
ih*  /if  immi'/m/immi.'  Unman  heads  wore  falling  all  around  him; 
liliMiil  wiiM  iKiwiii!!  liKo  water;  but  that  Nice  Old  Gentleman  in 
(hn  iiiiil;^!.  ol'  llie>o  horroi*s  eeasod  not  from  the  placid  study  of 
iiiollnNort  and  eru^laoea. 

I  r«»peut  that  I  hOUi;ht  for  and  waited  for  him  right  through 
tlio  iiioiith  of  Au.mist  and  a  part  of  September.  He  will  come,  I 
thought,  hopiut*  idiuo>l  ajiaiuM  hope,  I  w:\s  eortain  that  I  should 
reeo^uiM*  hiiu  direrth  he  eiovsod  my  path.  There  are  not  many 
phvsienl  types  ol*  him,  and  they  are  all  indelibly  photographed  in 
mv  mind.  He  is  ne\er  a  ^tont  old  s:fentleman.  The  fat  elderlv 
iMvnehman  has  a  NVi^ked  Txe,  and  when  he  passes  Uie  portals  of 
lUvlmnt's  or  the  M:u>on  IVm i  o.  the  waiter,  lounging  outside, smiles 
knowingly,  aud  with  a  w  ink  \\hi>pers  behind  liis  hand  to  the  buxom 
yi»ung  cctiiWic,  MUipiternally  openir.i:  her  Ostendes  and  her  Ma- 
rennes.  Tbe  i»».-ri  .'isis  at  the  ii;iite  and  the  Bouffes  are  aware  of 
the  Sttiut  DKI  lientleman,  and  Wv^uld  n.^:  bo  surprised  to  hear  that  1 
he  was  naughty.  1  saw  him  nn  sell'  the  other  nij:ht,  in  the  ballet- 
j;irls' gi'cenroom  at  the  Opera.  K  viinir  at  tho  '  pornogi-aphic '  paiut- 
in«rs — as  M.  Taine  ealls  them — with  wliieh  that  apartment  is  em- 
bellished, and  whi^perin-:  /  F::i  of,  I  am  afraid,  anything  but  an 
edifying  nature  to  tlie  ruddled  and  i^la>tered  divinities  of  tlie  dance. 
My  Nice  Old  Gentleman  would  uiU  be  seen  at  such  a  place.  While 
tlie  painted  bayaderes  of  the  ballet  are  capering,  he  would  be  read* 
ing  the  Vni'ni  or  the  luiuc  Jtn  Deux  Moudes  at  the  Cabinet  d6 
Lecture  to  which  he  is  alkjune.  He  rarely  goes  to  tlie  play,  unless, 
indeed,  it  be  to  the  pit  of  the  Theatre  Fnin^^ais  on  a  Moliere  night. 
He  has  never  been  to  a  mai^ked  ball  at  the  Opera — never,  at  least, 
since  the  Acadeinie  de  Musique  was  in  the  Rue  de  Richelieu,  on 
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tlie  now  open  area  of  the  Place  Louvois  It  was  there  that  the 
Duke  of  Berry  was  assassinated  Probably  the  Nice  Old  Gentle- 
man does  not  even  know  where  MsbiUe  is  and  were  you  to  talk 
to  him  of  Frascati  s  part  of  the  premises  of  which  once  famous 
tripot  18  now  occupied  by  a  dancing  casino  he  might  exclaim, 
'  What  I     Is  that  ootonous  gaming  bouse  etill  in  existence  7 ' 

The  Nice  Old  Gentleman  still  pla>s  bii  game  of  tnc  trae  and 
piquet,  but  for  some  years  past  it  has  been  in  the  strictest  privacy 
that  he  has  taken  his  hand  at  cards.  The  old  Palais  Royal  caf<^ 
vhich  he  was  wont  to  frequent — ^tfae  caf^s  in  which  no  amok 
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was  allowed,  and  where  the  waiters  were  Old  Gentlemen  nearly  as  I 
nice  as  their  customers — have  been  pulled  down  or  converted  to] 
baser  uses ;  and  as  regards  Uie  boulevards,  it  has, been  utterly  in  ] 


vain  that  I  have  wandered  fi'om  staring  cafe  to  staring  caf6, 
from  the  Porte  Kt.  Martin  to  the  Madeleine,  perpetually  spying 
for  the  Nice  Old  Gentleman,  but,  alas,  always  failing  to  find  him. 
I  waited  for  bim  day  after  day  at  the  Exhibition ;  but  he  did  not 
come.  Surely,  I  thouglit,  tlie  Nice  Old  Gentleman  will  turn  up 
in  that  Wonderful  Retrospective  Museum  in  the  Palace  of  tha 
Trocadero.  But  he  was  not  there,  any  more  than  he  was  at  the 
Palais  des  Tlieniies,  at  the  Gallery  of  the  Luxembourg,  or  at  the 
Musee  Campana  at  the  Louvro.  Instead  of  meeting  the  Nice  Old 
Gentleman,  I  found  the  galleries  of  antiquities,  the  cabinets  of  art 
treasures,  in  the  possession  of  Monsieur  and  Madame  Pochet  and 
family,  including  a.  great-grandmother,  a  baby,  and  an  attached 
Jemale  domestic  in  a   mob-cap,  from   Carpentras   or  Erives-la- 
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ftaWlarie;  of  Hermann  Knockelbein,  Kanffmann,  Stettin,  Pome- 
;  of  Berseker  Bjomotyagft  of  Copenhagen,  of  tlie  Flamingo 
Fribbles  family  of  Cincinnati,  Ohio,  U.S.A.;  of  DomPasteodeSd 
of  Rio  Janeiro,  Brazil ;  tintl  of  our  own  'Arry  from  Camberwell. 
Then  it  was  that  the  painful  persuasion  began  to  dawn  upon 
me  that  the  Nice  Old  Geatiemnn  had  been  altogether  driven  away 
from  Paris  by  the  Exhibition,  and  the  hordes  of  foreigners  and 
provincials  attracted  to  the  metropolis  of  France  by  a  Fair,  to  which 
that  of  Nijni  Xovgorod  ia  but  as  a  baby.  ^Miat  should  he  do. 
that  Nice  Old  Gentleman  of  mine,  in  these  overcrowded  caffJs  anil 
restaurants,  in  these  endless  Champ  de  Mars  corridors  over- 
brimming with  innnmemhle  vanities,  on  these  boulevwda  ia» 
'  most  impassable,  both  by  night  and  by  day,  by  surging  mnsBC' 
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attainment,  are  certainly  not  calculated  to  suit  a  Nice  Old  Gentle- 
man, whose  means  are  probably  as  limited  as  his  tastes  are  quiet 
and  his  appetites  are  moderate ;  who  may  be  a  retired  employe^  a 
petit  rentier,  or  an  officer  en  retraite.  To  the  elderly  Frenchman 
with  a  small  fixed  income  the  accidental  fracture  of  a  pane  of 
glass,  or  the  equally  accidental  selection  of  an  expensive  dish  from 
the  bill  of  fare  at  an  eating-house,  may  be  a  most  momentous 
matter,  entailing  a  curtailment  during  a  whole  month  of  the  little 
comforts  to  which  the  owner  of  a  light  purse  may  have  been  accus- 
tomed ;  but  to  live  in  Paris  as  visitors  to  Paris  live  at  the  present 
time  is  to  pass  your  days  in  one  continued  round  of  feverish  and 
costly  excitement.  You  are  always,  involuntarily  and  uncon- 
sciously, breaking  the  largest  squares  of  plate-glass,  and  ordering 
dishes  beyond  your  means.  You  order  a  couple  of  kidneys  d  la 
Parisienne.  Surely,  you  think,  they  cannot  charge  much  for  so 
simple  a  dish.  But  the  waiter  at  the  boulevard  restaurant  serves 
you  up,  with  a  gi*in,  two  little  shivelled  scraps  of  the  renal 
anatomy  of  some  animal,  swimming  in  grease,  and  decorated  with 
two  little  dabs  of  warm  and  soppy  greenstuff,  which  you  are  given 
to  understand  are  pointes  d'aspergSs — asparagus  tips.  For  this 
you  may  have  to  pay  six  or  eight  francs.  Would  such  menu  suit 
the  Nice  Old  Gentleman  ?  *  Depend  upon  it,'  I  have  said  to  my- 
self time  and  again,  '  he  is  dining,  modestly  and  quietly,  far  away, 
at  some  out-of-the-way  restaurant,  at  a  fixed  price,  or  where  the 
normally  modest  bill  of  fare  has  not  been  augmented  in  conse* 
quence  of  the  Exposition,'  or  at  some  transpontine  table  d'hote  to 
which  you  can  abonner  yourself  by  the  week,  month,  or  quarter. 

I  used  to  know  many  such  tables  d^hdte  when  I  was  young ; 
and  very  good  some  of  them  were.  The  published  advertisement 
of  one  of  these  establishments  I  remember  well,  as  being  pecu- 
liarly attractive  to  a  youth  in  good  health  and  with  a  hearty  appe- 
tite. *  Une  nourriture  simple  mais  fortifiante.'  I  fortified  myself 
for  a  whole  month  running.  You  paid  in  advance  for  your  cachets, 
and  I  kept  the  sealed  cards  in  a  drawer ;  and  I  used  to  take  them 
out  and  turn  them  over  sometimes,  murmuring,  '  Still  eleven,  still 
seven,  still  five  dinners  to  the  good.'  Courage  !  The  publisher 
will  accept  the  three-volume  novel.  The  manager  will  take  the 
high-flown  drama  or  the  screaming  farce.  Courage  !  Yonder,  on 
the  staircase,  is  the  footfall  of  the  postman,  bringing  the  regis- 
tered letter.  One  had  need  of  a  good  many  mental  clappings  on 
the  back  and  admonitions  to  be  courageous  when  the  number  of 
cachets  had  diminished  to  two.  Did  you  ever  try  starvation  in 
Paris  ?    I  have  suffered  a  good  many  twinges  of  that  malady  in  a 
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good  many  places  in  my  time ;  but  for  an  experience  of  the  pan^ 
of  hanger  in  its  acnteat  and  most  agonising  form  let  me  commend 
you  to  a  morning  walk,  when  yon  are  young  aud  strong,  hungry 
and  penniless,  on  the  Eoulevai'd  des  Italiens  in  the  middle  of 
Februarj'.  You  have  Argns  eyes — what  say  I  ?  a  thousand  eyes 
all  romid  you — watching  for  the  friend  who  will  lend  you  five 
traucs  ;  but  often  that  friend  does  not  turn  up,  any  more  than  my 
Nice  Old  Gentleman  tui-ned  up  for  many  weeks. 


]^^^h^M 

1  ^ 

^^^^^^£'^r^ 

^^^^B^^^Srrr.- 

^^^^^^^HJJll! 'i^~' 

^^^^^H^/[ 

j^H 

^K'' 

^^^H^^H 

Iv 

'  -^^^^Si^^l 

^^^^k^_ 

~-^^^SI 

BgP^^^c^//r'5^- 

I  thouglit  one  afternoon,  abo'.it  a  fortnight  since,  that  I  had 
discovered  him.  I  had  crossed  tlie  Pont  des  Tuileries  for  a  ramble 
ssaor"  *!"'  hook  and  print  stalls  and  curiosity  shops  of  the  Quai 
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^alagoMs  and  the  Quai  Voltaire,  aud  I  had  besides  on  my  mind 
commlBsion  from  a  fricDd  iu  England,  who  is  new-fumishing  a 
house,  aiid  had  asked  me  to  look  out  for  an  eighteenth-century 
eight-day  clock  for  him.  How  is  it  that  the  handsomest  and 
oldest  eight-day  clocks  of  English  make  are  to  be  found  in  Bnssian 
churches  and  in  the  front-pailour-like  tomb  houses  of  the  Turkish 
Sultans  in  Stamboul  ?  What  have  the  Selims  and  Alahmouds  got 
to  do  vith  Pinchbeck  or  Barwise  ?  I  strolled  along,  skimming  all 
'the  bookstalls,  turning  over  all  the  portfolioa  of  prints,  and  *""' 
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ing  into  all  the  old  br'tc-d-hrac  Fihops  on  my  way,  until  I  reached 
the  Palace  of  the  Institute.  Everj'thiDg,  after  the  turmoil  of  the 
Exhibition  imd  the  roar  of  the  Boulevards,  eeemed  delightfully 
quiet.  Here  Art  was  in  i-epose,  yonder  it  was  at  fever-heat.  I 
fouud  the  cupola  of  tlie  College  of  the  Four  Nations  standing 
where  it  did,  the  cast-iron  Uons  from  the  Creuzot  factory — they 
were  cast  just  seventy  years  ago — still  placidly  spirting  the  jets  of 
water  fiom  theii'  jaws,  and  all  things  looking  as  they  were  wont 
to  look  in  this  amiably  archBeologicoI  part  of  Paris,  save  that  the 
loorer  class  of  printsellers  who  were  wont  to  display  their  mer- 
iu  umbrellas,  or  on  rude  irooden  screens  placed  against 
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the  walls  under  the  gray  portico  of  the  Institute,  had  been 
banished  from  those  learned  precincts.  I  was  sorry  for  this,  for 
I  hold  open-air  print-stalls  in  much  love  ;  and  under  this  same 
portico  of  the  Institute  I  have  bought,  in  days  gone  by,  and  for  a 
mere  song,  many  a  chalcographic  rarity — a  Bobert  Strange, 
ragged,  but  genuine ;  a  William  Blake,  yellow,  but  veritable. 

Suddenly  a  door  was  opened  in  the  corps  de  logia  of  the 
Mazarin  Library,  and  there  came  forth  on  to  the  quay  a  taU  old 
gentleman,  meagre,  seco  de  carnes  y  enjuto  de  rostro,  like  Don 
Quixote,  clean-shaven,  gray-haired,  blue-spectacled.  He  wore  a 
long  surtout  of  olive-green,  a  '\vhite  neckcloth  with  a  very  large 
bow,  a  broad-brimmed  hat,  and  the  ribbon  of  the  Legion  of  Honour. 
'  Eureka ! '  I  cried  mentally,  '  here  is  the  Nice  Old  Gentleman  at 
last.  A  philosopher,  a  savant,  evidently.  Perhaps  one  of  the 
Mazarin  librarians.  Perhaps  a  conchologist.  Perhaps,  even,  an 
Academician.'  I  looked  upon  the  Old  Gentleman  with  loving  eyes. 
He  was  so  very  Nice.  I  hoped  that  he  would  at  once  cross  the 
road,  and  in  a  moment  be  deep  among  the  bookstalls  and  the  old 
coins.  I  half  made  up  my  mind  to  salute  him — ^to  introduce 
myself  to  him,  and  to  propoimd  questions  to  him  touching  on  the 
Transit  of  Venus — he  did  not  look  unastronomical — the  Bomance 
of  the  Bose,  the  langue  d*oil  and  the  langue  d*oc,  the  Farmers- 
General  edition  of  the  Contes  de  la  Fontaine,  and  the  Fossil  Man 
of  Abbeville.  But  the  Old  Gentleman  in  the  white  cravat  and  the 
broad-biimmed  hat  hailed  a  passing  victoria,  and  as  he  stepped 
into  the  vehicle  I  heard  him  say  to  the  driver  this,  *  Cocher,  vite, 
k  la  Bourse.'  What !  the  Bourse,  the  brawling,  jangling  mart  of 
money-mongering,  the  uproarious  hysterical  Temple  of  Mammon! 
And  I  had  mentally  bowed  down  before  this  worldling,  this  poten- 
tial agent  de  change,  this  possible  stockjobber  I  He  was  old,  and 
comely  to  look  upon;  but  be  was  assuredly  not  my  Nice  Old 
Gentleman* 
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Her  cnp  and  apvon  are  so  wLite  and  so  trim,  her  complexion  is  so 
fi-eslily  fair  and  pink,  her  garrulity  is  so  Rraeefiilly  genial,  tliatyoii 
forget  all  her  -wrinkles  and  grizzled  locks ;  and  you  need  do  no 
great  violence  to  your  imagination  in  assuming  her  to  be  pretty. 
But  in  Paris,  it  must  be  candidly  admitted,  the  Old  AVoman  is,  as 
a  rule,  frightfully  ugly,  and  her  mannei-a  are  the  reverse  ^  agree- 
able. There  is  a  malady  ivliich  has  been  left  untouched  by  the 
poet  Gray,  in  that  cheerful  description  of  '  the  pamful  Family  of 
Death  more  hideous  than  their  Queen,'  which  makes  most  middle- 
nged  people  shudder  while  they  read  the  penultimate  stanza  of  the 
'  Ode  on  a  Distant  Pi'ospect  of  Eton  College.'  There  is  a  diseasa 
more  aivful  in  its  symptoms  than  any  that  racks  the  joints,  that 
fires  the  veins,  or  that  in  the  deep  vitals  ragea.  The  ailment  in 
question  is  a  chi'onic  attack  of  francs  and  centimes  on  the  br.iin^ 
and  it  is  one  to  which  the  French  Old  Woman  seems  to  be  pecu- 
liarly liable. 

The  other  day,  curiosity-hunting  among  the  shops  on  iha 
'  SuiTey  side  of  the  Seine,'  through  which  the  broad  arteiy  of  the 
new  Boulevaid  St.  Germain  has  been  pierced,  I  entered,  feeling 
fatigued,  a  httle  cabaret  borgnc,  at  llie  extremity  of  a  cui  de  sac—^ 
one  of  the  few  blind  alleys  left  in  Paris  by  that  continuous  and 
beneficent  process  of  Haussmannisation  which  has  not  been  in  tho^ 
least  affected  by  the  collapse  of  the  Empire.  Faute  d'un  vioin4 
I'abbayene  cliome  pas;  and  M,  Alphand  is  continuing  as  vigor- 
ously that  which  M.  Hausmaun  commenced.  But  it  was  a  very 
darksome,  greasy,  malodorous  wineshop  indeed,  in  which,  for 
want  of  ft  better  in  the  neighbourhood,  I  found  myself.  A  gentle- 
man who  dealt  apparently  iu  charcoal,  and  caiTied  a  considerable 
quantity  of  his  commodity  about  with  him  on  his  face  and  hands ; 
another  gentleman  in  a  jacket  and  a  black-silk  cap — the  distin- 
guishing and  most  sinister  headgear  of  the  grown-up  (javroche — • 
who  had  seemingly  enjoyed  but  a  bad  night's  rest,  if  he  had  bee 
to  bed  at  all  on  the  preceding  evening ;  n  lady  and  gentleman  troi . 
Auvergne  getting  uncommonly  jovial  over  their  htre  of  petit  bleu, 
and  two  honest  working  men  breakfasting  on  bread  and  grapes  Bn<_ 
a  chopine  of  thin  wine  apiece — made  up  the  company  before  the 
zinc-covered  bar,  behind  which  sat  enthroned  a  stout  lady  with  n 
kerchief  of  crimson  cotton  twisted  round  her  head,  and  tied  in  a 
sharp-pointed  bow  in  front.  Her  husband,  who  was  waiter,  bar- 
man, cellarman,  cook,  and  what  not,  was  an  individual  of  dejected 
mien.  The  only  paper  taken  in,  so  far  as  I  could  see,  was  a 
ragged  copy  of  the  Pays.  Stay,  there  was  the  '  Almanach  da  Petil 
'^aporol '  on  a  shelf  among  the  bottles,  and  on  one  of  the  walls 
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incnrnbly  (leBpotitlvRt.  Ereiythiiig  lie  sai<l  iras  ^'etv  quiet,  temU 
ment  iran/juUh:.  It  was  quiet  enoogli  certainly  at  the  bottoms 
Ui«  b)'md  nUey ;  bat,  as  I  bad  been  residing  for  more  than  t  " 
mtTDths  in  the  courtyard  of  the  Tower  of  Babel,  I  failed,  in  % 
respect,  to  recognise  the  cogency  of  bis  statement.  The  tim 
too,  be  contiiined,  were  very  hard — dud)lement  durt.  Now,  I  n 
qitito  prepared  to  agree  witb  Itim  on  the  sfore  of  the  tii 


hard  ones,  so  far  as  a  foreigner  was  concerned  ivho  paid  four 
guineas  a  week  for  the  privilege  of  sleeping  in  a  rabbit-hutcli,  and 
who  was  propoi-tionately  fleeced — nlivnjs  iu  consequence  of  the 
[■'xliibition — for  every  ai-ticle  of  meat  and  drink  which  he  cmi- 
siimed ;  but  I  could  not  help  hinting  to  him  that  the  Parisian 
shopkoepers  on  the  other  side  of  the  water  must  have  foimd  tlie 
times  since  May  last  to  have  been  verj'  fine  times  indeed.  The  de- 
jected man  sighed  and  slunigged  his  shoulders.  '  Ah  1  si  monsieur 
SKTftit ! '  he  muriuured  resignedly.    '  And  the  eleven  thousand  nine 

Kdrfd  and  foi-ty-eight  francs  still  submerged  and  lost,'  croaked 
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a  voice  beluiid  me.     I  turned  and  found  Uiat  tliere  hnd  been  a(I< 
joined  to  our  party  au  old  woman,  oi-iginally  tall,  but  bent  nearly 
double  by  infirmity,  wlio  was  clad  in  a  bedgown  of  some  dark 
printed  stuff.     She  bad  something  else  with  her ;  to  wit,  the  half 
of  an  enormous  pumpkin — the  ruddiest  of  pumpkins,  and  which 
in  its  cavernous  depths,  full  of  pulp  and  seeds,  would  have  fur- 
nished a  capital  study  for  a  painter  of  still  life,  but  the  propriety 
of  the  apitearance  of  which  at  that  particular  conjuncture,  and  * 
association  with  the  old  lady  in  the  bedgown,  I  failed  to  perceive. 
'Et  les  Cbemins  de  Fer  Pontificaux  baissent  toujours,*  croaki 
the  old  woman.      '  Onze  mille  neitf  cents  quaiante-huit  franc 
C'est  une  abomination.'     "What  had  I  to  do  with  the  fall  in  tin 
liiice  of  shares  in  the  Roman  railways  ?     The  dejected  individi 
strove  to  pacify  her;  but  she  was  not  to  be  comforted,  and  con- 
tinued croaking  and  crooning  now  to  me,  and   now  more  con- 
fidentially, so  it  seemed,  to  the  pumpkin,     '  Onze  mille  francs- 
onzc  milla  fi-ancs ;  et  le  gros  lot  du  tirage  est  de  deux  cent  mille. 
She  went  on  mumbling  about  the  Roman  railways,  the  Mexican 
Loan,  and  the  next  Lottery  of  the  Obligations  de  k  Ville  de  Paris, 
until  the  stout  lady  came  from  behind  tUe  bar,  and  saying, '  Tieus, 
maman ;  en  voila  asaez.     Veux-tu  bien  aller  te  coucher  ? '  pushed, 
her  amicably  away,  pumpkin  and  all,  up  a  dark  staircase. 

As  tlie  raddy  esculent  and  her  poor  old  slippered  legs 
appeai-ed  in  the  darkness,  I  glanced  at  the  husband  and  wife 
tapped  my  forehead.  Yes,  they  replied,  she  was  un  peu  toqtiee — ■ 
just  a  little  cracked !  '  Une  fomeuse  menagere,  allez' — perhaps 
she  was  about  to  cut  up  the  pumpkin  for  soup^'  mala  elle  avait 
In  mnnie  des  tirages.'  She  Iiad  gone  partially  distraught  upon 
lotteries ;  and  these  lotteries  I  cannot  help  regarding  as  one  of  the 
chief  social  curses  of  France.  The  facilities  offered  to  the  poor 
for  gambling  in  the  public  funds  and  on  the  Stock  Exchange  are 
nearly  as  gi-eat  a  nuisance  and  as  great  an  evil.  Although  the 
Legislature  has  ceased  to  sanction  periodical  Stale  lotteries,  almost 
every  loan  which  is  issued  has  a  lottery  connected  with  it,  and 
prizes  of  100,000,  50,000  francs,  and  smaller  sums  are  drawn  at 
each  successive  redemption  of  abateb  of  shares.  Certainly  the  most 
persistent  supporter  of  these  raffles  is  the  Paiisian  Old  Woman. 

On  the  ensuing  5th  of  November,  while  suiTcptitlous  squibs  and 

crackers  are  exploding  in  innumerable  back  gardens  in  England, 

the  vivacious  Gaul  will  be  drawing,  at  the  Palais  de  I'lndustrie, 

oneof  the  periodical  lotteries  of  tJie  Obligations  de  la  Ville  de 

A  certain  series  of  bonds  in  the  last  Municipal  Loan  will 

emed,  and  a  certain  number  of  prizes  will  be  drawn,  thai 
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gro8  lot  being  oue  hundred  thousand  francs.  There  are  two 
second  prizes  of  fifty  thousand  francs  each,  and  an  abundance  of 
twenty  and  ten  franc  prizes.  Thus  on  the  morrow  any  thrifty 
old  concierge,  cocotte,  chiffonniere,  or  loueuse  de  chaises,  who  hais 


scraped  up  enough  to  buy  a  twenty-five  franc  oWyation  de  la  ViUe 
de  Paris,  may  find  herself  the  winner  of  four  thousand  poanda 
sterling  in  hard  cash,  or  of  four  hundred  pounds—  or,  in  for  greater 
probability,  of  just  nothing  at  all.  Fortune,  to  my  mind,  is  not 
half  BO  blind  as  she  is  maliciously  capriciouB  and  unjustly  per- 
verse, She  appears  to  delight  in  giving  more  than  they  previously 
possessed  to  people  who  have  a&eady  got  a  great  deal,  and  io 
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leaving  her  pooiei"  votai-ies  poorer,  by  the  price  of  their  gamblmg 
stakes,  than  she  found  them.  I  was  acquainted  mnny  yenrs  ago 
"ith  a  Spaniard  wlio  was  twice  within  a  single  figure  of  winning 
Ihe  hundred  thousand  dollar  piize  in  the  Royal  Havana  Lottery.. 
On  the  first  occasion  hia  next-door  and  fortunate  neighbour  was  a 
Philndelphian  million naii-e.  On  the  next  the  gi-aiid-prize  winnei: 
was  Queen  Isabella  of  Spain.  The  notorious  injustice  of  Fortime' 
will  not  hinder  at  all  the  thrifty  old  women  in  Fiance  who  hold 
chances  in  the  Municipal  lottery  from  dreaming  that  their  own. 
particular  ticket  has  come  out  of  the  prize-wheel ;  and  in  the 
long-run  perhaps  there  is  as  much  happiness  in  dreaming  that 
you  are  weolthy  as  in  being  actually  rich. 

In  Paris  thoi'e  is  positively  a  Journal  da  Tirades — a  weekly 
periodical  devoted  exclusively  to  lottery  news,  to  the  advei-tisemeut 
of  new  projects,  and  to  the  publication  of  the  prize-lists.  That  all 
these  ventures  are  conducted  on  principles  of  the  strictest  integrity 
there  is  not  the  slightest  reason  to  doubt,  and  indeed  the  police 
keep  a  very  sharp  look-out  for  schemes  which  bear  a  suspicious 
resemblnnce  to  swindles ;  still  the  fi-eqnent  recmi'ence  of  lotteries 
keeps  alive  a  constant  and  uneasy  feeling  of  cupidity  and  avidity. 
The  wheel  of  fortune  is  for  ever  in  the  minds  of  the  poor.  Avai'ice 
is  the  vice  of  age,  and  the  Old  Woman  is  incessantly  di-eaming  rf. 
lucky  numbers.  Who  knows?  She  may  beportiire,  a  chi^'onnieref, 
ft  sweeper  of  the  streets  to-day ;  but  to-morrow  she  may  win  tha 
grot  lot.  Her  day's  earnings  may  not  exceed  a  franc  ;  to-moiTow 
she  may  be  the  possessor  of  a  hundred  thousand.  So  she  boards 
and  hoards  and  hoards,  always  hoping  to  win  the  bi^  prize,  and 
sometimes  going  crazy  because  slie  fails  to  get  it.  To  this  add 
the  easiness  with  which  anybody  in  Paris,  Jack  or  Jill,  as  well  as- 
the  miUionnaire,  may  ti'ot  up  the  steps  of  the  Bourse,  mingle  in 
fhe  seiried  crowd  which  struggles  and  howls  in  that  Temple  oti 
Mammon,  and  with  a  few  franca'  capital  gamble  in  stoclis  and/ 
shai-ea  to  his  or  Iior  heart's  content.  Into  the  charmed  circle' 
protected  by  ii'on  railings — the  arena  in  which  the  bankers  am 
the  agents  de  change  throw  up  their  m-ms,  and  fling  abouftj 
scraps  of  paper,  and  shriek  from  ten  to  five  like  folks  dis-i 
tracted — the  poorer  classes  are  not  privileged  to  enter ;  bnt^] 
tliroufih  intermedimies  ready  to  hand,  they  can  gamble  with  far" 
greater  ease  on  the  steps  and  in  the  aisles  of  the  Bourse  than 
thoy  can  bet  on  n  raeecoui-se.  The  closing  prices  of  stocks  and 
shares  are  chalked  up,  at  sunset,  outside  a  hundred  money-changers' 
shops  round  about  the  Bourse,  on  the  Boulevards,  and  in  the  Palais 
il ;  and  the  Old  Woman  may  often  be  recognised  as  the  most, 
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atteiitive  student  of  it  schedule  which  to  thp  vast  majority  of 
Eoglisbwomen  would  be  as  eo  many  ciibnlistic  characters  ecrawled 
jm  a  blackboard,  and  as  inscrutable  as  on  algebraical  equation 
>  problem  from  EucUd.     Tlie  English  Old  Woman  does  not 
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speculate  on  tlie  Stock  Exchange,  and,  unless  she  happens  to 
resitle  at  Doncnster  or  at  Newmarket,  she  does  not  bet  on  horse- 
races. She  is  riirely  even  &  suhscriber  to  tlie  Art  Union,  although 
the  rector  of  her  parish  is  possibly  a  patron  of  that  excellent 


institution.  The  French  Ohl  Woman  is  a  confirmed  and  desperate 
gameetei- ;  but,  on  the  other  hand,  she  is  phenomenally  £.'ugal, 
and  she  does  not  drink  gin. 

1  have  read  in  my  time  some  scores  of  pamphlets  and  speeches 
written  or  delivered  by  noble  statesmen  and  political  economists 
on  that  virtue  of  thrift  in  which  the  working  classes  in  England 
are  so  notoriously  and  so  deplorably  deficient.  Thrift  is  indeed 
one  of  the  very  brightest  of  tlie  flowers  which  adorn  the  politico- 
economical  parterre.  "Were  we  tliiifty  as  a  nation  there  would  be  no 
indigence,  no  pauperism,  no  deaths  from  destitution.  The  public- 
houses  and  the  pawnbrokers  might  both  slmt  up  shop.  There 
wonl'l  he  no  crime.  '  Ah  !  le  gi'and  peut-etre.'  Unfortunately, 
cally  although  not  botanically,  there  is  no  rose  l^itfaout 
Cupidity,  rapacity,  and  francs  and  centimes  on  the 
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I  tin  nrc  the  thorns  wliich  cluster  iiiogt  thickly  aI>out  the  stalk 
'  the  shining  French  virtue  of  thrift,  and  which  ninkc  Oie  French 
M  Woman  an  extremely   unlovely   and  repulsive  personuge. 
Thrift  is  almost  to  hs  great  an  extent  the  leading  chnractei'istic 
of  tlie  shopkeepin^  classes ;  but  with  them  it  ie  not  associated 
irilh  parsimoiiy.      Tlie  Parisian    houtiquicr  is    no   niggard,   n- 
^Bliaerl;  curmud^'eon,  like  thi;  ctiU'tvolciir  of  the  provinces.     1 
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sliopteepev  and  liis  wife  are,  on  the  couti-aiy,  genial,  free-htrnded, 
Eelf-indulgeut  people,  within  certain  recognised  limits.  They 
ni-e  fond  of  cheap  anmsenjenta.  They  prefer  the  feasts  which 
do  not  coat  much :  and  it  is  a  priuciple  never  departed  from 
that  the  expenses  of  theii'  Jnenus  pluisira  must  not  in  any  way 
interfere  with  the  sum  of  the  profits  wliich  they  tliiuli  they 
ought  to  derive  from  their  trade. 

Strict  adherence  to  this  principle  makes  Paris  shopkeepei's 
about  the  most  gi-asping  and  overreaching  tradespeople  that  I  have 
ever  met  with  in  the  conise  of  a  tolerably  extensive  perambalation 
of  the  civilised  world.  The  principle  of  realising  so  much  benefice, 
by  whatever  means  the  profit  is  to  be  effected,  has  another  and 
very  unpleasant  result.  It  lends  to  very  mferior  ai'ticles  being  sold 
for  very  extortionate  prices,  and  to  no  department  of  ti'adewiJl  this 
remark  apply  more  closely  tlian  to  the  article  of  gloves.  You  may 
give  five  and  six  francs  n  pair-  in  Paris,  and  in  the  most  fashion- 
able shops  in  Paris,  for  gloves  with  two  buttons,  and  from  eight  to 
twelve  franc?  for  ladies'  gloves  with  from  three  to  six  bnttons.  In 
Piccadilly  or  in  Regent  Street  about  tlie  same  prices  might  be 
charged ;  but  the  dilference  is  simply  this,  that  in  London  at  a 
well-known  shop  you  alwaj's  obtain  for  a  first-rate  price  a  first-rate 
article.  In  Paris  yon  pay  the  high  price,  and  you  very  often  get 
in  return  nothing  but  a  rubbishing  article  which  sphts  up  the  back 
so  soon  as  you  draw  it  on.  As  for  Uie  three- franc -fifty  gloves 
wliich  are  sold  in  the  Passtiges,  which  ai-e  wTctchedly  cut,  which 
nre  of  miserably  unsound  skins,  which  are  made  without  gussets, 
and  which  are  often  soiled,  I  should  advise  you  to  have  nothing  to 
do  with  them.  You  may  buy  better  in  Tottenham  Coui't  Road  for 
eighteenpence.  Fi-ora  the  last  three-franc-fifty  gloves  I  ventured 
upon — a  pair  at  five  francs  seventj'-five  having  turned  out  n 
lamentable  failure — the  left  thumb  came  off  bodily  ere  I  hod  got 
the  digits  well '  home,'  This  is  rendered  all  the  more  exasperat- 
ing by  the  remembrance  that  about  the  best  gloves  in  Europe  are 
made  at  Grenoble,  and  that  the  very  best  of  the  Grenoble  gloves 
are  sent  to  England  simply  because  the  English  customer  will  not 
pay  a  large  price  for  au  inferior  article.  But  the  foreign  visitor  to 
Paris  is  completely  at  the  mercy  of  the  shopkeeper,  and  is  fain  to 
take  upon  trust  any  article  which  the  shopkeeper  desires  to  sell 
him,  and  ut  whatever  rate  lie  chooses  to  ask  for  it.  The  boutiquier 
on  Ilia  side  is  so  remarkably  frugal,  bo  exemplai-ily  thrifty,  that  he 
forgets  to  be  honest. 
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Sept.    9. 

Had  I  dei'oted  every  one  of  the  letters  written  from  this  city  to 
an  examination  of  tlie  works  of  art  in  painting  and  statnary  in 
the  Galerie  des  Beaux  Aits  in  the  Palace  of  the  Champ  de  Mars, 
and  had  I  given  to  each  work  of  real  excellence  its  due  meed  of 
criticism  and  approbation,  it  is  very  probable  that  by  this  time  I 
ahould  barely  have  exhausted  a  survey  of  the  schools  of  France, 
Great  Britain,  Italy,  and  Geimany,  and  that  I  should  have  been 
constrained  to  leave  the  artists  of  Austria,  Spain,  Denmark.Swede!), 
Boesia,  and  the  United  States  without  any  notice  at  all.  The 
Meissoniers — of  the  works  of  which  admirable  master  there  is  an 
astonishingly  varied  and  brilliant  display,  from  his  grandest  to 
his  tiniest  productions — would  have  demanded  at  least  a  couple 
of  letters;  and  since  the  dead  as  well  as  the  living  among  French 
painters  are  abundnntlyrepresented  at  the  Exhibition,  I  shouldhave 
found  myself  filling  page  after  page  with  enthusiastic  comments 
on  the  genius  and  capacity  of  Ingres  and  Eugene  Delacroix,  of 
Decamps  and  Diaz,  of  Cabanel  and  Bouguereau,  Bonnat  and 
Gerome,  De  Neuville  and  Frere.  I  should  have  required  more  and 
more  space  for  HeiT  Makart's  magnificent  picture,  in  the  Austro- 
Hungarian  section,  of  the  '  Entry  of  Charles  V.  into  Antwerp ; ' 
certamly  the  finest  work  in  the  historico-romantic  style  ever 
painted  since  Tony  Robert- Fleury's  '  Siege  of  Corinth,'  and  a 
replica  of  which  should,  to  my  thinking,  be  forthwith  secured  by 
the  British  Govei'nmeot,  in  order  that  copies  in  monochrome 
mi^t  be  made  of  the  painting  and  distributed  among  the  Schools 
of  Art  throughout  the  United  Kingdom,  were  it  only  to  teach 
the  Btadents  the  principles  of  drawing  and  draping  me  ham 
figtize,  and  of  arranging  vast  masses  in  well-balanced  and  li 
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monioTia  composition.  Pliotography  couW  not  do  justice  to  tliia 
superb  puiuttiig.  The  groups  would  be  blurred,  and  the  nicely 
graduat«d  tones  of  light  and  shade  would  be  killed  in  the 
camera;  but  a  monocbrome  might  be  advantngeously  photo- 
graphed, or  still  more  efficiently  lithographed,  say  on  four  large 
sheets,  which  could  be  impei-ceptibly  joined  together." 

The  fiimous  Spanish  painter  Fortnny,  prematurely  snatched 
away  just  as  he  was  beginning  to  realise  the  fruits  of  his  blight 
genius,  would  also  have  claimed  extended  notice.  A  fewyenrs  ogOi 
when  I  was  at  Seville,  I  could  have  purchased  a  very  spirited  sketch 
in  oil  by  Fortunj' — it  represented  some  muleteers  drinking  in  a 
posada,  I  think — for  twenty  (fnros,  or  four  pounds  sterling;  but 
there  is  a  microscopic  sketch  by  the  master  at  the  Exhibition,  a 
sketch  enshrined  in  an  immense  frame  of  ebony  and  gold  repoass^, 
for  which  the  owner  has  disdainfully  refuged  26,000  francs.  '  II 
y  aura  encore  du  Meissonier,'  remarks  the  owner  not  iUogically, 
'puisqu'il  vit  encore;  mais  du  Fortnny  il  n'y  en  aura  plus, 
puisqu'il  est  mort.'  The  renowned  French  master  yet  lives,  a 
prosperous  gentleman,  and  fresh  things  of  beauty  and  gi-nce  may 
be  expected  from  his  easel ;  but  the  poor  young  Sevillono  was 
killed  by  the  cruel  Roman  fever,  and  the  hand  which  worked  so 
cunningly  moulders  in  the  tomb.  Thus  holders  of  Fortunys  are 
fii-m ;  and  tliey  can  afford  to  defy  even  the  forgers.  The  Spanish 
master's  gems  ore,  like  Meissouier's  paintings,  so  exquisitely 
delicate  in  finish  that  the  copyist  who  could  imitate  a  Fortuny  or 
e.  Meissonier  so  as  to  deceive  tlie  eye  of  an  expert  must  be  as  an 
executant  well-nigh  the  compeer  of  the  master  simulated. 

The  '  Spanish  Marriage '  is  generally  admitted  to  be  Fortuny's 
masterpiece  ;  yet  I  look  upon  tlie  painting  of  the  'Academicians 
of  St.  Luke'  in  the  Champ  de  Mois  as  little,  if  at  all,  inferior  to 
the  '  Mariage  Espagnol.*  When  I  first  saw  the  former  work  I  had 
no  catalogue  with  me ;  and  although  I  could  not  foil  to  admire 
the  skilfulness  of  the  workmanship  and  the  briUiauce  and  harmony 
of  the  colour,  I  confess  that  of  the  story  told  I  could  make  but 
little,  if  anything  at  all.  The  scene  depicted  is  a  superb  saloon 
in  some  continental  palace,  embellished  witli  the  most  pompous 
redundancy  of  eighteenth-centmy  rococo.  In  the  centre  of  the 
smooth  gciso  floor  stand  a  group  of  old  gentlemen,  wigged, 
powdered,  brocaded-coated,  silk-stockinged,  who,  in  admirably 
imagined  attitudes,  and  with  varied  expressions  of  countenance. 


•  Stuce  I  wrote  tlie  above, : 
published  of  Makitrt'j  grcnt  n 
<■'  "  GroBvenor  Gatlei^ 


splenciid  etching  bv  Ailricn  Lnloiize  has  been   1 
>rk.     It  may  be  secu  nl  134,  New  Boud-sttect,    i 
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are  criticising — what  ?  Upon  my  word,  for  full  two  minutes  I 
could  not  make  out  what  the  old  gentlemen  were  inspecting  so 
critically.  At  length,  littered  ahout  the  floor,  or  hanging  over  the 
back  of  a  magnificent  fauteuil,  I  descried  a  pair  of  high-heeled 
slippers,  an  embroidered  sacquey  and  divers  other  articles  of  a 
lady's  wearing-apparel.  From  these  my  eyes  travelled  upwards 
until  they  met  the  lady  herself,  who,  utterly  guileless  of  garments, 
was  posing  on  the  marble  slab  of  a  sumptuously  carved  and  gilt 
table.  The  lady's  attitude  closely  resembled  that  of  the  Venere 
CaUipygia  in  the  Museum  at  Naples.  Of  course  I  was  very  much 
shocked  ;  but  it  behoved  me  to  do  something  else  besides  being 
shocked.  The  old  gentlemen  were  evidently  not  shocked.  Who 
were  they  ?  I  took  them  at  first  for  a  group  of  impudent  lacqueys, 
and  the  unrobed  lady  for  some  saucy  Abigail  who  was  winning  a 
wager  of  the  Godiva  kind ;  but,  just  as  I  was  drifting  into  a  con- 
dition of  hopeless  perplexity,  a  friend  came  up  and  unravelled  the 
mystery.  M.  Fortuny*s  picture,  according  to  his  showing,  re- 
presented a  group  of  members  of  the  Academy  of  St.  Luke  at 
Home ;  and  they  were  *  posing  *  the  female  model  for  the  benefit  of 
the  students  of  the  Life  School.  I  was  quite  content  with  this 
explanation,  and  never  cared  to  seek  for  any  other.  There  may 
be  half  a  dozen  more  interpretations  of  Fortuny's  meaning,  but 
this  was  enough  for  me. 

In  fact,  in  the  case  of  Fortuny  you  care  very  little  for  the  matter 
of  the  picture.  It  is  the  manner  which  interests,  astonishes,  and 
delights  you.  This  manner,  all  surprisingly  dexterous  and  pleas- 
ing as  it  is,  cannot,  however,  be  pronounced  perfect.  Fortuny, 
wondronsly  brilliant  as  he  is  as  a  colourist,  is  curiously  monotonous 
in  his  texture.  Wood,  marble,  plants  and  flowers,  silk,  satin,  wool, 
velvet,  and  tapestry  work,  and,  finally,  human  flesh,  all  seem  to  have 
the  same  '  ^ain,'  so  to  speak,  the  same  hard  glossy  metallic  lustre. 
The  audacious  facility  of  his  composition  and  the  positivism  of 
his  colouring  frequently  lead  also  to  the  production  of  con- 
fusion in  the  spectator's  mind.  You  fail  to  seize  at  once  on  the 
main  features  in  the  drama  going  on  before  you.  The  figures 
do  not  detach  themselves  with  sufficient  sharpness  from  the  acces- 
sories. In  the  '  St.  Luke '  picture  I  had  some  ocular  difficulty  in 
isolating  the  undraped  damsel  from  an  amber-satin  curtain  and  a 
rosso  antico  column.  You  look  upon  what  you  think  to  be  an 
admirably  painted  cactus-leaf.  It  turns  out  to  be  the  sea-green 
silk  train  of  a  lady's  dress.  You  admire  an  ostensible  claret-bottle. 
It  is  in  reality  a  human  leg  clothed  in  a  black-silk  stocking. 
Surely  that  must  be  a  bouquet  of  rare  flowers.  No ;  it  is  a  cardinal  p 
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hat,  thrown  carelessly  on  a  silver  salvei*  close  to  a  pinto  full  of  fniit, 
Hei'eiu  I  amspeaking  of  courseof  Fortuny's  work  generally,  and  not' 
of  this  particular  Academical  performance.  Suipassingly  glowing' 
nnd  hai'inonious  too  as  is  the  colour,  the  scheme  of  its  arrangement 
is  somewhat  nnd  too  palpably  an  artificial  one ;  and  ill  the  hands  of 
Fortuny's  disciples  the  artifice  becomes  a  transparent  trick.  One 
might  almost  adapt  the  diction  of  the  cookery-book  to  the  formula 
of  a  recipe  for  serving  up  a  plat  6  la  Fortuvy.  Take  a  plaque  of 
mother-o' -pearl  j  scatter  about  it  indiscriminately  a  few  strawber- 
ries, some  black  Hambro'  grapes,  a  bit  of  malachite,  a  morsel  of 
lapis-lazuli,  a  few  leaves  of  beaten  gold,  a  sprig  of  coral,  a  stick  of 
blnck  sealing-wax,  a  lobster's  claw  (well  boiled  Hen  enteitdu),  soms 
skeins  of  pai'ti coloured  fioss  silk,  and  a  pocket  mirror  broken  up 
small.  A  few  crystal  drops  from  the  drawing-room  lustres,  and 
some  prismatic  glass  beads  from  Murano,  will  do  the  mixture 
no  hai-m.  Garaish  with  fenis  and  serve  hot,  Voila  voire  Fortun;i 
— at  the  fii"st  blush,  at  least;  but  were  this  nil  that  you  could 
enjoy  from  the  contemplation  of  his  work,  the  feast  would  be, 
at  the  best,  but  a  Barmecide  one.  Aa  you  study  him  more  and 
more  intently,  his  marvellous  subtlety  and  delicacy,  his  well-nigh 
unapproacbed  deftness  as  an  executant,  and  his  deeply  poetic  feel- 
ing come  gloriously  to  the  front.  I  look  upon  him  as  a  kind  of 
Gerard  Douw  turned  Andaluz — aWilkie  who  has  set  up  his  easel 
in  the  Alhambra.  The  '  Village  Festival '  is,  to  me,  the  '  Spanish 
Marriage  '  writ  sumptuous  and  picturesque. 

One  could  not  help  being  struck,  in  Uie  French  Fine  Ai't  De- 
partment of  the  Exhibition,  by  the  paucity  of  any  reference,  plastic 
or  graphic,  to  Napoleon  I.  The  entire  Napoleonic  Legend  is,  in 
truth,  at  a  very  sad  discount  just  now  in  France  ;  and  I  nin  afraid . 
that  even  in  the  homes  of  the  peasantry  there  is  but  little  left  of  ' 
the  feelings  once  entei'tained  for  the  Empei-or  and  King  so  ex- 
quisitely touched  upon  in  Boranger's  '  Souvenirs  du  Peuple  : ' 

'  On  porlero.  de  aa  gloire, 

Sows  le  chaiuuB,  bien  long-temps  j 

L'liumblc  toit,  dons  cinqnantc  ons, 
Ke  coanaltra  vlue  d'auitc  histoirc. 
La  viendront  les  villageois. 

Dire  alore  ii  quelitie  vicille  : 
"  PQT  ilea  rfcita  d 


Purlcz  noaa  do  lui,  gtand'tn 
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I  am  afraid  that  Beranger,  nil  staunch  Republican  as  he  had 
always  been,  was  about  the  last  of  tlie  BonapartistB  ueiitiment- 
ully  considerei)  (of  course  I  nm  not  speakmg  of  the  political 
adventurers,  to  whom  Imperialism  is  a  trade  and  a  speculation) ; 
and  I  am  equally  oiitud  that,  in  the  minds  of  the  French 
peasantry  of  the  existing  epoch,  Bazeilles  and  Sedan,  the  requisi- 
tions of  the  Prussians,  and  the  scarcely  less  odious  exactions  of  the 
French  francs-tireurs,  have  quite  extinguished  the  touching  memo- 
ries of  the  man  of  Marengoand  Austerlitz,  Beitasitmay.Cajsoi'iBm 
is  '  quoted  very  low "  just  now,  not  only  in  the  political,  but  in  the 
literary  and  artistic,  market.  Politically  I  am  indifferent  to  the 
fact.  Artistically,  or  rather  arcliEeologically,  I  selfishly  rejoice 
that  mementoes  of  the  gi*ent  man  ai'e  to  he  picked  up  in  the 
Paris  of  to-day  very  cheaply  indeed.  I  nourish  a  cullm  for 
Napoleon  I.  I  enshrine  hira  in  my  relic- collecting  heart  of 
hearts,  not  because  I  am  ignorant  of  the  fact  of  his  having 
been,  in  many  respects,  an  unconscionable  scoundrel — a  for- 
sivoi-n,  lying,  mmderous,  selfish,  tyrannous  man ;  but  because  I 
cannot  help  admiring  the  sub-lieutenant  of  the  artillery  regiment 
of  La  F^re,  who,  by  his  own  unaided  pluck,  daring,  decision, 
mental  ocuteness,  and  strength  of  will,  contrived  to  become 
Emperor  of  the  French,  King  of  Italy,  mediator  of  Switzerland, 
and  Protector  of  tlie  Confederation  of  the  Rhine.  Perhaps,  take 
him  for  all  in  all,  lie  wns  not  a  greater  villain  than  Julius  Ccesar, 
than  Alexander,  or  than  Oliver  Cromwell;  and  there  are  some 
wlio  maintain  Ohver  to  have  been  '  the  greatest  prince  that  ever 
ruled  in  England;'  while  others  hold  with  Lord  Clarendon  that 
the  Protector  of  the  Commonwealth,  who,  uncrowned  as  he  was, 
died  to  all  intents  and  purposes  a  despotic  monarch,  was  only 
a  '  bohl  bad  man.'  Who  is  good  ?  Was  Napoleon,  d  la  lonfjue, 
quite  80  disreputable  a.  character  as  George  IV.  ?  He  was 
assuredly  not  so  great  a  scamp  as  Charles  II.  He  did  not  sell 
his  country  for  an  annual  pension  from  a  foreign  state.  He  did 
not  make  dukes  of  a  multifarious  progeny  of  byblows,  and  saddle 
his  subjects  with  the  permanent  cost  of  the  young  gentlemen's 
maintenance.  He  was  as  great  a  captain  as  Marlborough ;  but  he 
was  not  quite  so  perjured,  so  impudent,  so  rapacious,  and  so  mean 
as  John  Churchill.  So  I  bow  down — one  must  have  n  fetish  — 
before  the  memory  of  Napoleon,  and  assiduously  collect  all  that  I 
can  get  together  of  x>ainted  and  graven,  carved  and  written  work 
connected  with  him. 

The  French  painters  and  sculptors  have,  asabody,  nothing  to  say, 
OS  things  political  go,  to  Marengo  and  Austerlitz,  to  Jena  and  Fried- 
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land.  They  sulkily  ncquiesced  in  the  reedification  of  the  VendSmo' 
Column,  leas  because  they  gloried  in  the  Napoleonic  victories  than 
becanae  they  disliked  Courbet, '  audacious  pencil-man '  one  might 
call  him,  paraphrasing  Mr.  Carlyle's  qualification  of  Tom  Paine— 
who  for  years  had  been  snapping  his  fingers  in  the  ffice  of  French 
ftcademicnl  art,  and  who  had  a  prominent  finger  in  flinging  down 
the  Vendfime  Column  into  the  dirt.  EafTet  and  Bellange,  Carl' 
and  Horace  Vernet,  the  great  Tambour-Majoi-s  of  the  Napoleonic 
epic,  are  no  more ;  and  M.  de  Neuville,  who,  after  Philippoteausj 
is  the  most  favourite  exponent  of  modern  French  militarism,' 
restricts  his  sympathiea  to  wounded  Zouaves  and  exhausted- 
Turcos,  to  airousing  francs-tirciirs  nni  fantassijis  of  regiments  da 
viarche,  bent  double  beneath  their  inordinate  packs,  ti'udging^ 
rifle  on  shoulder,  and  their  red  trousers  tucked  up  to  the  knea^. 
along  muddy  roads  or  through  ensanguined  snows.  lunumerabls 
episodes  of  the  Franco-Gei-man  war  of  1870-1  stream  from  Uib' 
studios  of  contemporary  French  painters  (many  of  whom,  it  must 
be  remembered,  took,  like  poor  dead  Henri  Regnault,  an  active  nnd> 
heroic  pai-t  in  the  struggle).  Solferino  and  Magenta,  Baluelava- 
and  the  MalakofT,  are  reckoned  of  ns  little  accomit  as  Pharsaha  or 
Marathon ;  and  if  the  militai-y  artists  do,  now  and  again,  conde- 
scend to  go  a  little  further  back  than  Le  Bourget  or  Reich shoffen,. 
it  is  to  dwell  on  the  Republican  glories  of  Jemappes  or  Fleurus,  to 
extol  the  prowess  of  Hochc,  or  to  show  us  the  corpse  of  Marceau, 
lying  on  its  bed  of  death  and  glory,  and  surrounded,  not  only  by 
weeping  Frenchmen,  but  by  deeply  moved  and  sorrowfully  reveren- 
tial Austrian  officers.  As  for  the  petit  chapeau  and  the  redin^ote 
rtriee,  the  grand  reviews  which  the  Petit  Caporal  used  to  hold 
in  the  Carrousel,  the  heroic  disasters  of  the  retreat  from  Bussiiti] 
the  crowning  glories  and  disasters  of  Quati'e  Bras  and  Moni 
St.  Jean — all  these  once-famous  fasti  are  now  but  so 
old  wives'  tales,  despised,  neglected,  and  all  but  forgotten.  X 
should  like  to  write  a  book  on  the  successive  influence  of  politics 
on  French  ai't.  It  might  be  made  very  interesting;  but,  if  justice 
were  done  to  the  subject,  the  work  would  be  too  long.  For  the 
rest,  it  would  be  difficult  to  name  one  single  human  thine  in 
France  which  has  not  been  influenced  by  politics.  I  read  latSy  a 
notice  of  n  book  entitled  Le  Parfait  Charciitier  (the  Complete 
Porkbutcher  and  Tripe-shopkeeper's  Oompanion),  in  which  the 
Author  considered  the  feasibility  of  adapting  the  ckaraiterie 
the  ancien  mg'ime  to  the  piinciples  of  1789  ! 

Meanwhile,  strange  to  relate,  the   Italians  have,  as  painters' 
I  aculptora,  been   faithful   to   the   memory  of  '  Napoleon   ""' 
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Grande.'  Tliey  were  the  first,  after  bis  coronation  as  King  of 
Italy  at  Milan,  to  give  him  the  appellation.  They  have  not  yet 
revoked  the  gi-andiose  diploma.  He  hetinyed  and  cozened  them, 
as  he  did  most  people.  He  promised  them  an  United  Italy,  and 
gave  them  instead  a  curtailed  Lombardo-Venetian  kingdom, 
governed  by  a  puppet  viceroy,  and  a  kingdom  of  Naples  ruled  by 
liis  swashbuckling  satellite,  Murat,  the  ex-postilion,  who  had 
modesty  enough  (or  it  may  have  been  fanfaronade)  to  keep  his 
post-boy's  wliip  under  a  glass  case  in  one  of  his  royal  palaces. 
'  Je  Buis  venu  de  la,'  Joachim  was  wont  to  say,  pointing  to  the 
whip.  Finally,  Napoleon  broke,  like  a  thief  in  tlie  night,  into  tli 
Quirinal;  kidnapped  the  Pope ;  stole  the  triple  diadem  from  jl 
shelf,  and  put  it,  with  the  keys  of  St.  Peter,  into  his  pocket.  It  wi 
Uie  most  audacious  act  of  burglary  that  history  had  ever  recorded. 
He  annexed  the  States  of  the  Church  to  France ;  the  Roman  Cam- 
pagna  became  the  depaiiment  of  the  Tiber ;  and  Perugia  was 
the  chef  lien  of  the  department  of  Thrasymene.  He  tyrannised 
over  the  Italians  generally,  and  squandered  their  best  young 
blood  without  stint  in  his  German  and  Russian  campaigns.  Yet, 
he  wrought  an  immensity  of  material  good  in  the  Italian  pemn-' 
sula:  built  roads,  bridges,  hospitals,  and  aqueducts;  establi^^bed 
schools  and  pawnbroldng  establishments— thus  demolishing  petty 
usiu'y ;  and  notably,  lie  very  sternly  put  a  stop  to  the  horrible 
manufacture  of  soprani.  He  had  his  reward.  Nations  are  only  too 
placable.  The  misdeeds  of  the  Fii'st  Napoleon  were  soon  for- 
gotten by  the  Italians.  They  remembered  the  good  wliich  be  had 
done,  and  tlie  glory  wliich  his  name — that  of  a  simple  Corsican 
gentleman — bad  brought  their  country.  They  mourned  bis  exile 
and  his  death  with  genuine  sorrow ;  and  in  the  Cinqm  Maggio, 
Alessandro  Manzoni  has  stricken  a  sublimer  chord  than  has  been 
touched  even  by  Beranger  and  Victor  Hugo.  During  his  Kfetime 
Antonio  Canova  made  the  classic  lineaments  of  Napoleon  imperish- 
ably  famous  iu  marble.  I  may  ask  fairly,  without  fear  of  contra- 
diction, whether,  with  the  exception  of  Napoleon,  there  is  a  single 
historical  personage  of  modem  times  whose  form  could  be  plas- 
ticnlly  presented  undraped?  What  should  we  say  to  a  nakec' 
Brougham,  a  naked  WilHam  Pitt — imagine  their  noaea ! — an  im- 
draped  Peel,  a  disrobed  Gladstone,  a  BoaconsBeld  '  mid  nodinga' 
on'?  Napoleon  I.  in  Canova's  statue,  now  one  of  the  moat  highly- 
prized  treasmes  possessed  by  the  Duke  of  Wellington  at  Apsley 
House,  beat's,  with  triumphant  success,  the  cnicial  test  of  tho 
nude.  You  forget  that  he  was  a  little  man — not  only  little,  but 
"  -"ally  '  stumpy" — you  forget  all  the  spiteful  libels  of  MichelaC 
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abont  his  having  had  no  eyebrows,  and  his  hair  being  normally  of 
a  sandy-brown,  but  darkened  by  pomatum.  You  see  only  the 
classic  hero,  as  classic  as  the  Antinous,  as  classic  as  the  Apollo 
Belvedere,  as  classic  as  the  Discobolos,  and  heroic  enough  to  hold, 
as  Canova's  statue  holds,  the  efiBgy  of  Victory  in  his  conquering 
right  hand. 

The  fidelity  with  which  the  Italians  have  adhered  to  that  Napo- 
leonic legend  for  the  time  being  so  scornfully  discredited  in  France 
is  significantly  shown  in  the  noble  picture  by  Professor  Didioni  of 
Milan,  entitled  *  Per  Bagioni  di  Stato'  (For  Reasons  of  State).  The 
scene  is  one  of  the  most  gorgeous  of  the  saloons  in  the  palace  of 
the  Tuileries.  Everywhere,  on  carpets  and  hangings,  on  couches 
and  chairbacks,  on  panels  and  picture-frames,  occurs  the  cogniz- 
ance of  the  Emperor  and  King — the  crowned  'N.*  wreathed  with 
laurels.  The  time  is  in  the  year  '10 ;  and  Gsesar  is  at  the  height 
of  his  grandeur  and  prosperity.  He  has  reared  his  brazen  column 
in  the  Venddme  square.  He  is  building  his  Arch  of  Triumph 
hard  by  the  Barrier  of  the  £toile.  He  has  held  his  congress  of 
crowned  satellites  at  Erfurt ;  and  Tahna  has  travelled  thither,  at 
the  imperial  bidding,  to  play  before  '  a  pit-full  of  kings.'  During 
this  same  congress,  at  a  grand  state  banquet,  the  blood  of  a  Oerman 
Vice-Chamberlain  runs  cold  in  his  veins  (so  the  Yice-Chamber- 
lain  says)  when  he  hears  this  upstart  Caesar,  this  Jupiter  Scapin, 
begin  a  story  thus  :  '  When  I  was  a  sub-lieutenant  in  the  regi- 
ment of  La  Fire.'  The  insolent !  Professor  Didioni  gives  us  a 
wonderful  portrait  of  Napoleon  in  the  *  Bagioni  di  Stato.'  It  is 
only  a  back  view ;  but  the  squai*ely-moulded  head,  the  somewhat 
rounded  shoulders,  the  swallow-tailed  uniform  coat  of  the  Chas- 
seurs of  the  Guard,  the  broad  red  ribbon  of  the  Legion,  the 
shapely  lower  limbs  clad  in  kerseymere  smalls  and  white  ^lik  hose, 
—all  these  are  unmistakably  Napoleonic.  But  why  is  his  Majesty 
the  Emperor  and  King  shuffling  out  of  the  room  with  a  gait  very 
much  resembling  that  of  a  convicted  pickpocket  shambling  out  of 
the  dock  at  the  Old  Bailey,  when  Mr.  Montagu  Williams  has  done 
his  best,  and  the  chief  warder  of  Coldbath  Fields  his  worst  (by 
proving  previous  convictions),  for  him,  and  the  judge  has  given 
the  dread  doom  of  eighteen  months'  hard  labour?  Why  is  there 
a  gmlty,  mortified — I  cannot  without  a  paradox  say  shamefaced, 
but  still  a  thoroughly  humiliated  expression  in  the  very  back  of 
his  Majesty  ?  The  reason  is  miserably  obvious.  It  has  just  been 
his  punful  duty  to  inform  the  wife  of  his  bosom — the  wife  of  his 
struggling  and  poverty-stricken  youth — that,  *per  ragioni  di  stato,' 
he  intends  to  turn  her  out  of  doors,  to  wrench  asunder  the  bonds 
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which  the  Chuvcli  has  tied,  and  to  wed  another  womon.     Appro^l 
priately  enough,  the  man  who  has  just   made  such  an  avowal  I 
sneaks  off,  like  a  cni tiff-culprit  as  he  is,  in  the  bnclcground.     I&fl 
the   foreground,  stretched,  agonising,  iplorce,  despaiiing,  in  al 
magnificent  fauteuil  of  velvet  and  gold,  is  poor  Josephine.     Weill 
might  she  swoon ;  but  her  long-pent-up  anguish  finds  relief  in  a  1 
passion  of  teal's.  The  lady  of  honour  who  tends  her  imperial  mis-  1 
tress,  momentarily  turns  her  head  towards  the  retreating  figui-e  of 
the  Emperor,  and  eyes  him  with  a  look  of  concentrated  wrath  and 
scorn.     One  hand  holds  a  handkerchief,  with  which  she  would  fain 
dry  Josephine's  tears ;  but  the  other  hand  is  vengefully  clenched. 
I  fancy  that  this  high-mettled  dame  cChonncur  would  '  go  for  '  tlie 
recreant  Ciesar  an  she  dared.    I  fancy  that  her  own  husband,  say 
M.  le  Mai-echal  Georget,  Due  de  Dandiii,  would  pass  rather  nn 
imcomfortahle  quarter  of  an  hour  were  he  to  hint  to  Madame  la 
Marechftle  the  expediency  of  a  divorce  and  a  separate  maintenance 
'  per  ragioni  (U  stato.'  '  I'll  reasons  of  State  you  ! '  I  think  I  hear 
Madame  la  Marechale  exclaim  as  she  seizes  the  handle  of  tlie 
silver  coffeepot.    But  poor  Josephine  was  never  a  woman  of  any 
spirit.     She  lacked  muscle  of  miud.     She  was  a  Creole,  and  had 
all  the  Creole  moUfsse.     Her  attitude  in  the  picture  is  one  only 
of  dolorous  submission. 

The  execution  of  Professor  Didioni's  picture  is  superb.     Th* 
colour  is  as  glowing  and  the  handling  as  dexterous  as   ci 
found  in  any  example  of  the  Fortuny  or  Madrazo  school ;  but  he  I 
has  not  been  betrayed  into  any  of  those  chromatic  tours  de  farcem 
which  so  closely  trench  upon  trickery.     The  costumes  of  the  I 
Empress  and  her  euivanle  are  scnipulously  faitliiiil  to  the  fashions  I 
of  the  epoch  delineated.     The  heavy  trains  of  satin  and  brocade,  i 
the  Marie  de'  Medicis  rufi",  the  long  gloves  with  eight  buttons,  the  J 
jewelled  stomachers  and  necklaces,  are  all  unimpeachably  '  style  j 
Premier  Empire.'     As  regards  the  furaitui'e  and  accessories,  one 
might  be  puzzled  to  tell  whence  an  Italian,  resident  in  the  capital 
of  Lombaj-dy,  had  acquired  so  eui'iously  accurate  a  knowledge  of 
the  upholstery  and  decorations  characteristic  of  the  First  Empire, 
were  it  not  remembered  timtthe  royal  palace  at  Milan  still  boasts 
the  fui-nitui'e  and  the  embellishments  which  it  possessed  seventy 
years  ago,  when  it  was  the  residence  of  Eugene  Beaubamais, 
viceroy  of  Italy.   I  take  this  picture  of  Professor  Didioni  to  he  oq  f 
example  of  the  veiy  highest  form  of  historical  fjcnre — such  genre  m 
was  BO  capably  illusti-ated  by  our  own  lamented  Augustus  Egg,  and  J 
rlier  stages  of  his  career,  by  the  more  recently  to  hSij 
dward  aiatthew  Ward,  R.A.     It  will  he  lenienibereil 
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tint  ilie  £f«ce  of  Xi^rafeoa  and  Josepkine  finnislied  lir.  Ward^ 
8c»iie  sixteen  jeaEs  ago,  with  the  siibiactlbraTerT^EectiTepiclare 
— the  effect  being  one  of  lamplight ;  and  I  maj  mentioa  that»  in 
mj  own  drawing-ixxHn  at  home,  I  haxe  K^i^ging  tvo  powerfol  pen« 
and-ink  sketches,  bj  mj  lamented  fiiend,  of  the  retreating  figure 
of  Napoleon — ^backxiews  as  in  the  Didioni  picture — and  suggesting 
the  same  guilty  sneaking  gait.  These  sketches  were  made  for  the 
picture  of  *  The  last  Meeting  of  N^oleon  I.  and  Queen  Charlotte 
of  Prussia  at  Tilsit.'  It  is  certain  that  poor  £.  M.  Ward  never 
saw  the  '  Bagioni  di  Stato/  jet  by  a  curious  coincidence  the  atti* 
tude  of  his  swooning  Prussian  queen  closely  resembles  that  of  the 
despairing  Josephine. 

The  place  taken  by  Russia  in  the  Fine  Arts  Department  of  the 
Exhibition  was,  both  grajihically  and  plastically,  a  very  prominent 
one.  Do  you  remember  the  colossal  composition  of  M.  Sieme* 
radski,  *  Les  Torches  Yivantes  de  N&xm'  (Nero*s  living  Illumi- 
nations)  ?  This  astounding  work  may  have  been  suggested  to 
M.  Siemeradski  by  reading  M.  Ernest  Renan*8  Apdtre$.  Nero 
was  assuredly  the  most  sensational  theatrical  manager  of  his  age. 
In  getting  up  melodramas  with '  unprecedented  spectacular  effects  * 
he  was  unrivalled.  Blasi  with  his  scenes  in  the  circus,  in  which 
the  wretched  Christians  were  only  torn  to  pieces  by  wild  beasts, 
the  imperial  Dnerow  conceived  the  idea  of  a  grand  nocturnal  ySte-— 
a  kind  of  infernal  Yauxhali  or  diabolical  Cremome,  with  so  many 
hundred  additional  Galileans  as  precursors  of  the  '  twenty  thou- 
sand additional  lamps '  of  the  old  '  royal  property/  So  he  lighted  up 
the  long  esplanade  of  the  Oolden  House  with  a  perfectly  new  and 
original  series  of  '  Torches  Yivantes.'  A  detachment  of  Christians 
— among  whom  there  may  have  been  some  criminals  whom  it  was 
deemed  expedient  to  execute  in  a  decorative  manner :  between  tlie 
lamp-post  and  the  Gemonian  Steps  there  was  not  much  to  choose  : 
— ^were  neatly  smeared  from  head  to  foot  with  pitch.  Bands  of  tow, 
equally  well  tarred,  were  wound  round  their  limbs,  so  that  they 
might  catch  fire  all  tlie  more  quickly ;  and  they  were  then,  at  given 
intervals,  hoisted  up  to  iron  standards  of  highly  ornamental  design, 
and  connected  one  with  the  other  by  festoons  of  ilowera.  What 
jokes  the  Boman  workmen  must  have  ci*acked— mercurial  children 
of  the  sunny  South  !— as  they  coated  the  luckless  Galileans  witli 
pitch  and  tar,  and  dabbed  lumps  of  resin-indued  tow  over  thomi 
and  so  garrotted  and  triced  them  up  to  the  ornamental  standards  I 
Tarring  and  feathering  in  the  Northern  States  of  America,  or 
tarring  and  cottoning  in  the  South  (the  last  a  freak  freatMUtly 
played  with  AboUtion^U  prior  to  the  Great  Cifil  War),  oouid  Uvi 
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been  as  nothing!,  looked  npon  as  a  frolic,  compared  with  the  racy 
humours  of  the  Golden  House.  The  night  of  festivitj'  being 
come,  and  the  Palatine  Court  assembled,  on  a  signal  heing  given 
the  human  torches  were  all  at  once  kindled.  What  horrid  yells, 
yihat  fearful  groans,  what  piteous  appeals  for  mercy,  must  have 
come  from  those  poor  roasting  bodies  up  there,  among  the  fes- 
toous  of  flowers !  It  was  part  of  the  inscrutable  vrisdom  of  Provi- 
dence not  to  permit  the  Devil  tlien  and  there  to  make  his  appear- 
ance and  carry  away  the  Emperor  Nero  to  hell;  nay,  many  centuries 
afterwards,  the  Living  Torches  of  the  Maison  Dorce  were  allowed 
to  Ben'e  several  generations  of  Grand  Inquisitors  in  Spain,  Por- 
tugal, Rome,  Goa,  and  other  places  with  models  and  exemplars 
for  that  briliiiintly  orthodox  enteitainment,  tmly  spectacular  in  ita 
viiee  en  schie,  the  auto  dafe. 

AI.  Siemeradsld  has  done  his  best  with  his  hoiTibly  suggestive 
subject.  Nero's  Golden  House,  imposing  in  its  architecture, 
occupies  two-thirds  of  the  canvas,  and  staircases  and  galleries  are 
thronged  with  the  elite  of  Roman  society ;  members  of  consular 
famihes,  senators,  EedUes,  knights,  and  Vestal  Yii'gins,  mingled  with 
gladiators,  mountebanks,  dancing  girls,  meretrices,  and  slaves — the 
last  only  too  happy  that  it  was  not  their  turn  this  time  to  be  tarred 
and  towed,  and  hung  up  as  aerial  bonfires.  The  Emperor  Nero  was,  I 
have  no  doubt,  immensely  pleased  with  the  pei-foi-mance.  I  wonder 
what  the  gi-eat  Boman  ladies  and  the  Vestal  Virgins  tliought  of 
it.  Well,  the  ladies  of  the  court  of  Louis  Quinze  went  to  see  the 
wretched  Damiens  suffer,  in  the  Place  de  Grfeve,  tortures  quite 
as  atrocious  as  those  inflicted  on  tlie  Galileans  on  the  Palatine  Hill. 
The  miserable  monomaniac  who  had  feebly  pushed  a  penknife 
iigiiinstone  of  the  ribs  of  the  Most  Christian  King  had,  what  with 
tlie  qucition  ordinaire  and  the  question  extraordinaire — what  with 
the  boots,  the  thumbikins,  and  the  picket,  heeii  tormented  half  to 
death  or  ever  he  came  to  the  scaffold.  \Vhen  they  got  him  there, 
Sanson  and  his  men  tore  his  flesh  repeatedly  with  iron  pincersJ 
and  poured  melted  lead,  pitch,  sulphui-,  and  what  not  into  thd' 
gaping  wounds.  Then  he  was  tied  hands  and  feet  to  the  tails  o( 
four  horses,  which  were  beaten  and  spurred  in  contraiy  directions, 
witli  the  intent  of  tearing  his  body  in  four  quarters.  That  won- 
derful machine.  Heaven-built,  called  the  human  frame — an  appa- 
ratus which  so  soon  as  we  begin  to  understand  sometliing  of  its 
mechanism  we  proceed  to  abuse — proved,  however,  in  Damien's 
case,  much  tougher  than  the  sentencing  judges  and  the  performing 
executioners  had  imagined.  The  wi'etcb  would  not  come  to  pieceai 
V  h  sawing  at  his  sinews  and  jagging  at  his  artioalatioi 
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by  Sanson  and  his  aides.  Meanwhile  the  four  horses  were  fiercely 
Bl&shed  by  the  whips  of  the  assistants  to  make  them  pull  the 
stronger.  *0,  les  pauv*  zevaux ! '  (O,  the  poor  horses !)  squealed, 
in  the  lisping  court-jargon  of  the  time,  the  great  ladies  from  Ver- 
sailles. They  had  been  diveiling  themselves  with  this  hellish 
butchery,  as  though  it  had  been  an  opera  or  a  ballet.  Some  of 
them  brought  pantins  or  puppets,  the  limbs  of  which  were  set  in 
motion  by  means  of  a  string,  to  the  show  in  the  Place  de  Greve. 

Well,  if  'slaughter'  be  *  God's  daughter,'  as  the  mild  Words- 
worth, 'booing  his  pottery'*  at  Grasmere,  crudely,  yet  perhaps 
truly,  put  the  matter,  cnielty  would  certainly  appear  to  be 
humanity's  foster-sister.  We  are  all  abominably  cruel,  in  words 
or  in  deeds,  at  some  period  or  another.  'Get  dge  est  sans  pitie,' 
the  good  La  Fontaine  wrote,  of  children.  Our  young  ones  pore 
over  the  pretty  pictures  of  animals  in  Ldttle  Folks  or  Chatterbox, 
and  then  they  go  and  worry  the  kitten,  or  make  the  life  of  the  dog 
a  torment  to  him.  Schoolboys  will  resort  to  butchers'  slaughter- 
houses as  to  a  place  of  entertainment,  and  club  their  pence  to  fee 
the  slaughterer  to  kill  a  bullock.  I  saw  one  killed  five-and-thirty 
years  ago  at  Slater's,  at  Knightsbridge.  It  was  a  grand  sight ; 
but  I  am  sure  that  I  could  not  bear  to  see  any  creature  deliberately 
killed  now.  Yet  Spanish  ladies  will  smilingly  sit  out  a  bullfight, 
the  sight  of  which  makes  many  strong  Englishmen  physically 
sick ;  and  English  ladies  see  no  harm  in  assisting  at  a  'tournament 
of  doves' — ^in  other  words,  the  wanton  massacre  of  flocks  of  harm- 
less  pigeons.  If  you,  of  malice  aforethought,  were  to  shoot  at  a 
pigeon  in  the  streets  of  Moscow  or  St.  Petersburg,  the  mob  would 
fall  upon  you  or  stone  you ;  and  in  1855-6,  when  Constantinople 
was  full  of  British  officers  proceeding  to  or  returning  from  the 
Crimea,  the  Turks  were  with  difficulty  restrained  from  'going  for' 
the  smart  young  subalterns  who  amused  themselves  by  roaming 
about  with  revolvers  at  night,  and  'potting'  the  homeless  harm- 
less dogs  of  Pera  and  Galata.  Yet  Russians  and  Turks  can  be, 
on  occasion,  as  cruel  as  other  folk.t 

*  An  old  lady  who  was  a  neighbour  of  the  Bard  told  an  inquisitive 
American  tourist  that  Wordsworth  was  *  no  bad  sort  of  a  mon,'  except  when 
he  went  *trottin'  aboot  the  grass,  booin'  his  pottery' — reciting  his  poetry,  I 
conclude. 

t  *  We  all  do  it*  Here  we  have  Sir  Bartle  Frere  prating  about  Cetewayo's 
army  as  a  '  frightfully  efficient  man-slaying  machine,'  while  every  Jingo  is 
ready,  in  verse  or  prose,  to  qualify  the  Zulus  as  '  murderous  savages ; '  and  lo, 
in  an  illustrated  paper,  the  other  day,  I  saw  an  engraving  of  a  knot  of  gallant 
officers  of  a  Highland  regiment  shooting  with  their  revolvers  at  the  seagulls 
from  the  deck  ot  a  transport  at  sea.    This  engaging  picture  was  called  '  Prac- 
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netuming  to  the  Russian  Fine  Art  Department,  I  notice  an  '■ 
exceptionally  'cruel'  work  of  Muscovite  art  in  a  picture  represent- 
ing what  at  fu-st  sight  seemed  to  be  a  masquerade,  or  rather  a  bal  ' 
pare  et  travesti,  since,  although  the  assistants,  male  and  female, 
were  clad  in  the  moat  extravagant  fancy  costumes,  they  wore  uo 
masks.  In  pai-ticular  were  you  struck  by  the  number  of  dwarfs  of 
both  sexes,  hideously  deformed,  and  bedizened  in  dresses  the 
grotesque  splendour  of  which  made  their  deformity  only  the  more  i 
repulsive.  There  was  a  strong  contingent,  too,  of  zebra-striped  1 
buffoons  and  zanies — Triboulets  and  Rigolettos  of  Petropolis. 
There  were  dancers  too  in  grand  court-dreas,  blazing  with  jeweh  | 
and  gold  embroidery ;  but  they  had  all  an  odd,  coaise,  pinchbeck  ] 
patrician  look,  as  though  they  were  in  reality  princes  of  the  stable  I 
and  princesses  of  the  scullery.  The  kitchen,  indeed,  played  a  | 
conspicuous  part  in  tlie  festival.  This  rabble  ront  of  jesters  and  J 
glorified  lacqueys  and  chambermaids  advanced  mopping  and  mow- 
ing, grimacing  and  postming,  and  brandishing  aloft  pots,  pans,  ' 
gridirons,  soup-ladles,  pokers,  shovels,  and  tongs,  with  which  they 
simulated  one  of  those  derisive  symphonies  known  in  Germany  a 
'  katzenmiisik,'  in  Prance  as  a '  charivari,'  and  in  England  as '  rough 
music."  Such  '  music '  is  being  played  at  the  procession  of  the 
'  Skimmington '  in  Hogarth's  illustrations  to  Hudibras.  Its  latest 
foi-m  of  expression  in  London  was  the  'marrow- bones  and  cleavers* 
concerts,  now  nearly  obsolete,  of  the  butchei's  on  the  occasion  of 
a  wedding  between  the  sons  and  daughters  of  their  cmft.  In  tha 
last  century  the  biue-jerkined  gentry  did  not  confine  their  caco- 
phonic  attentions  to  the  marriages  of  members  of  their  own  calling. 
No  fashionable  wedding  in  the  parishes  of  St.  George's,  Hanover 
Squai-e,  and  Si  James's,  Piccadilly,  was  complete  without  the 
maiTow-bones  and  cleavers,  which  in  process  of  time  became 
engines  of  intimidation  and  extortion.  The  law  had  at  last  to 
interfere  to  abrogate  the  butchers'  insolent  demands  for  backskith. 

But  why  this  horrible  concoui'se  of  discordant  sounds  in  tiift 
Ilnssian  picture?  Well,  there  are  a  bride  and  bridegroom  ta 
be  saluted.  'Benedick,  the  married  man,'  sitting  on  a  couch 
of  honour  under  a  canopy  of  state,  is  a  poor  miserable  dwarf^ 
with  a  yellow,  wiinkled,  half  baboon-like  face,  fraught  with  Bit 
expression  of  unutterable  woe.  His  teeth  are  chattering;  bia 
nose  and  his  tinger-tips  are  blue.  Beatrix,  his  spouse,  likewise 
B  pigmy,  pitiable  to  look  upon,  is  in  no  better  case  tlian  her  lordi 

tising  lor  the  Ziilua.'    Amiable  incident !     So  many  Zulus  muat  be  killed,  of 
~  ~   :,  for  eveiy  one  of  our  men  assegoied  at  Isandula ;  but  wbut  bail  the 
done  that  they  Ven  to  be  nitUlessly  slaughtered '( 
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She  crouches  and  shivers  by  his  side.  Observe  that  the  wretched- 
looking  bride  and  bridegroom  are  sumptuously  clad,  although 
their  apparel  is  of  the  thinnest  possible  materials.  Their  robes 
are  of  almost  transparent  silk  and  gauze ;  whereas  their  enter- 
tainers— the  jesters  and  zanies,  the  princes  of  the  stable  and 
the  princesses  of  the  scullery,  have  a  plenitude  of  comfortable  fur- 
lined  vestments.  Presently  you  begin  to  ask  yourselves  why  these 
glowingly  coloured  groups — their  faces  seem  to  have  been  illumined 
by  copious  potations  of  vodka,  hot  tea,  and  punch — should  be  con- 
trasted with  a  background  of  the  palest  and  most  diaphanous  tints. 
The  columns  and  archways,  the  balustrades  and  vases,  the  enriched 
ceiling,  the  couch  of  honour,  and  the  canopy  of  state,  belong  un- 
mistakably to  a  palace.  But  it  seems,  to  all  physical  appearance,  t6 
be  a  palace  of  crystal.  Error.  Consider  that  faint  greenish  tinge 
which  overspreads  the  whole  background,  and  the  nuptial  couch  and 
canopy  to  boot.  It  is  a  Palace  of  Ice  !  That  is  why  the  bride  and 
bridegroom  are  gibbering  and  shivering  on  their  haut  pas.  The 
poor  little  wretches  are  half  frozen.  It  has  been  the  whim,  the 
caprice,  the  good  pleasure,  in  fine,  of  her  Imperial  Majesty  the 
Czarina  of  All  the  Russias — ^Anne  or  Elizabeth,  I  forget  which — to 
marxT  her  favourite  hamuncultis  to  her  female  pigmy  in  ordinary. 
All  the  dwarfs  and  dwarfesses,  all  the  fous  and  the  foUes  of  the 
great  court  Boyards,  have  been  bidden  to  the  festival ;  and,  to  add 
excruciating  humour  to  the  frolic,  her  Majesty's  architect  and  her 
Majesty's  upholsterer  and  decorator,  aided  by  any  number  of  obe- 
dient slaves,  have  built,  on  the  frozen  bosom  of  a  lake  in  the 
grounds  of  ihe  Imperial  residence,  a  Glacial  Palace. 

We  used  to  read  this  story  in  schoolbook  collections  of  anec- 
dotes ever  so  many  years  ago ;  and  I  confess  that,  even  as  a  boy, 
I  regarded  the  tale  only  as  a  lying  wonder.  But  if  the  painter — a 
Professor  of  the  Imperial  Academy  of  S t .  Petersburg — of  the  picture 
in  the  Exposition  is  to  be  trusted,  this  barbarous  act  of  cruelty  was 
really  conmiitted.  I  never  learned  what  became  of  the  wantonly 
tortured  man-and-wife  dwarfs.  Perhaps  they  died  of  frost-bite. 
People  did  not  trouble  themselves  much  about  the  possibility  of 
such  contingencies  at  the  Russian  Court,  and  in  the  middle  of  the 
eighteenth  century.  Nor,  in  the  last  quarter  of  the  nineteenth, 
does  the  Academical  Professor  who  has  produced  this  undeniably 
clever  work  seem  to  look  upon  the  palace  of  ice  in  any  other  light 
than  as  an  intensely  comic  episode  of  Russian  life  and  manners. 
He  might  try  his  hand  with  advantage  on  the  equally  characteristic 
and  even  more  dramatic  tableau  of  the  knouting  of  Madame  Lapou- 
UxiBi  who,  idfter  she  had  been  scourged,  was  branded  on  the  forehead 
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and  had  her  nosti'ils  torn  asunder — always  in  accordance  with  tha 
flood-wiU  and  pleaaui'e  of  her  loopeniil  Majesty  the  Czarina  of  All 
the  Russiaa.  Well ;  it  was  the  fault  rather  of  the  eentui-y  than  of 
the  Czarina.  At  the  very  eve  of  the  great  French  Uevolutiou  did 
not  an  English  nobleman  witness,  in  the  courtyard  of  a  prison  in 
Paris,  the  whipping  and  branding  with  the  letter  'V — voleu»e — of 
the  luckless  Countess  de  la  Motte,  the  heroine  of  the  Diamond 
Necklace  swindle  ? 

I  have  not  yet  noticed,  in  English  accounts  of  the  Russiaa 
contributions  to  art  at  the  Exposition,  any  mention  of  the  curious 
plastic  exhibit  of  Professor  Le  Vittoux  of  Wai-saw.  It  seems  to 
have  occurred  to  this  gentleman  (presumably  of  French  extraction) 
that  provincial  schools  of  art,  especially  in  Russia,  are  sometimes 
very  badly  off  for  life-models — female  models  in  particular.  In 
some  govemraents  of  Russia  the  '  fair '  sex  are  only  fair  by  cour- 
tesy ;  in  many  cases  they  ai-e  indeed  stunted  in  stature,  and  in  face 
and  form  extremely  ugly.  In  other  provinces,  where  the  women  of 
the  humbler  classes  are  comelier,  the  priests  are  averse  from  allow- 
ing their  catechumens  to  sit  ns  models.  So  Professor  Le  Vittoux 
picked  out  the  likeliest  young  Polish  damsel  he  could  liglft  upon, 
and — for  a  handsome  consideration,  doubtless — persuaded  her  to 
allow  herself  to  be  cast  from  top  to  toe  in  plaster-of-Poi-is.  The 
operation  was  performed  in  a  single 'coulage' or  casting;  buthowthe 
younglady  was  cut  or  sawn  or  scooped  out  of  her  whited  sepulchre  Is 
not  explained.  The  strangely  successful  result  was  apparent,  how- 
ever, in  a  special  cabinet  of  the  Russian  section,  into  which  ladies 
were  not  invited  to  enter,  but  which,  as  they  did  enter  it,  to  criticise 
its  contents  with  much  apparent  cmiosity  and  interest  at  all  boui'3 
of  the  day,  I  may  be  pei-mJtted,  I  liope  without  offence,  briefly  to 
dwell  upon.  Indeed,  it  would  be  squeamishness  of  the  most  hypo- 
critical kind  to  pass  by  in  silence  a  display  of  which  the  definite 
object  was  to  further  the  cause  of  art-education. 

You  saw,  then,  in  a  room  into  which  the  light  had  been  caa< 
tiously  admitted,  two  representations,  life-size,  in  plaster  of  tha 
PoUsh  life-model.  Both  were  recumbent — one  on  the  face,  the 
other  on  the  back.  The  naturalness  of  the  plaster  reduplication 
of  the  human  form  was  simply  wonderful ;  but  by  the  process  of 
casting,  one  perhaps  inevitable,  albeit  unanticipated,  effect  had  been 
produced.  The  sudden  contact  of  the  wet  plaster  with  the  skin  had 
)>roduced  in  the  poor  girl  what  is  called '  chair  de  poule '  or  '  goose* 
Ilesb,'  and  had  covered  the  skin  with  a  corrugation  of  innumerable 
^ijji/JM.  This  was  unjust  to  the  fair  V'arsovienne,  since  itstigma- 
■.ir  with  a  coarseness  of  skin  which  probably  in  reality  she  did 


GRAPHICS  AND  PLASTICS  IN  THE  EXHIBITION.  205 

not  possess.  The  form  was  very  symmetrical ;  the  face  quiet  and 
kindly  looking,  but  too  irregular  in  feature  to  be  considered  pretty. 
I  looked  at  the  hands — in  which  every  wrinkle  of  the  epidermis 
was  reproduced  with  microscopic  exactitude — narrowly.  On  the 
first  finger  of  the  left  hand  were  the  innumerable  punctures  made 
by  the  needle  in  passing  through  work  from  right  to  left ;  and 
on  the  second  finger  of  the  right  hand  was  the  unmistakable 
depression  of  the  phalange  made  by  the  rim  of  the  thimble.  Not 
a  peasant-girl,  evidently,  this  Venus  of  Warsaw — the  hands  were 
too  small  for  that — but  a  milliner-girl,  or  some  other  kind  of 
sempstress.  The  feet  were  horrible.  The  atrocious  bottines  of 
modem  civilisation  had  wrought  their  usual  wreckage  of  Nature's 
handiwork;  and  the  outcome  were  two  widnkled  and  contorted 
lumps  of  callosity.  If  a  selection  of  life-models  who  had  never 
worn  shoes  or  stockings — and  let  me  whisper  that  the  ligature 
which  is  the  cognizance  of  the  Most  Noble  Order  which  was  not 
founded  by  Edward  III.  in  honour  of  the  Countess  of  Salisbury 
does  quite  as  much  harm,  artistically  speaking,  to  the  female 
leg  as  is  done  to  the  foot  by  the  boot  or  the  high-heeled  shoe 
— could  be  obtained,  Professor  Le  Vittoux's  well-meant  experi- 
ment might  bear  good  fruit ;  and  schools  of  art  might  be  enabled 
by  the  aid  of  these  plaster-casts  to  dispense  to  a  very  considerable 
extent  with  life-models.  Unfortunately  the  Professor  has  yet 
another  foe  to  contend  with  in  the  shape  of  the  bust-strangling 
corset.  If  the  Venus  of  Medicis  had  worn  stays,  she  would  never, 
I  warrant,  have  enchanted  the  world. 

Although  there  is  an  astoundingly  abimdant  display  of  sculp- 
ture in  the  Exposition  Universelle,  and  although  a  large  number 
of  the  works  exhibited  are  extremely  graceful,  tJ^ere  are  not  many 
of  really  surpassing  excellence — ^works  that  at  once  become  famous, 
and  take  their  place  instanter  in  the  cosmopoUtan  Walhalla,  as 
Canova's  *  Graces,*  as  Thorwaldsen's  '  Venus '  and  *  Night  and 
Morning,'  as  Danneker's  '  Ariadne,'  as  Kiss's  *  Amazon,'  and  as 
Gibson's '  Tinted  Venus'  did.  I  miss  even  from  the  Palace  of  the 
Champ  de  Mars  any  very  stiiking  example  of  such  intense  and 
pathetic  reflection  as  was  manifest  in  the  never-to-be-forgotten 
'Beading  Girl'  in  our  Exhibition  of  1862,  or  as  was  shown  in  the 
*  Napoleon  at  St.  Helena'  in  the  Paris  Exposition  of  1867*  You 
remember  that  wondrous  composition:  the  Captive  Conqueror, 
enveloped  in  a  loose  dressing-gown,  leaning  back,  weakened  by  an 
agonising  disease,  in  his  armchair ;  his  cheeks  hollowed,  his  fea- 
tures sharpened,  his  eyes  soidcen,  his  hands  worn  almost  to  skin 
and  bone,  and  outstretched  on  his  knees  a  map  of  the  World* 


I 
I 


^lU  PASIS  HERSELF  AGAIN. 

four  substantial  meals  a  day,  to  say  nothing  of  an  after-supper 
butterbrod  or  ao  and  a  seidel  of  beer  or  two  before  retiring  to  rest. 
Now,  Ml'.  Willis's  own  countrymen,  the  Americans,  are  not  by 
any  means  accounted  contemptible  trenchermen.  At  least  three, 
and  often  four,  copious  repasts,  into  which  meat,  hot  or  cold, 
enters  largely,  fonn  the  staple  of  your  board  at  a  first-class  Ameri- 
can hotel ;  and,  as  though  with  &  view  towards  prepaiing  you  for 
the  ordeal  of  overfeeding  which  you  are  bound  to  go  through  in  the 
States,  you  are  offered  every  day  on  board  the  Cunai'd  steamship 
which  conveys  you  &oia  Queenstown  to  Boston  or  New  York  a 
ti-emendous  breakfast,  a  hearty  lunch,  a  prodigious  dinner,  a  sub- 
stantial tea,  and  any  pretty  little  tiny  kickshaws  in  the  way  of 
grilled  bones  and  Welsh  rarebits  that  Williaon  Steward  may  like  to 
have  dished  up  for  you  before  bedtime-  When  poor  Nathaniel 
Pai'ker  Willis  wrote  his  pleasant  book  some  forty  years  ago,  the 
table  d'hdte  of  the  Astor  House,  New  York — is  there  any  Astor 
House  now? — was  held  to  be  the  most  splendidly  provided  among 
all  the  hotels  of  the  American  Continent.  The  '  PenciUer  by  the 
Way '  was  an  hohitui  of  the  Astor  House  ;  yet  he  professed  to  be 
Bfaocked  by  the  spectacle  of  a  young  lady  in  Vienna  who  got  com- 
fortably through  her  four  meals  a  day,  and  looked  all  the  prettiei' 
for  her  gourmandUe, 

To  subdue  a  tendency  towards  prejudice,  and  to  avoid  taking 
one-sided  views  of  things,  are  among  my  most  constant  aspirations. 
It  is  quite  possible  that  on  a  variety  of  topics  I  am  unconsciously 
the  bitterest  of  partisans ;  but  at  least  I  try  my  hardest  to  be  im- 
partial. Here  have  X  now  been,  for  many  weeks,  a  Stranger  and  a 
Pilgrim  in  Paris,  under  circumstances  almost  totally  different  &om 
any  that  I  can  remember  to  have  been  formally  subjected  to  in  tlU  " 
meti'opoUs.  I  have  seen,  designedly,  scarcely  anything  of  my  owi 
countrymen;  I  have  lived  almost  altogether  in  the  open  air — I  sc^ 
virriting  this  letter  in  a  balcony ;  I  have  breakfasted  and  dined  at  a 
restaurant  every  day,  and  rarely  twice  at  the  same  place ;  and  I 
dm  continually  asking  myself  whether  I  am  right  or  wrong  in  the 
persuasion,  which  every  day  has  been  growing  stronger  within  me, 
that  the  modern  Parisians  devote  a  great  deal  too  much  time 
every  day  to  eating  and  drinking,  and  that,  while  the  people  seem 
to  crowd  the  public  eating-houses  to  a  greater  extent  than  ever, 
the  Art  of  Cookery  is  slowly  but  surely  deteriorating  and  degene- 
rating among  them.  In  the  last  respect  I  am  glad  to  find  my 
opinion  shared  by  so  high  an  authority  as  M.  Abraham  Dreyfus, 
who,  in  a  remarkable  article  on  Cooks  and  Cookery  in  the  XlXma 
SiicU,  pointB  out  that  it  is  every  day  becoming  more  difficult  t   ~ 
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secure  the  services  of  really  accomplished  cooks,  for  the  reason 
that  first-rate  chefs  can  always  command  much  larger  salaries  in 
[iondon,  in  Berlin,  in  Vienna,  in  St.  Petersburg,  in  New  York, 
and  in  San  Francisco,  than  they  can  obtain  in  Paris ;  and  that  at 
the  slightest  reprimand  which  Uiey  receive  from  their  patrons  they 
threaten  to  'rendre  le  tabUer ' — which  is  the  technical  term  for 
resigning.  Again,  the  first-rate  chefs  plead  that  when  they  enter 
the  service  of  a  restaurateur  whose  customers  are  many  and 
hungry,  the  finest  efforts  of  their  art  are,  through  the  gluttony  of 
the  guests,  ill  understood,  if  understood  at  all.  A  not  dissimilar 
complaint  has  been  heard  ere  now  from  the  chef  of  a  London  club. 
*A  quoi  bon,'  he  has  pleaded,  *  is  it  for  me  to  rack  my  invention  to 
put  eight  firesh  entrees  in  every  day's  menu,  when  out  of  an  average 
of  a  hundred  dinners  in  the  coffee-room  seventy-five  dine  off  a 
plain  fish  and  the  joint?'  For  a  French  cook  to  be  misunderstood 
is  the  most  unpardonable  outrage  that  can  be  inflicted  on  him. 
'  Je  lui  ai  compose,'  said  the  great  Gar§me  bitterly  of  our  Oeorge 
IV.,  'une  longe  de  ;veau  en  surprise.  H  Fa  mangle ;  mais  il  n'a 
pas  8U  la  comprendre.'  So  the  disgusted  cook  *  composed '  a  last 
sauce,  which  he  called  'La  Demidre  Pens6e  de  Gareme,'  and  retired 
firom  the  Royal  service.  Had  he  remained  at  Carlton  House  a 
catastrophe  as  lugubrious  as  that  of  Vatel  might  have  happened. 

It  is  lamentable  to  learn,  on  the  authority  of  M.  Abraham 
Dreyfiis,  the  opinion  of  a  culinary  artist,  who,  next  to  MM.  Jules 
OoufK  and  Urbain  Dubois,  is  universally  acknowledged  to  be  the 
first  chef  in  Europe,  that  the  only  remedy  for  the  evils  under  which 
gastronomic  France  is  suffering  is  the  establishment  of  a  Conser- 
vatoire Culinaire,  or  National  School  of  Cookery.  Imagine  the 
Parisians,  the  nation  of  cooks  par  exceUence,  coming  down  to  the 
complexion  of  South  Kensington !  Meanwhile,  it  is  my  intention 
to  'take  stock' — the  expression  is  less  metaphorical  than  technical 
—of  the  existing  condition  of  Public  Cookery  in  Paris,  premising 
that  I  am  criticising  that  cookery  quite  apart  from  the  menu  of 
the  clubs,  of  diplomacy,  or  that  '  haute  cuisine  bourgeoise'  which 
you  enjoy  in  French  private  houses,  and  of  all  of  which  I  have 
seen  in  my  time  as  much  as  most  people.  I  shall  be  willing, 
again,  to  make  due  allowances  for  the  exceptional  pressure  on 
all  places  of  public  entertainment  in  Paris  caused  by  the  Exhibit 
lion — a  disturbing  element  which  has  enhanced  the  price  and 
lowered  the  stand^d  of  excellence  in  every  appliance  of  civilisation 
in  this  vast  city.  I  need  scarcely  say  that  my  acquaintance  with 
the  metropolis  of  France  is  not  of  the  day  before  yesterday.  It 
dates,  indeedj  from  the  midst  of  the  reign  of  Louis  Philippe,  whep 
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Cliambertin  with  yellow  seal ' — Philippe's  in  the  Rue  Montorgetdly 
and  the  Cb£6  Anglais.  About  the  year  '36,  there  was  publi^ed  a 
remarkable  article  on  French  gastronomy  in  the  Qvuirterly  Review ^ 
whichy  if  I  had  it  by  me,  would  remind  me  of  at  least  a  dozen  more 
equally  good,  albeit  not  quite  so  famous,  Parisian  restaurants  of 
the  last  generation ;  but  those  which  I  have  mentioned  enjoyed  at 
the  time  of  which  I  speak  the  highest  prestige.  As  for  Durand's, 
the  Restaurant  de  la  Madeleine,  now  one  of  the  most  fashionable 
and  most  expensive  restaurants  in  Paris,  I  remember  it  in  1889 
as  an  admirably  provided  eating-house,  to  which  a  very  near  and 
dear  relative  of  mine  used  to  take  her  three  children  to  dinner  on 
their  '  days  out '  from  school,  because  the  Restaurant  de  la  Made^ 
leine  was  so  cheap  !  They  charged  me  sixteen  francs  for  a  roast 
pheasant — ^it  was  produced,  it  must  be  admitted,  for  a  moment,  en 
Mdence  as  a  piece  montee — at  Durand's  this  very  September. 

Among  the  places  I  have  named,  the  Trois  Fr^res,  Yery's,  the 
Rocher  de  Gancale,  Philippe's,  and  the  Cafe  de  Paris  exist  na 
longer.*  Since  I  have  been  sojourning  in  Paris  I  have  dined  or 
breakfasted  at  the  following  old  and  new  places  of  popular  resort : 
(1)  The  Gaf6  Anglais ;  (2)  the  Maison  Dor^e ;  (8)  Bignon's  (the 
Caf6  de  Foy) ;  (4)  the  Cafd  Riche ;  (5)  the  *  Grand '  CafS ;  (6)  the 
Restaurant  Rougemont ;  (7)  Yachett's  (Brebant's) ;  (8)  Uie  Cafe 
Yeron,  comer  of  the  Boulevard  and  the  Rue  Vivienne;  (9) 
'  London  House,'  a  succursal  of  the  same  well-known  establish- 
ment at  Nice ;  (10)  the  Restaurant  Bonnefoy ;  (11)  Yefour's ;  (12) 
the  Restaurant  d'Ouix,  now  the  Cafe  Corazza ;  (18)  the  Tavemo 
Anglaise,  in  the  Place  Boieldieu ;  (14)  the  Restaurant  Rousse,  by 
the  side  of  the  Opera  Comique ;  (15)  Gaillon's ;  (16)  Yoisin's ;  (17) 
Yian's ;  (18)  Laurent's,  in  the  Avenue  Marigny,  Champs  Elysdes  ; 
(19)  Lucas's  Taveme  Anglais;  (20)  the  Cafe  de  la  Paix;  (21) 
a  Restaurant  Italien,  close  to  the  Passage  des  Panoramas ;  (22) 
Mngny's,  in  the  Rue  Mazet,  off  the  Rue  Dauphin,  *over  the 
water,'  nearly  in  a  line  with  the  Pont  Neuf ;  (28)  the  '  Taveme 
Britannique,'  in  the  Rue  Richelieu ;  and  (24)  a  *  fixed  price '  dinner 
in  the  Palais  Royal,  to  whose  exact  whereabouts  and  whose  precise 
name  I  decline  to  allude.  In  my  memory  it  will  be  indelibly 
fixed  as  the  *  Diner  Burnand,*  because,  when  I  emerged  from  the 
Trophonian  caverns  in  which  that  dinner  was  served,  I  exclaimed, 
with  the  .celebrated  art  critic  of  the  Grosvenor  Gallery,  'Joy,  joy  I 
but  never  again  with  you,  Robin.' 

The  Cafe  Anglais  still,  to  my  thinking,  maintains  its  place  as- 

*  That  is  to  Bay,  so  far  as  the  BotdevardB  aie  concerned.  There  is  a  iM*^ 
and  splendid  Caf4  de  Paris  in  the  Avenue  de  I'Opdxa. 
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the  very  best  for  dining  purposes  in  Paris.  You  will  dine  well  if 
you  order  any  one  of  the  dishes  specified  in  the  bill  of  fare ;  but  you 
will  dine  much  better  (if  you  know  enough  about  French  cookery  to 
dismiss  the  carte  ditjonr  entirely  from  consi deration)  by  ordering  a 
dinner  altogether  'out  of  your  own  head.'  They  will  cook  eveiy- 
thing  for  you  that  is  in  season.  Everything  that  should  be  hot 
will  be  '  piping '  hot — at  very  many  pretentious  places  they  giv« 
you  that  abontinable  tiling,  tepid  soup  ;  tlie  fish  is  alwa3>s  &esh, 
asid  the  cleanliness  of  evei'jtliing  is  simply  perfect.  The  prices 
are  confessedly  high,  but  they  cannot  be  called  extortionate,  A 
Tery  modest  little  dinner  at  the  Cafe  Anglais  for  two  people  of 
long  experience,  but  moderate  appetites  and  limited  means,  cou- 
Risted  of  a  dozen  of  Marennes  oysters,  of  goodly  size  and  delicious 
flavour  J  no^fish  (I  hold  fish  to  be  a  surplusage  when  you  have 
liad  more  than  throe  oysters);  a  Cricy  soup;  a  perdrix  aux 
cliotix — a  tiny  partridge  braised  with  cabbie,  carrots,  and  small 
sausages ;  some  grin/ere  cheese,  a  saladc  a  la  romaine,  and  a 
bottle  of  the  excellent  Bordeaux  wine  called  Pontet  Canet.  The 
partridge  and  cabbage  cost  ten  francs,  and  the  dish  was  dear  at  tlia 
price ;  bnt  the  Pontet  Canet,'  which  cost  eight  francs,  was  worth 
the  money,  and  more,  for  it  was  so  much  purple  velvet  to  tha 
palate  ;  and  it  had  a  flavour  which  reminded  you  at  once  of  the 
odour  of  violets  and  the  taste  of  raspbeiTies.  Tliis  dinner — stay, 
it  included  a  iJemi-tasse  of  cofl'ee  and  an  undeniably  authentic 
Havana  cigar,  the  last  an  almost  unattainable  luxury  in  Paris  f— 

*  I  have  been  told,  dimI  iinpertinentty  tolil,  in  ptint  by  tome  person  wliolljr  I 
nnknowa  to  me,  but  who  ndilre^sus  nio  m  '  Qeoi^e,'  lliRt  the  Cnfo  Aiigtais  boa  ^ 
no  Ejiecialty  for  Boctlcaux,  but  Ibut  it  bna  one  for  BnrQtmcly.   I  nin  ncciii^toiiieil 
to  writenlioHt  ihelhingBthatlkiiow.niiilMolnbonttliiiigstbatliloiiotknowj 
mill  I  have  known  nothing  of  Ibo  winea  of  Burgundy  these  twenty  yenra 
p.iEt.     Still,  wc  will  Ke  what  a  coiupetuiit  aulliority,  M.  Augusta  Liicliet,  tnru 
upon  the  subject :  "Tlie  wealth  of  this  cellar  (the  Caffi  Anglais)  conutte  in 
Bonleanx  wines.  At.  Delhonnne,  the  proprietor,  is  a  Bonlelnis,  who,  not  caiing  ^M 
lor  Uic  (nNjwths  of  JQnt^iidy,  doci!  not  admit  that  any  one  else  can  care  fur^| 
them.     Hu  keeps  Biirgnnilv  in  his  cellar,  hat  only  for  form,  niiil,  to  to  fay,  ^M 
Dgainat  bis  will.' — Parit-Ouide:  La  Granda  Cattinu  el  lea  Gnmilet  Cagett^^ 
p.  IMO,    I  may  add  that  M.  Delhommc  is  still  the  proprietor  of  tliu  Cflt% 
Anglais.     M.  AugtiHl«  Luchet,  who  was  both  n  Repnbliciui  and  a  fjourmtt,  wiu 
muneil  Om'cmor  of  the  Palace  of  Fonlaincblean  after  the  Ttevolnlion  of  184& 
when  he  was  accused  by  the  anti-Rcpuhlican  iie^v^iapcre  of  having  fiiwl  nml 
ealcn  the  historic  canj  that  Francis  1.  fetl  with  breadcrumbs,  and  to  whitl    ' 
Ihiclic-'Ji  d'Etampes  threw  gold«n  rings. 

-f  cigars  at  the  Caffi  Anglais  I'an  speculation  on  the  part  of  lh»'_ 
■ptiat  the  tobacco  tbeniEclves  from  Nnv.tna,  mid  shore  tlioproRta.  J 
1  fortunale  enough  to  be  accepte{l  as  a  ineniber  of  the  »tn"    * 
smrelyqails  it  ('bat'  dtjatb  or  oilier  casualties),  save  t< 
m  his  owH  account. 
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cost  twenty-eigU  francs  and  some  centimes  :  with  the  waiter's  fee, 
thirty  francs ;  say  twelve  Bhillings  a  head.  Now  there  is  good  vm 
ordinaire  to  be  had  at  the  Cafe  Anglais  for  threa  francs — I  am 


not  quite  sure  that  it  is  not  two  fi-nnca  fifty — n  bottle,  and  the 

averHgeprico  of  an  cntrie  is  three  francs  and  a  half;  thus  yon  may 

^set  down  our  oysters,  our  perdrix  aux  choiix,  and  oiu-  Pontet 

^Ebanet  as  bo  much  reckless  exlrnvaganco ;  but  pleasft  to  remember 
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that  ft  Frenchman,  or  even  an  EngHshmfln,  who  had  set  Lis  heart. 1 
on  ha\-ing  '  a  regular  tip-top  French  dinner,'  even  if  he  had  sup-  4 
pressed  ^e  preUminary  bivalves,  would  have  thought  his  I'epaat  I 
incomplete  without  a  dish  of  fish,  a  r6ti — say  a  Chateaubriand  op  C 
an  entrecCle  i  la  BordelaUc ;  a  sweet — 6ay  a  parfait  au  cafe  i 
BoviMc  de  ckocolat ;  and  some  fruit. 

The  Frenchman  would  assuredly  have  taken  a  tiny  glass  otjine  * 
champagne  cognac,  chartreuse, 
or  some  other  liquetir,  with  hia 
demi-tasie ;  and  the  Englisli- 
man  would,  in  all  probability, 
have  wound  up  with  at  least 
half  a  bottle  of  Pommery  Sec 
or  Heidsieck'a  Dry  Monopole. 
As  for  tlie  French,  it  is  with 
the  extremest  rarity  that,  save 
at  Carnival  time,  or  at  a  repa$ 
de  noces,  they  ever  touch  cham- 
pagne,  which  is  often  alludedto 
contemptuonsly,  as  '  le  vin  des 
cocottes,'  and  more  frequently 
'  le  vin  des  Allemands.'  They 
are  content  to  make  it  in  order 
to  sell  it  to  the  foreigner. 
Thus  such  a  complete  dinner 
as  that  which  I  have  specified, 
at  the  Cafe  Anglais,  would  cost  at  least  twenty-five  francs  a  head. 
Our  own  was  incomplete,  but  to  us  sufficing.  For  the  rest,  a  gentle- 
man dining  by  himself  would  pay  almost  as  much  for  a  '  complete ' 
dinner  as  when  he  had  a  companion ;  and,  as  a  rule,  a  party  of  six 
or  eight  will  be  called  upon  to  expend  less  iu  proportion  per  head 
than  would  be  disbursed  by  a  party  of  three  or  four.  An  English 
exhibitor  told  me  that,  with  seven  friends,  he  had  enjoyed  a  really 
sumptuous  banquet  in  a  private  cabinet  at  the  Cafe  Anglais,  and 
that  the  bill  only  amounted  to  twenty-two  francs  a  head.  Ajid  I 
fancy  that  they  must  have  had  plenty  of  champagne.  Of  course 
you  may  ruin  yourself  at  the  Anglais  if  yoii  like,  and  that  with 
great  promptitude  and  dispatch.  There  are  Lafittes  andMargaux, 
there  are  (so  I  am  lold)  Chambertins  aud  Romanees,  which  are 
thor  "^ '  "  ip  at  from  thirty  to  fifty  francs  a  bottle,  and  which 
ai  e  demand  among  the  American  clients  of  the  house. 

,  the  other  evening  with  some  old  friends  from  New 
istaurant  Hougemont,  and  we  had  Madeira  of  IS24 
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with  the  oysters.  A  pheasant  was  produced  with  his  vings  and 
tail  spread,  aad  with  a  kind  of  gold  and  jewelled  aureole  round  his 
head ;  and — I  did  not  ask  to  look  at  the  bill.  Had  the  dinner  been 
B  moderate  one  I  might,  for  the  purpose  of  comparison,  have  taken 
that  liberty. 

I  may  finally  remark,  touching  the  Cafe  An^^Si  that  as  a 
rule  the  service  is  irreproachable.  The  waiters  ore  civil,  quiet, 
and  BQggeative,  and  two 
or  three  of  them  speak 
English.  The  knives, 
fotis,  and  spoons  are  all 
silver;  yet,  strange  to 
say,  the  proprietor  of  this 
excellent  establishment 
has  not  yet  awakened  to 
a  sense  of  the  expediency 
of  providing  his  guesto 
either  with  fish  knives 
and  forks,  or  with  salt-  .^ 
spoons.  The  drawbacks  ^ 
to  this  very  admirable 
house  are,  normally,  in 
the  smallness  of  the  rooms, 
the  low  ceilings  of  which 
render  them  in  summer  nearly  as  hot  as  the  ptombi  of  Venice ; 
and,  abnormally,  in  the  tremendous  crowds  of  visitors  brought 
by  the  Exhibition,  and  the  clatter  and  tapage  made  by  some 
of  the  foreign  guests,  whose  nationality  I  will  not  particu- 
larise, at  whose  guttural  gabble  the  En^sh  simply  stare  with 
stupefied  amazement,  whUe  the  few  French  gentlemen  whom 
the  guttural  gabblers  have  not  driven  away  sit  silent  in  comers 
glowering  with  rage  at  the  Invaders.  They  are  as  objectionable  in 
Peace  as  in  War.  This  is  especially  the  cose  on  Sundays,  when  a 
Frenchman,  having  in  all  hkelihood  been  to  the  races,  is  veiy  fond 
of  enjoying  a  goed  dinner.  Unless  he  be  one  of  a  party,  or  has 
secured  a  cabinet  particulier  in  advance,  he  will  have  consider- 
able difficulty  in  making  headway  against  this  alien  cohort,  who — 
men,  women,  and  children — come  six  or  eight  strong,  and  virtually 
monopolise  the  public  rooms.  They  are  all  gifted  with  enormous 
appetites,  and  they  have  an  unquenchable  thirst  for  champagne ; 
BO  that  I  imagine  that  the  Parisian  reataurateura  console  them- 
selves for  the  nuisance  inflicted  npon  them  by  these  torbalent  (and 
upon  occasion  insolent)  customers  by  ?nftlting  oat  the  Tery  biggest 
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bills  imaginable  against  them— casting  up  the  highest  possible  i 
"  additions,'  aiid  leaving  it  to  the  waiter  to  demonstrate  that  the  ( 
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total  is  both  accm-ate  and  moderate.     Especially  do  they  '  have  * 
he  way  of  fruit.     Dessert,  generally  consisting  at  Hub  | 


DINNER-TIME   IN   PAIUS.  219 

lime  of  the  year  of  grapes,  peaches,  and  pears  is  very  costly  indeed 
at  the  first-rate  restaurants. 


X   FAKB   R&ITAUK&XXCR. 


I  The   frugal   Frenchman   orders   what   fruit   lie   deairea— '  un 
*  '     *  'one  poue,'  or  '  du  raisin.'     The  improrident  foreigner 


'  390 
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rails  hoM-aely  for '  tes  vruits.'  They  bring  him  fruit  with  a  venge- 
,  whole  plateau  heaped  high  with  the  gifts  of  Pomona. 
'  Most  boys,'  sagely  remarked  r>r. 
Jolinson,  in  the  celebrated  case  of 
the  alleged  cause  of  Swift's  deaf- 
ness in  a  youthful  sui'feit  of  fruit, 
'  will  eat  as  much  as  they  can  get.' 
liut  this  foreigner's  voracity  is  the 
reetanrateur'a  opportunity.  Hb 
watches  the  fruit  disappear,  and 
rubs  his  hands  in  mute  joy.  Do 
you  remember  the  story  of  the  old 
Duke  of  Norfolk — the  Prince  lie- 
gent'a  Duke  of  Norfolk — and  tlie 
cucumber?  His  Grace,  who  was 
wont  to  dress  very  shabbily,  and 
who  thought  twice  before  washing 
himself,  strolled  late  one  evening 
into  the  coffee-room  of  the  Old 
Hummums,  in  Covent  Gai'den,  and  ordered  dinner  and  a  cucumber. 
It  was  the  middle  of  winter.  The  waiter — he  was  a  new  one — mis- 
trusting the  looks  of  the  guest,  went  to  confer  with  the  landlord. 
'  There's  that  shabby  old  fellow,'  he  said,  '  has  ordered  a  cow- 
ciunber,  and  you  know,  sir,  that  they're  half  a  guinea  a  piece  in 
the  market.'  The  landlord  peeped  round  the  comer  of  his  little 
private  hatch ;  recognised  his  customer ;  rubbed  his  hands,  and 
said,  softly  smiling,  to  liis  servitor,  '  A  cucumber,  John  ?  A 
cucumber  ?  Yes,  John ;  give  him  Bix,'  Cucumber  is  not  a 
primeiir  in  Paris  at  present ;  yet  I  am  astonished  at  the  want  of' 
energy  among  the  Paiisian  restaurateurs,  which  has  rendered 
them  blind  to  the  advantages  of  impoiting  West  India  pine-apples. 
A  fine  '  nubbly  '  pine,  such  as  is  dispensed  on  a  London  coster- 
monger's  barrow  for  a  pennj'  a  slice,  would  he  wortli  at  least 
twenty  francs  in  its  entii-ety,  or  two  francs  a  portion,  at  a  boulevard 
restaurant. 

Wenceslaa  Steinhock,  the  wayward  husband  in  Balzac's 
Cousine  Bette,  is  '  taken  by  his  sentiments'  by  one  of  his  wife's 
relatives,  just  as  he  is  about  entering  a  fortj'-sous  restaurant  in 
the  Palais  Royal.  He  is,  without  much  difficulty,  persuaded  to 
listen  to  the  voice  of  reason  and  the  x'leadings  of  affection ;  and  is 
ultimately  led  home,  iu  a  thorough  state  of  penitence,  to  enjoy  % 
succi'lpTit.  family  dinner  at  the  mansion  of  his  mother-in-law, 
M  iroane  Hulot.     In  all  this  behold  yet  another  prooJ 
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«f  the  profound  philosophy  of  Honore  de  Balzac.  It  13  precisely 
at  the  moment  when  a  man  is  fumbling  in  his  pocket  for  the 
necessary  two  francs — not  without  some  sorrowful  uncertainty  as 
to  whether  he  is  also  in  possession  of  the  necessary  coppers  for 
the  gari^on,  for  his  coffee  and  his  pelit  verre  after  dinner — it  13 
just  when  he  is  ffazing  upwards  on  the  illmninated  ground-glass 
panel  above  the  poi-tal  of  the  cheap  restaurant  kept  by  Goi^ottier 
aini,  or  Boustifaille  Jeune,  but  is  not  quite  sure  as  to  whether  the 
legend  in  crimson  lettei-s  on  the  glass  is  '  Dejeuners  i  f.  1  25 ; 
diners  &  f.  2,'  or  '  Lasciate  ogni  speranza  Toi  cb'  entrate,'  that  he 
is  most  hable  to  be  successfully  assailed  by  the  sentimental  side  of 
his  mental  organisation,  and  to  yield,  after  a  decent  simulation  of 
reluctance  (wo  try  to  humbug  ourselves  just  as  frequently  as  we 
try  to  humbug  other  people),  to  an  invitation  to  go  and  dine  some- 
where else.  Not  undesignedly  have  I  quoted  the  Inferno  with 
reference  to  the  forty-sous  restaurants.  Does  not  the  immortal 
Florentine  tell  us  that  there  is  no  greater  anguish  than  the  remem- 
brance, in  misery,  of  the  days  when  we  were  happy  ?  One  of  the 
direst  choi-acteristics  of  the  one-and-eightpenny  repast  is  its  being 
the  caricature,  the  parody,  the  grotesque  but  effete  pliontora  of  a 
good  dinner.  Oar<^al  Mezzofanti  remarked  contemptuously  (and 
quite  unjustly)  of  modern  Greek  that  it  resembled  the  language  of 
Plato  and  Demosthenes  about  as  much  as  a  monkey  does  a  man. 
Thus  in  the  number  of  its  component  parts  the  banquet  provided 
by  Gargottier  alne  or  Boustifaille  jcune  corresponds  to  the  lordliest 
dinner  that  you  could  order  at  Bignon's  or  Durand's.  For  your 
forty  sous  you  shall  have  kors  d'ceuiTes,  a  potage,  fish,  an  entree, 
a  roast,  a  vegetable,  a  sweet,  salad,  cheese,  and  dessert.  But 
there  the  resemblance  to  the  good  dinner  comes  to  an  end.  You 
are  in  a  Shadowy  Land,  where  '  all  things  wear  an  aspect  not  their 
own.'  Somehow  a  fishy  flavour  gets  into  the  bruised  peach  or  the 
Bleepy  pear  of  the  dessert ;  and  it  must  have  been/roitto^e  de  Brie 
that  you  tasted  just  now  iu  the  chocolate  cream.  My  own  opinion 
is  that  it  is  '  the  gravy  that  does  it ; '  and  that  the  foundation  of 
that  gravy  is  something  beyond  mortal  ken.  The  fish  induces 
you  to  think  tliat  there  are  finny  denizens  of  the  deep  as  yet  undis- 
covered by  Mr,  Frank  Buckland  ;  and  as  for  the  meat- — well,  what 
was  it  iJiat  the  wicked  Count  C'enti  gave  his  daughtera  to  eat  ?— 
'  the  fevered  flesh  of  buffaloes,'  or  some  such  unholy  viands  ?  I 
have  partaken  of  many  strange  meals  ;  but  there  is  a  je  ne  tait 
quoi  about  some  of  the  di^ea  at  the  cheap  Paris  restaurants 
altogether  beyond  my  powers  of  definition  or  analysis. 
I  ftm  not  quite  oertaia  whether,  to  be  strictly  accurate,  I  ought 
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not  to  speak  of  the  forty-sons  restaurants  in  the  pflst  tense.  I  am 
inclined  to  suspect  that,  since  the  commencement  of  the  Exhibi- 
tion, Gfirgottier  alne  lias  raised  the  price  of  hia  breaitfaBta  to  one 
fi'ano  seventy-five,  enA  of  his  dinners  to  two  francs  fifty  centimes ; 
while  al'riendtellsine  tliat  Bonstifaille  jeune  has  taken  an  even  more 
heroic  step.  He  has  pasted  slips  of  paper  over  his  list  of  prices  on 
the  gi'ound-glass  panel ;  and  when  he  has  once  got  you  into  his  lair 
he  has  you  altogether  at  his  mercy.  On  the  other  hand,  the 
remarkable  repast  to  which  I  have  attached  the  name  of '  Le  Diner 
Burnand'  is  quite  candid  in  its  proclamation  of  tariff.  Three 
francs  for  breakfast ;  five  fiancs  for  dinner,  including  an  ice  and 
a  bottle  of  Burgimdy  or  Bordeaux  ;  the  wine,  '  susceptible  of  being 
replaced,'  at  the  discretion  of  the  guest,  by  half  a  bottle  of  a 
superior  vintage.  I  have  hinted  that  I  tiied  the  '  Diner  Burnand.' 
It  was,  not  excepting  a '  Court'  night  at  the  hall  of  one  of  our  civic 
companies,  the  most  wire-drawn  dinner  to  which  I  ever  sat  down ; 
and  yet  there  were  no  speeches,  no  glees,  no  songs.  There  waa 
a  little  money-taker's  box  on  the  landing  of  tlie  staircase  leading 
from  the  Galerie  de  Valois  to  the  saloons  of  the  'Diner  Burnand,' 
and  an  elegantly-attired  lady  gave  me,  in  exchange  for  my  five 
francs,  a  large  octagonal  metal  ticket  with  '  Un  Diner '  stamped 
upon  it.  That  was  enough  to  make  you  micomfortable  to  begin 
with.  Who  likes  to  be  badged  and  ticketed,  and  to  be  sent 
a-wandering  through  sti-ange  rooms  with  '  Good  for  One  Dinner ' 
branded,  so  to  speak,  on  his  back? 

The  Administration,  having  got  hold  of  your  money,  has  no 
further  personal  interest  in  you.  You  ai'e  an  incumbrance;  and 
the  Administration  may  be  looking  on  peevishly  wliile  you  are 
consuming  your  five  francs'  worth  of  victuals.  '  You  just  gnaw  it  ■ 
out,'  said  an  American  friend  to  me.  The  elegantly-dressed  lady 
i?ho  took  the  money  was  rery  stiff,  and  scarcely  acknowledged  the 
lowly  salute  which  I  made  her.  Had  she  been  a  dame  de  cmnptoir 
in  a  restaurant  &  la  carte  she  would  have  been  all  bowa  and  smiles 
both  at  the  entrance  and  the  departure  of  a  guest.  But,  the 
Administration,  having  encashed  my  five  francs,  could  no  longer 
nourish  any  hopes  conceraing  their  customer.  On  the  other  hand, 
while  the  elegantly-attired  lady  was  icily  haughty,  her  cat,  a  huge 
creature,  sitting  majestically  by  the  side  of  the  till— a  fat  cat,  with 
a  tail  as  big  as  a  fox's  brush,  and  an  Elizabethan  ruff  of  feathery 
fur — regarded  nie  from  her  amber  eyes  with  a  look,  as  it  seemed  to 
me,  '^'■""mic  commiseration.  That  grimalkin  was  evidently  aware 
of  's  chosei.     She  had  seen  so  many  people  coming  up, 

'  I  down,  those  fateful  stairs.    She  was  as  the  Clerk 
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of  tliG  Arraigns  at  &  Culinary  Court  of  Oyer  and  Terminer,  and 
may  have  been  wishing  me  a  good  deliverance. 

The  oldest  waiters  in  Paris  had  eeemingly  been  'laid  on'  to 
attend  on  the  guests  at  the  'Diner  Bnmand,'  But  that  these 
ancient  semtora  possessed,  to  all  appearance,  tlie  proper  comple- 
Tlient  of  arms  and  legs, 
they  might  have  been  so 
many  vieiix  groijitards  from 
the  H6tel  dea  Invalides,  in 
civilian  garb,  with  their 
moustaches  shaved  off 
and  their  medals  stoned 
away  in  their  tiouseis 
pockets.  I  was  waited  upon 
by  a  vieux  de  la  iteiUe  a 
veteran  of  the  first  bne, 
who  might — so  old  did  he 
look- — have  been  at  Ma- 
rengo when  the  histonc 
jioulet  was  fii-st  fried  m 
oil,  owing  to  Napoleon's 
cook  being  for  the  moment 
abort  of  butter.  Marengo  ! 
He  looked  old  enough  to 
have  been  the  inventor  of  that  Sance  Hobert,  the  oldest  at 
til  known  saures  for  pork-chops,  and  which  Mr.  Dallas  baa 
ascertained  to  be  a  sauce  of  English  origin,  and  to  have 
been  known  to  the  gourmeU  of  Chaucer's  time.  I  hasten  to 
admit  that  this  patriarch  waited  upon  us  with  much  zeal  and 
assiduity,  and  was  particularly  anxious  to  explain  to  us  the 
extent  of  our  riglits  and  privileges  in  the  matter  of  dinner.  '  You 
are  entitled  to  yet  another  hors  d'auvre'  he  gently  remarked, 
when  I  contented  mj-self  with  a  single  sardine  ;  '  be  not  a&aid  ; 
you  may  have  butter  and  olives,  radishes  or  sausage.'  He  was 
quite  scandalised  when  one  of  the  ladies  of  our  party  declined  the 
ioe  which  he  proffered  her.  'Pas  deglacel '  heexclaimed;  'maia 
Tons  avez  droit  a  une  glace.'  Similarly  he  exhibited  signs  of  the 
deepest  dejection  when  we  refused  to  have  anjiliing  to  do  with  the 
salad,  which  was  as  soft  and  clammy  as  cold  boiled  turnip-tops, 
and  was  dressed  appai'ently  with  asafcetida  and  veijuice ;  and  he 
was  affected  almost  to  tears  when,  unable  to  endure  the  lengthiness 
of  the  Diner  Bumand  any  longer,  we  rose  to  depart  without  par- 
taking of  any  desflcrt.     *  Vous  pai-tez,'  he  murmnred  ;  '  yet  there 
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remains  a  choice  of  four  fruits.  You  are  entitled  to  a  peach  or  a 
pear,  an  apple  or  a  grape.  There  are  even  figs.'  I  say  again 
that  he  was  a  most  fatlierly  waiter ;  but,  alaa,  he  was  semi- 
paralytic,  and  in  spilling  soup  and  sauce  over  the  pantaloons  of 
the  public  I  have  rarely  seen  his  equal.  He  hobbled  to  and  fro  as 
quickly  as  his  poor  old  feet  would  permit  him ;  but  apparently  the 
kitchen  was  a  very  long  way  off,  or  the  guests  were  too  numerous, 
or  ho  was  too  tired  and  so  was  fain  to  take  a  brief  nap  now  and 
then  between  the  courses.  In  any  case,  whenhe  went  away  he  did 
not  come  back  for  a  painfully  prolonged  period.  We  sat  down  at 
half-past  seven,  and  it  was  a  quarter  to  nine  when  we  fled  from 
the  Diner  Bumand,  leaving  even  then  the  dessert  nntasted.  Had 
we  grappled  with  the  fruits  I  might  have  been  sitting  there  now, 
perchance,  '  stiff  as  a  broomstick,'  like  tlie  man  in  the  Q-erman 
student's  song. 

Against  the  good  faith  of  the  Directors  of  the  Diner  Burnand  I 
have  nothing  whatever  to  say.  They  adhere  literally  to  the  letter 
of  their  engagement.  Everything  that  was  in  the  bond — written 
in  white  paint  on  a  black  board  at  the  entrance  to  the  restaurant 
— was  conscientiously  provided.  Hors  d'cEUvres,  soup,  fish,  entrict 
roast,  vegetables,  sweet,  salad,  ice,  cheese,  and  dessert  were  all 
there ;  but  they  were  all  (to  my  taste)  extremely  nasty.  Every- 
thing was  equivocal,  stale,  and  soddened.  It  was  Nobody's 
fault,  of  course ;  nobody's  but  the  trop  plein,  of  this  overwhelm' 
ing  Eichibition.  The  rooms,  already  overheated  by  myriads  of 
gas-bumers,  were  crowded  to  suffocation ;  and  the  noise  made  by 
the  guests  was  almost  deafening.  They  vociferated  among  them- 
selves ;  they  shouted  to  the  waiters,  who  were  always  bringing 
the  wrong  dishes ;  and  then  the  waiters  shouted  to  one  anoUier. 
There  were  numerous  families  of  provincials — little  removed  from 
peasants,  so  it  seemed  by  their  costume — and  in  each  large  group 
there  was  generally  a  newly-married  couple.  Scenes  of  the  live- 
liest  altercation  between  bride  and  bridegroom  were  not  unfrequent; 
and  in  some  cases  the  elder  folks  had  brought  small  children 
with  them.  Of  course  these  brnts  ovei"ate  themselves ;  and  then, 
'  feelbg  bad,*  they  began  to  yelp,  and  had  to  be  taken  out  of  the 
stiffing  oven  of  a  place.  How  glad  I  wag  when  the  experience^ 
abating  the  dessert— was  at  an  end,  and  I  descended  the  staircase 
of  the  Diner  Bumand  !  Suddenly  there  recuned  to  me  that  well- 
known  passage  in  Artemas  Ward,  his  Book,  in  which  the  two 
Mormon  ladies  informed  the  Immortcd  Showman  that  it  had  been 
'  t  them  that  they  might  enter  his  booth  witliout  paying, 
>pUed  Artomas;  'but  it  has  been  revealed  to  me  that 
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you  can  pay  without  goin*  in/  Would  that  I  had  been  content  to 
depose  my  five  francs  at  the  money-taker's  box  of  the  Diner  Bur- 
nand  without  accepting  in  return  the  brazen  symbol  of  wearisome 
ervitude  !  As  1  passed  the  elegantly-attired  lady,  Iticedhat  tnos 
she  wholly  failed  to  return  my  parting  boW.  1  own  that  I  was 
heavy  at  heart ;  and  my  salutation  may  have  been  a  gruesome 
one.  But  the  cat  was  aware  of  me ;  and,  from  those  eyes  of 
amber  which  had  aU*eady  gleamed  on  me,  there  seemed  to  radiate, 
no  longer  facetious  sympathy,  but  fiendish  exultation.  Where  had 
I  seen  that  cat  before  2  Somewhere^  I  fancy,  in  the  county  of 
Cheshire. 

One  word  as  a  moral  and  an  apology.  Everybody,  it  is  to  be 
hoped,  is  not  so  ill-conditioned,  so  hard  to  please,  or  so  dyspeptic, 
as  I  may  seem  to  be.  I  may  have  dined  too  often  and  too  well ; 
and|  satiated  with  the  masterpieces  of  the  finest  cuisineB  in  civilisa- 
tion, I  may  be  yearning  for  my  premieres  amours — ^for  the 
*  mutton-chop  with  a  curly  tail,*  and  the  'potato  like  a  bfidl  of  flour ' 
— ^I  cannot  help  it.  I  cannot  help  having  *  seen  ihe  Show  *  both 
before  and  behind  the  scenes  thereof,  since  the  days  when  I  tasted 
of  Ihe  mets  of  Soyer  and  Francatelli,  of  Vidal  and  Roco-Vido,  of 
Dehnonico,  and  of  the  incomparable  chef  of  the  Brevoort  House, 
New  York,  who  always  knew  when  his  Excellency  Lord  Lyons 
was  8ta>dng  in  the  hotel  from  the  exceptional  tastefulness  of  the 
dinners  selected  from  his  bill  of  fare  by  the  occupant  of  the  suite 
of  apartments  on  the  first  floor  of  the  hotel.  '  Milor  Lyon  he 
arrive,'  the  chefwovli  remark  to  his  roasting  cook.  '  Je  vols  Zd  la 
main  du  mattre.*  To  vast  numbers  of  very  worthy  people  the 
Diner  Bmnand  may,  I  have  not  the  slightest  doubt,  appear  a  very 
good  dinner  indeed ;  just  as  new  St.  Pancras  Chm'ch,  N.W.,  may 
seem  a  very  sumptuous  edifice  to  those  who  have  not  seen  the 
Parthenon.  The  provincials  at  the  Diner  Bumand  seemed  in 
particular  to  relish  their  entertainment  immensely.  They  enjoyed 
all  their  rights,  and  claimed  more.  They  demanded  more  sauce. 
They  swooped  down  on  all  the  hors  d'oeuvres.  They  asked  for 
twice  salad.  They  could  not  be  made  to  understand  that  they 
were  only  entitled  to  choose  two  from  the  four  fi'uits. 

There  was  a  party  of  English  people  close  to  us,  comprising  a 
clergyman  in  a  beard  and  a  wideawake-hat,'a  bride  and  bridegroom, 
a  benignantold  maid,  and  two  brawny  little  boys  in  turn-over  collars, 
whose  delighted  appreciation  of  the  copious  bill  of  fore  was  really 
comfortable  and  pleasant  to  view.  The  reverend  gentleman  in 
the  wideawake  pointed  out  that  there  was  a  choice  between  Bur- 
gundy and  Bordeaux;  and  when  they  exchanged  whole  bottles  o£ 
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petit  bleu  for  half-bottles  of  &  durker  and  more  astringent  liquii 
ho  flipped  the  stuff — the  like  of  which  may  have  been  giving  soini 
body  else  fearful  qualms— as  though  it  had  been  Chambertin  c 
Clo3  Vougeot.  The  party  were  thoroughly  happy.  '  Only  fancy,' 
said  the  benignant  old  maid,  '  ices  and  peaclies,  and  macaroons 
with  cream,  too.'  They  will  go  bacli  to  their  peaceful  English 
homes  and  talk,  many  a  time  and  oft,  over  the  cold  mutton 
and  the  rice-pudding,  of  the  giand  dinner  they  had  in  the  Palais 
Royal.  '  Eight  coui-ses — eight  distinct  courses,'  the  benignant 
spinster  was  never  tired  of  repeating.  What  a  pickthank,  what  a 
trouble -feast,  what  an  ingrate,  what  a  malevolent  Hballer,  that 
simple  party  of  English  people  m  ght  have  thought  me  had  I 
approached  their  table  and,  unintroduced  and  uninvited,  imparted 
to  them  my  opinion — an  opinion  to  which  I  still  steadfastly  hold 
— that  the  pretentious,  greasy,  sloppy,  soddened,  mawkish  meal 
was  only  the  old  two-franc  dinner  of  Gargottier  aine  or  fioostifaille 
jeaiie  promoted — always  in  consequence  of  the  Exhibition — ^into 
five-fi^C  one. 

Jjet  me  add,  ere  I  quit  the  subject  of  the  Palais  Royal  reataiirantg^i 
that  you  may  dine  tolerably  well,  bnt  very  expensively,  at  Vefonr's, 
If  you  order  your  dinner  in  the  morning,  and  secure  a  cabinet,  at 
redly  superior  dinner,  including  wine,  should  not  cost  more 
than  twenty  francs  a  head.  But  beware,  if  you  aie  dining  down* 
stairs  at  Vefonr's,  of  ordering  such  a  dish  as  a  dcmi-selU  de 
7no«(on^r(:-Baic,  if  you  see  it  on  the  carle  da  jour.  It  is  a  delusion 
and  a  snoi-e ;  and  I  fell  into  the  snare  myself  a  fortnight  ago.  I 
ordered  the  mutton.  The  waiter  brought  us  three  or  four  littl« 
cutlets  of  more  than  half-raw  meat,  weighing  certainly  less  thm 
nine  ounces  in  all,  and  nine  franca  were  charged  for  it.  My  me-| 
mory  must  be  faiUng  me,  else  I  should  have  remembered  that  iic 
the  spring  of  1867  I  fell  into  a  similai-  springe,  by  ordering  at  thin 
same  Vefonr's  a  dish  of  fiageolets,  or  young  haricot-beans,  Thw 
Jia0colet»  were,  it  seemed,  a  priineiir,  or  '  spring  novelty,'  in  thM 
way  of  vegetables,  and  I  had  to  pay  ten  franca  for  a  single  portiotu 
of  them.  At  the  CafeCorazza,*  once  a  first-rate  house,  the  cookery* 
has  fallen  off,  the  waiting  is  dilatory,  but  the  prices  are  moderate.! 
At  tlie  restam-ant  of  the  Galerie  d'Orieans  you  may  breakfast  ex-j 
cellently  well,  and — but  for  the  pressure  of  the  ExMbitiou — com^j 
fortably.     These  are  nil  restaurants  a  la  carte.  I 

*  Fonnerfy  known  and  fiuned  aa  the  Restaurant  d'Ouii.  I  knew  old  St] 
d'Ouix  nearly  thirtv  yenrs  ago  in  Lomloa  He  hftd  been  officier  dt  bmuAc  toj 
ChorleG  X.,  and  in  hdnt  d  ut  Franfaiet  and  his  sward  by  his  side  had  wiuteij 
n'  Tch  at  table.    But  poor  old  D'Ooix  fell  upon  evil  days  ;  sold  hig^ 

ime  to  England,  and  woa  doing  very  badly  when  I  knew  him,      ^ 
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With  the  lower  class  of  '  fixed  price '  houses — ^the  inferior  Gar- 
gottiers  and  Boustifailles  that  absolutely  pullulate  in  the  two  great 
galleries — I  should  seriously  advise  you  to  have  nothing  whatever 
to  do,  unless  you  wish  to  pay  an  early  visit  to  the  pharmaceutical 
establishment  of  Mr.  Boberts,  English  chemist,  of  the  Bue  de  la 
Paix.  As  a  rule,  too,  I  would  implore  you  likewise,  if  you  value 
your  health  and  your  peace  of  mind,  to  abstain  from  all  salmon, 
from  all  sauces  Imown  as  mayonnaise,  remoulade,  financiered  Bear* 
naise,  or  Bordelaise,  in  any  but  first-class  restaurants.  In  second- 
class  ones  these  sauces  are  not  made  with  good  butter,  and  they 
all  mean  indigestion  and  bilious  attacks.  Especially  should  you 
beware  of  the  preparations  of  shell-fish  known  as  monies  a  la 
mariniere  and  moides  a  la  poulette.  Mussels  are  at  all  times 
perilous  things  to  eat ;  but  you  may  partf^e  of  them  with  a 
tolerable  certitude  that  they  are  fresh  at  Durand's  or  at  the  Maison 
Dorde.  At  other  houses  you  run  the  risk  of  being — ^to  use  the 
common  English  locution — '  musselled '  to  an  alarmmg  extent  by 
stale  and  carelessly  cleaned  fish.  The  same  remark  will  apply  to 
the  enormous  lanqomtes  or  crayfish,  and  to  the  appetising  little 
ieredsses  or  crawfish,  of  which  en  hnisson,  boiled  hot  with  a  butter 
sauce,  the  French  are  so  immoderately  fond.  By  the  way,  not 
being  a  scientific  naturalist,  I  am  not  prepared  to  say  that  the  big 
langouste  is  not  a  crawfish,  and  the  little  ecrevisse  a  crayfish.  Mr. 
Frank  Buckland  or  Mr.  Henry  Lee  will  perhaps  set  me  right  on 
this  point. 

At  the  majority  of  restaurants — always  in  consequence  of  the 
Exhibition,  I  suppose — I  have  found  the  fish  to  have  much  more  of 
an  '  ancient  and  fishlike  flavour '  than  is  desirable.  At  the  Caf^ 
Anglais  and  at  the  Bestaurant  Gaillon,  however,  I  have  invariably 
found  the  fish  to  be  as  fresh — ^to  use  the  proverbial  expression — 
*  as  paint.'  At  most  of  the  remaining  restaurants,  including  even 
the  grandest,  it  is  frequently  more  than  equivocal.  It  is  but  scant 
consolation  for  the  habitual  staleness  of  a  most  wholesome  and 
delicious  article  of  food  that  papers  like  the  Figaro,  the  Gaulois, 
and  the  Voltaire,  revel  day  after  day  in  extremely  funny  but,  under 
the  circumstances,  exasperating  stories  about  stale  fish.  Here  is 
one :  A  customer  at  a  boulevard  restaurant  complains,  in  distinctly 
audible  tones,  that  his  mackerel  is  absolutely  uneatable.  '  S-sssh !  * 
whispers  the  waiter,  discreetly  putting  his  finger  to  his  lips.  '  It 
isn't  the  mackerel.  Pas  le  moins  du  monde.  Ifs  the  salmon  oj 
the  gentleman  opposite  /  *  Another  story  is  of  a  guest  who  com- 
plains on  Wednesday  that  his  tnrbot  is  not  so  ffood  as  that  of 
which  he  partook  on  the  preceding  Sunday.     '  That's  very  odd/ 

Q2 


r 

I 


»»»  PARIS    IIERSELr   AOAIM. 

remarks  the  complacent  rjai-t^n.  '  Renlly,  I  cmi't  innke  it  out;  fiwS 
it  happens  to  be  a  slice  of  the  veiy  same  turbot  which  was  served? 
to  Monsieur  on  Sunday."  This  is  only  a  clever  paraphi-ase  of  the  very^ 
old  French  Joe  Miller  about  Jocrisse  and  the  salmon.  '  I  saw  thiS^' 
momiug,'  aaid  Jocrisse  (the  French  tomfool),  '  the  finest  salmofi' 
at  Chevet's  that  I  ever  beheld  in  my  life.  I  shall  save 
pocket-money  till  I  am  able  to  buy  it.' 

Peace  and  quiet  and  a  sparaeness  of  guests  are  to  me  amoi 
the  essential  components  of  u  good  dinner.  One  need  not  be  su< 
a  gastronomic  sol 
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'  What !  Two  frfliiM  fur  nn  egg  which  isn't  oven 
'  MomiiciU'  ffi^ta  the  chicken  is  included ! ' 


taiy      Hs      Ham 
the  composer,  wh) 
having  ordered  " 
ner  for  three  at  a 
tavern,   and   being 
naked  by  the  waiter 
when    the    rest 
the  company 
coming,   tranq^i 
replied,   '  I  an 
gompany ; '    still 
have    au   objection 
to  sitting  down  to- 
dinner  with  a  huixi 
dred    and    fif^ 
two  hundred  peoj 
whom    I    do 
know,  and  whom 
have  not  the  slight- 
est desire  to  know, 
wliich  may  be  doi 


aiter 
It    0^ 

m 
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here  any  day  at  the  crowded  tables  d'kOte  of  the  Grand, 
Louvre,  or  tlie  new  H6tel  Continental ;  and  even  moi 
sti'ongly  do  I  object  to  being  compelled  to  eat  my  meat  to  til 
music  of  the  hand  of  the  Grenadier  Guards  discoursing  a 
selection  from  La  Fille  de  Madame  Angot,  or  to  the  clatter  of 
innumemble  knives,  forks,  spoons,  and  plates,  and  the  vocifera- 
tions in  a  dozen  languages  of  a  horde  of  hungry  people  &oni  ~ 
parts  of  the  globe.  There  are  no  musical  eating-houses  in  Pi 
like  our  Holbom  Restaurant ;  but  the  absence  of  bai-mony  is 
pens'  ^  B  hideous  discord  which  reigns  around  you 

yoi'  The  noise  is  almost  as  grievous  in  the  cabi\ 

pi  1  the  public  rooms,  since  in  the  former  poky  " 
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cupboards  the  atmosphere  towards  eveuing  is  usunlly  so  stifliDg 
that  3'ou  ace  fain  to  open  the  window,  and  then  you  are  confi'onted 
by  the  incesBant  strident  roar  of  tlie  boulevards.  Next  to  the 
excellent  quality  of  the  wines  at  Voisin's,  in  tlie  Rue  St.  Honor^, 


13  tho  blesaing  of  the  comparative  quietude  of  Uie  street  in  which 
the  house  la  situated ;  but  the  first-rate  houses — the  Anglais,  the 
Kiche,  the  Maison  Doree,  Biguou's,  Durand's — are  all  not  only  on 
the  boulevard,  but  at  the  corner  of  boulevai'd  streets ;  so  that  the 
bellowing  catches  you  on  all  sides,  without  Burcease  or  respite. 
The  uproai-  prevailing  in  the  Paris  restam-ants  just  now — always 
ill  consequence  of  theExhibitiou — has  become  positivelyappallinf;. 
The  vacarine  of  one  house  is  only  equalled  by  the  diaripari  of  the 
next ;  and  you  have  simply  a  choice,  so  to  speak,  between  marrow- 
bones and  cleavers  on  the  Boulevard  dea  Capucinea  and  iryiug-pans 
and  tongs  on  the  Boulevard  des  Italiens, 

As  regards  breakfast,  you  have,  it  is  true,  a  chance  of  relief. 
Take  a  victoria  and  hie  straight  away  to  the  Champs  Elyaees,  and 
there  you  will  be  able  to  lunch  peacefully  and  well.  Laurent's, 
for  example,  tn  the  Avenue  Marigny,  is,  in  the  morning,  a  beauti- 
fully quiet  house.  It  is  close  to  the  Cirque  d'Ete ;  but  at  the 
Miutoric  arena  once  known  as  Franconi'a,  no  morning  performances 
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lite  those  which  take  place  at  the  Hippodrome  ai-e  given.  Yffl! 
hear  no  sounds  more  disturbing  than  Uie  plashing  of  a  fountain  t 
the  pretty  gai-den  suiToundiug  the  restiiurant,  and,  now  and  ii_ 
a  rippling  of  silvery  laughtei*  fi'om  the  children  on  their  hobbyi 
horses  at  some  disUiit  meiTy-go-rouud.    Laurent's  itself  is  a  tri 


little  villa,  gaily  painted  in  the  Pompeiau  style.    It  has  a  iotip^on 
of  the  House  of  Pansa,  or  of  that  of  the  Tragic  Poet ;  but  I  hasten 
to  say  that  there  is  one  Pompeian  house  which  the  Itestaurant 
Marigiiy  does  not  resemble — the   Hotel  Diomed,   for  instance,,! 
d-  '  dii-tiest  of  albenihi,  maintained  for  the  purpose   i 

forettUri  who  visit  the  disentombed  city,    Abuttinj 
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on  the  facade  of  Laurent's  there  is  quite  a  Bower  of  Bliss,  open  on 
two  sides  to  the  garden,  and  on  a  third  to  the  interior  of  the  restau- 
rant ;  and  in  this  arbour  you  may  regale  yourself  with  an  absence 
of  noise  and  confusion  eminently  soothing  to  nerves  that  have 
been  shattered  by  that  brabbling  brawling  Paris  beyond  the  Place 
de  la  Concorde  yonder. 

We  were  served  in  the  Bower  o^  Bliss  by  an  admirably  civil 
and  intelligent  waiter,  whose  only  fault  was  that,  knowing  a  little 
English,  he  was  slightly  too  anxious  to  increase  his  knowledge  of 
that  tongue  by  propounding  questions  after  the  manner  of  the 
beneficent  but  somewhat  irritating  Ollendorff.  As  an  atonement 
for  this  trifling  fault,  he  caused  to  be  brewed  for  us  a  pot  of  the 
very  best  tea  that  I  have  tasted  since  I  have  been  in  Paris.  How 
is  it  that  French  people  cannot  make  tea  ?  Their  tea  warehouses 
are  sumptuous  to  look  upon,  magnificently  decorated,  and  crowded 
with  rare  porcelain  and  bronzes  from  China  and  Japan.  I  know 
one  tea-shop  in  the  Rue  Yivienne  where  there  are  no  less  than 
seven  slim-waisted  young  ladies  behind  the  counter;  still  you 
cannot  swallow  bronze  griffins  or  porcelain  vases ;  and  demoiselles 
de  fiiagasin,  although  delicious  to  the  sight,  are  possibly  difficult 
of  digestion.  When  it  comes  to  actual  tea-drinking,  you  find 
yourself  presented  with  a  weak  and  well-nigh  colourless  infusion 
of  you  know  not  what  mawkish  and  insipid  herb.  Assuredly  it 
does  not  remind  you  of  any  Pekoe,  Souchong,  or  Hyson  with  which 
you  are  acquainted.  It  must,  however,  be  borne  in  mind  that  the 
French,  as  a  nation,  ai*e  still  quite  infants  in  the  art  of  tea- 
drinking.  I  can  well  remember  when  it  was  the  custom  in  good 
society  in  Paris  to  offer  you  a  petit  verve  of  *  Bhum  de  la  Jamaique  * 
with  yom*  cup  of  tea — the  clown  in  the  pantomime  did  no  more 
when  he  '  in  his  tea  took  brandy,  but  took  a  drop  too  much ; '  and 
one  of  the  first  dramatic  pieces  that  I  ever  saw  performed  at  a 
French  theatre — ^it  was  just  after  the  production  of  the  inimitable 
Ma  Femme  et  mon  Parapluie  —  was  a  satire  upon  the  then 
newly-introduced  fashion  of  tea-drinking.  It  was  a  rollicking 
vaudeville  called  Le  The  chez  Madame  Oibou,  The  part  of 
Madame  Gibou,  an  old  portiere — there  were  no  concierges  in  those 
days — ^was  played  by  that  admirable  comedian  Vemet ;  and  the 
fun  which  he  made  out  of  the  process  of  brewing  some  tea  for  the 
entertainment  of  some  friends  in  the  porter's  lodge  might  have  made 
the  great  Joey  Grimaldi  himself  jealous.  All  kinds  of  strange 
ingredients  were  put  into  the  teapot — some  bouillon  from  the  pot 
au  feu,  pepper,  mustard,  an  onion,  a  glass  of  cassis ;  and  finally 
the  abominable  broth  was  stirred  up  witU  ft  bo^t  de  chandelle — a 
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tallow-candle  end !  I  am  afrnid  that  tUe  French  have  not  im- 
proved to  any  marked  extent  as  tea-brewers  since  the  time  wheii 
this  diverting  farce  set  all  Paris  screaming  with  laughter.  Do 
they  boil  their  tea  ?  Do  they  import  the  superior  qualities  of  the 
article,  or  is  it  they  grudge  the  neeessniy  qtuinttim  of  tea  tff 
tlie  pot?  lu  ihc.  matter  of  tea  they  seem  to  have  been  stationary. 
The  herb  has  always  been  looked  upon  as  an  exotic,  and  it  remains 
one.  Not  one  French  working  man  or  working  woman  in  a 
tliousand  lias  ever,  I  apprehend,  so  much  as  tasted  tea,  which, 
indeed,  is  looked  upon  by  the  poor  as  a  kind  of  tisane  or  diet 
diiiik,  to  be  taken  only  during  siclmess. 

We  came  away  from  the  quiet  breakfast  at  Laurent's  en- 
chanted witli  the  beauty  of  the  garden,  the  quietude  of  the  Bower 
of  Bliss,  the  succulence  of  tlie  fare,  and  the  moderate  charge 
which  was  made  for  it.  It  was  quite  a  model  bill  in  the  way  of 
cheapness.  Only  seventy-five  centimes  for  a  iiear.  '  You  come, 
evening,  dine,'  quoth  the  Ollendorffiau  waiter  as  with  many  smiles 
he  swept  up  his  pourhoire.  '  You  come,  evening,  dinner  in  Uie' 
garden.  In  the  garden  yoc  dine  under  the  ti-ees  green.  Over  the 
green  ti-ees  of  the  garden  during  the  dinner  of  evening  comes]  the 
illumination  of  the  gas.  Now  I  give  you  the  hat  and  the  umbrella. 
Have  you  his  umbrella  ?  [Lesson  XIV.]  Francois,  where  ig  the 
umbrella  of  tlie  EngUsh  gentleman  ?  Stay,  I  have  the  Cashmere 
shawl  [it  was  only  a  Paisley  one]  of  the  English  lady.  [Lesson 
XV.]  Good-bye  ;  you  come  dine.'  Good-bye,  Ollendorf.  We 
made  haste  to  get  away,  fearing  lest  in  his  ardour  for  linguistia 
improvement  he  should  become  still  more  OllendorfEan,  and, 
asking  us  if  ive  had  the  green  boots  of  the  Spanish  captain,  inform 
us  tliat  he  liimself  possessed  tlie  pink  ship  of  the  Armenian 
muleteer. 

So  we  strolled  thi'ough  the  pretty  goi-den,  and  by  the  mur- 
muring fonntcun,  and  out  into  the  always  meriy  but  tranquil 
Elysian  Fields.  Pleasant  fields,  lightly  haunted  by  the  apparitions 
of  little  chilih-en.  There  were  many  little  manikins  and  toddle- 
kins  and  M-bes  m'Jlie  flesh  gambolling  imder  the  trees  that  day^ 
The  sun  shone  very  brightly.  There  were  goat-chaises,  and  even' 
goaiehars-a-hancs,  about  The  'Thi^ati'edeGuignoI' had  attracted' 
a  large  audience  of  small  folks;  the  sweetstuff  stalls  were  domg  a- 
pr  •■■\de ;  and  there  were  distant  symptoms  of  a  hare  and 

*  a  dancing  dog.     But  cveiything  was  quiet  and  s«b- 

•hnmps  fiysdes  are  bordered  by  some  of  the  hand- 
le houses  in  Paris;  and  on  week-days,  by  some' 
ngrecment  among  the  classes,  so  it  would  seem,  the' 
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place  is  the  playgi-oand  of  the  ricli.  On  Sunilft3's  the  mob  comes, 
and  the  Champs  Slysees  roar.  This  afternoon  the  children,  with 
their  botmes,  had  things 
all  to  themselves,  and 
the  showmen  were  us 
polite  and  affitble  as 
Mv.  Cremer  junior's 
joimg  men,  who  go  out 
conjuring  to  juvenile 
parties.  I  was  quite 
surprised  at  tlie  elegant 
and  aristocratic 
of  the  litUe  ilemoi- 
of  from  eight, 
patronised  the 
wooden  steeds  of  the 
merry-go-rounds.  Silk 
stockings,  embroidered 
slippers  with  high  heels, 
gantg  Jouvin  with  three 
buttons,  laced  nkirts, 
ilumed  and  flowered 
of  the  newest 
;ie,  were  common  -^£^ 
J      these       small     ^££: 

of  fashion.  There     -p~ 

LUere  a  few  boiiriieoin 
n  in  pinafores 
id  blue-linen  trousers ; 
it  they  kept  tliem- 
jlves  aloof  shiinkingh', 
id  refrained  from  en- 
gaging hobby  -  hoi-ses 
when  the  cavalcaile  was  a  patrician  one.  I  noticed  one  leader 
of  fashion,  aged  about  nine,  who  had  a  scent-bottle  and  a 
fan.  She  managed  her  liery  steed,  notwithstanding  these 
trifling  encumbrances,  witli  so  much  skill  and  dexterity ;  she 
pointed  her  small  lance  witli  so  much  adroitness  when  slie 
passed  the  pendant  circles — for  a  French  meny-go-round  in- 
cludes the  game  of  skill  of  '  running  at  the  ring; '  she  indulged 
in  80  many  charming  inlnauderug ;  she  gave  herself,  in  a  word — 
the  little  minx ! — so  many  airs,  that  I  fancied  she  must  be  cousiu- 
german  to  the  tiny  aristocrat  of  seven,  who,  wlien  asked  to  hold 
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one  bondle  of  a  skipping-rope  in  tlie  Pare  Momjeaux,  replied,  with 
a  toss  of  her  head,  '  I  only  play  with  children  who  are  dressed  ia 
velvet,'  The  skipping-rope  party  were  dressed  ill  cotton.  I  was 
fllad,  however,  to  see  wheu  this  superb  young  damsel  descended 
from  her  charger  that  her  stirrap  was  held  by  a  muffin-faced  hoy 
ill  knickerhockei's.  They  were  velvet  knickerbockers,  mind  you ; 
and  the  edging  to  his  cuffs  und  collars  was  of  Brussels  lace.  I 
was  still  more  gUd  to  see  la  Prineesse  Toto  and  M.  le  Marquis  de 
Petit  Sale  go  off  amicably  to  the  nearest  sweets  tuff-stall  to  partake 
of  barley-sugar;  but  I  was  pained  subsequently  to  observe  both  of 
them  engaged  in  a  very  fierce  np-ond-down  fight  over  a  penny- 
worth of  gingerbread.  The  way  in  which  M.  le  Marquis  pummelled 
the  Princess  said  little  for  the  gallantry  of  juvenile  Frenchmen; 
a'ld  the  manner  in  which  her  Highness  tugged  at  the  hay-coloured 
I'inglets  of  tlie  muffin-faced  Itlarquis  was,  to  say  the  least,  unlady- 
like. Perhaps  children  are  pretty  much  the  same  all  the  world 
over.     Qit'ai  ditea  vous  / 

So  1  went  on  strolling,  sti-olling  through  the  beloved  place, 
every  pace  of  which  to  me  was  classic,  and  well- remembered,  and 
some  of  it  quietly  sorrowful  ground.  And,  as  I  wandered,  th? 
Elysian  Fields  became  peopled  to  me  with  innumerable  troops  of 
small  infantry — but  with  the  little  children  who  ai-e  dead.  Hand 
in  hand  with  one  who  these  thu-ty  years  past  has  been  in  the 
grave,  I  recalled  myself,  a  small  boy,  iu  the  days  of  '  skeleton  * 
suits  and  frills — not  those  of  knickerhockei's — wandering  in  and 
wondering  at  these  dehghtful  El)'sian  Fields,  ever  full,  to  me,  o{ 
fresh  enchantments.  What  frenzied  gambling  for  macai'oons 
used  to  go  on  at  the  bagatelle -boards  !  What  a  conquering  hero 
seemed  the  boy  who  propelled  the  ball  into  the  luckiest  hole,  or 
who  struck  the  brazen  hell,  at  the  tinkling  of  which  a  little  plas- 
ter statuette  of  Napoleon  the  Great  would  rise  as  by  magic  from 
a  silent  tomb  of  guigerbread  and  lollipops  I  The  boy,  generally 
a  lanky  youth  en  qiiatriime,  had  won  the  grand  piix — usuall; 
a  watch  and  chain  of  the  purest  tin  lacquered  yellow,  or  a  flowery 
vase,  warranted  Sevres,  and  worth  about  one  franc  fifty.  Wa 
followed  that  proud  prize-winner.  We  made  much  of  him.  Wa 
bumbled  ourselves  before  him.  We  extolled  him  to  the  skies 
when  he  treated  us  to  coco — n  deliriously  exciting  beverage,  com- 
Xiosed  of  Spanish  liquorice  and  sassafras — dispensed  in  tin  cups 
by  fl  'ho  canied  the  coco  reservoir,  a  sort  of  Chinese  pagoda, 

nt'  red-cotton  velvet  and  tricoloured  flags,  strapped  to 

B  J  these  are  the  Elysian  Fields.     There,  behind  the 
"the  Theatre  de  Guignol,  I  smoked  my  firet  cigar. 
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umphantly  earned  out  a  '  liippodramntic  spectacle '  fifty  times 
more  pei-ilous  to  Orleniusm  than  the  plays  at  Francoiii's. 

As  I  stroll  tlirougli  the  Fields,  calling  up  old  days,  old  scenes, 
old  kindred  and  playmates  long  since  dead,  the  temperature  of  the 
sunny  September  td'temoon  seems  suddenly  to  grow  bleak  and 
cliill  and  raw.  It  is  November.  As  for  myself,  I  have  shrunk  to 
very  small  proportions  indeed;  I  Lave  left  the  solid  earth,  and  am 
astride  on  the  conveniently  sti'ong  bough  of  a  leafless  tree.  The 
Champs  £)lysees,  from  the  Arch  of  Triumph  to  the  Place  de  In 
Concorde,  are  thronged  by  an  innumerable  multitude  of  people — 
black,  silent,  waiting  for  Something,  The  roadway  is  kept  clear 
by  seixied  lines  of  infantry  and  cavah^.  Presently  there  is  heoi'd 
the  distant  thunder  of  di-ums ;  then  come  tlie  distant  wailing  and 
soughing  of  a  sea  of  martial  music.  Then,  in  the  brumous  dis- 
t;mce,  the  head  of  a  great  procession  begins  to  sway,  glittering. 
It  sweeps  tlirough  the  Ai'c  de  I'Etoile — his  arch.  The  white  road- 
way is  gradually  overspread,  absorbed  by  a  prothgioue  and  splendid 
train,  and  at  length  the  Something  for  which  all  have  been  waiting 
looms  in  sight.  All  eyes  ai'e  fixed  on  a  huge  funereal  cai*,  a  lofty 
bier,  a  towering  catafalque,  the  car  drawn  by  steeds  caparisoned 
from  head  to  foot  in  black  velvet,  silver  embroidered.  But  the 
pall  over  the  bier  is  of  purple  velvet,  powdered  with  golden  bees ; 
and  beneath  the  catafalque,  patent  to  all  eyes,  is  a  co&in,  on  the 
lid  of  which  is  a  Little  Coeked  Hat  and  a  Sword.  It  is  the  sword 
of  Austerlitz.  They  have  brought  back  the  ashes  of  Napoleon  the 
Great,  Emperor  and  King,  &om  the  Atlantic  rock  to  bury  him 
under  the  golden  dome  of  the  Invalides,  on  the  hanks  of  the  Seine, 
among  the  French  people  whom  he  luved  so  well.  A  very  danger- 
ous hippodrnmatic  spectacle,  indeed !  On  the  day  of  the  perfoi-m- 
ance  Prince  Louis  Napoleon  Bonaparte,  nephew  of  the  Illustrious 
Dead,  was  securely  locked  up  in  tlie  prison  of  the  Palace  of  the 
LuxemGourg  awaiting  his  trial  for  his  madcap  escapade  ut  Bou- 
logne. Twelve  years  nfl«rwnnls  he  was  Napoleon  III.,  Emperor 
of  the  French. 


XVIII. 

m  THE  HALLES  CENTRAtEft. 

B«pt.  S6. 
Spi^MSID  weather  oyerliead  and  crisp  dryness  under  foot.  A  sky 
of  cloadlesB  blue,  and  sunshine  of  pale  gold.  The  air  clear  and 
bracing.  It  is  eight  o'clock  in  the  morning,  and  I  am  bound  for 
the  Halles  Centmes.  The  Parisians  of  all  classes  (save  the 
viciooB)  are  extremely  early  rieera,  and  an  astonishing  amount  of 
business  is  transacted  before  breakfast ;  still,  the  streets  at  eight 
A.H.  are  not  destitute  of  signs  that  the  working  day  is  still  in  its 
first  youth.  M.  Barb^dienne,  my  next  door  neighbour,  has  jofit 
taken  his  shutters  down ;  but  his  windows  are  not  yet '  dressed ' — 
that,  I  believe,  is  the  correct  shop-walking  term — and  his  nymphs 
and  bathers  in  bronze  are  still  enveloped  in  green-gauze  veils, 
angcestive  of  the  verdant  calzoni  which  the  prudish  Bomba,  King 
c^  Naples,  forced  the  balUrine  at  the  San  Carlo  to  assnme.  As 
I  pass  the  door  of  Brabant's  restaurant,  likewise  known  as 
Vachette's,  I  behold  a  curions  spectacle.  At  least  a  hundred 
forlom-looking  creatnres,  men  and  women,  young  and  old,  and 
mere  children,  are  standing  en  queue  two  and  two  against  the 
wall  which  sidrta  the  kitchens  of  the  great  reatanrant.  Ei^t 
o'clock  in  the  morning  is  the  time  when  M.  Brabant  gives  aw" 
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soup,  made  from  all  sorts  of  yesterday's  leavings,  to  tlie  poor ; 
and  his  poverty-gtricken  guests  miiy  either  sup  theii-  pottage  on 
the  spot  or  take  it  home  with  them  in  the  cans  or  the  pipkins 
which  they  have  hrouglit.  But  very  few  members  of  the  ragged 
regiment  who  form  the  '  tail '  are,  I  am  told,  can-and-pipkin- 
bringera.  The  majority  drink  their  soup  standing  from  a.  common 
porringer.  They  are  outcasts,  gent  saiig  aveu,  miserables  who 
have  no  homes  at  all.  The  compassion  extended  to  them  should 
perhaps  be  of  a.  modified  kind.  There  nre  poor  wretches  who 
cannot'work ;  these  may  be  lazy  rascals  who  will  not  work.  Still 
they  may  be  pitied,  even  as  we  pity  the  '  casuals '  in  Mr.  Luke 
Fildes'  picture.  We  must  punish  idleness  and  profligacy ;  but 
we  may  not  pass  sentence  of  death  on  the  idle  and  the  profligate. 
Stai'vation  is  equivalent  to  sus :  per  coll: 

Down  the  Rue  Montmartre,  always  noisy,  always  crowded, 
always  business-like  and  bustling,  and  thoroughly  French.  '  Ici 
on  ue  parlc  pas  Anglais,'  they  might  write  up  here.  I  pass  with 
temporary  disdain  the  secondary Marchii  de  St.  Joseph:  although 
I  descry  through  its  portals  some  admii-able  effects  of  light  and 
shade  and  colour  in  the  pictui-esquely  grouped  masses  of  fish, 
flesh,  fowl,  vegetables,  and  fruit.  But  I  am  bound  on  a  grander 
expedition,  and  the  Marche  St.  Joseph  must  wait.  Then  I  pass 
a  shop  which  I  am  told  is  that  of  the  largest  game-dealer  in  Paris. 
I  may  not  stop,  since  I  shall  behold  presently  a  wondrous  assem- 
blage of  /jibier,  large  and  small.  As  I  approach  the  Church  of 
St.  Eustache  symptoms  of  the  neighbom-hood  of  a  gi-eat  market 
make  themselves  more  and  more  apparent.  The  pavement  becomes 
greasy  and  slippery  with  the  tattered  leaves  of  cabbages;  pollers 
laden  with  sacks  hurry  by  you;  you  are  jostled  by  m^nagirca 
carrying  enonnous  market -baskets ;  and  all  at  once  you  see  n 
cascade  of  lemons  tumbling  bodily  into  the  vaults  of  the  olil 
Gothic -Renaissance  Church  of  St.  Eustache.  Since  the  abolition 
of  iatramural  interments,  the  church-vaults  have  been  utilised  as 
warehouses  for  fiiiit ;  while  in  the  thickness  of  the  walls,  so  it 
seems,  of  the  edifice  itself  there  have  been  constructed  a  guard- 
house, a  pastrycook's  shop,  and  a  cabaret.  This  mingling  of  tha 
sacred  and  the  profane  gives  a  quaintly  mediieval  touch  to  the 
scene.  Did  not  a  pie-shop  and  a  puppet-show  impinge  on  one  ot 
the  very  chapels  of  Old  St.  Paul's  ? 

Hounding  the  comer  of  the  fine  old  fane,  I  came  npon  the 

pe' '     "       3dem  series  of  edifices  known  as  the  Halles  Centrales, 

t  :e  constiTicted,  with  the  exception  of  a  low  skirting 

I  Btoue  from  the  Vosges,  entirely  of  iron  and  glass. 
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To  be  briefly  technical,  once  for  nil,  I  may  remark  that  the 
ballding  (which  was  opened  for  bnsinesa  in  1858}  covers  an 
immense  parallelogrfira  comprising  six  pavilions,  separated  by 
six  spacious  covered  avenues,  one  of  them  extending  from  the 
ceulriil  botdevard  to  the  Rue  Pierre  Lescot,  while  the  two  other 
avenues,  which  cross  the  dtst  one  at  right  angles,  ran  from  the 
Rue  lie  Bambutenu  to  the  Rue  Berger.  The  pavilions — or 'blocks,' 
as  Anglo-Saxon  architects  would  less  elegantly  call  them — are 
devoted  respecUvely  to  the  sale  of  meat  wholesale  and  retail,  game, 
poultry,  eggs,  fruit,  vegetables,  butter,  cheese,  culinary  utensils 
and  crockeryware,  sea  and  freshwater  fish,  and  'jewelry.'  Yes, 
there  13  a  section — a  very  small  one,  it  must  be  admitted — affected 
to  the  sale  of  '  bijouterie.'    I  shall  touch  on  the  'jewel '  depart- 
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extent  suggested  by  the  ordonnance  of  the  Halles  Centrales ;  1 
it  is  altogether  undeniable  that  the  influence  of  the  originfttor  ^ 
the  Crystal  Palace  is  visible  in  every  ii-on  truss  and  gii'der  ( 
column,  and  in  every  pane  of  glass,  in  the  Halles. 

So  mueh  for  technicalitiea.  I  have  not  the  slightest  intenti 
of  making  the  round  of  the  pavilions  seriiitim  with  you,  or  < 
describing  in  anything  like  detail  the  contents  and  the  appeal 


of  an  emporium  of  food  in  comparison  with  which  St.  Oeorge'gl 
Mai'ket  at  Liverpool  is  a  mere  baby,  and  which  can  only  be  ap*  j 
proached — and  that  at  a  vast  distance — by  the  market  at  PhiladA* 
phia.     Fully  to  describe  the  Halles  Centrales  would  be,  indeed,  a 
task  impossible  of  achievement,  in  this  place  at  least,  and  in  such 
restricted  space  aa  is  at  ray  command.    The  Halles  Centrales  form 
mi  Exposition  Universelle  of  victuals.   It  is  Grandgousier's  hurder. 
It  is  the  Tom  Tiddler's  Ground  of  things  eatitble.     It  is  the 
grandest '  Grub  Street '  in  Europe.     Take  and  roll  into  one  New 
Smithfield,  Fariingdon,  Covent  Garden,  BilUngsgute,  Leadeuhall, 
and  the  Borough ;  thi-ow  in  the  New  Cut,  Lambeth  Marsh,  and 
High  Street,  Camden  Town,  on  a  Saturday  night,  and  the  pro- 
portions of  the  Halles  Centrales  would  not  yet  be  reached.    Yoii^^ 
might  build  on  equally  maguificeat  market  io  the  very  centre  fl 
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London,  My  Lord  Duke  of  Bedford ;  you  might  earn  for  yourself 
fame  as  splendid  and  as  enduring  as  that  of  Herodes  Atticus, 
could  your  Orace  be  only  brought  to  recognise  the  fact  that  struc* 
turally  the  paltry  little  collection  of  hovels  called  Covent  Oarden 
Market  is  a  reproach  to  our  civilisation  and  a  scandal  to  us  as  a 
nation. 

The  picturesque  is  not  altogether  absent  from  the  Halles  Cen- 
trales, all  modern  though  they  be.  Entering  the  market  from  the 
Place  St.  Eustache,  I  found  myself  in  the  midst  of  a  very  wilder- 
ness of  pumpkins,  which  the  small  cultivateurs  from  the  villages 
around  Paris  are  peimitted  to  sell  in  the  open  air  from  break  of 
day  to  nine  a.m.  After  that  hour  the  *  pumpkineers '  are  rigidly 
moved  on  by  the  police.  They  are  ridiculously  cheap,  a  very  fine 
pumpkin  being  obtainable  for  a  franc,  and  seem  to  be  used  ex- 
clusively for  soup-making  among  the  petite  bourgeoisie  and  by  the 
working  classes.  I  have  never  yet  met  with  potage  de  potiron  in 
the  bill  of  fare  of  any  restaurant :  nor  do  the  French  cooks  appear 
to  have  any  idea  of  pumpkin  in  the  form  of  custard  or  of  a  pic. 
Among  the  pumpkin  dealers  and  their  customers  circulated 
nombera  of  itinerant  soup-sellers — the  soup  being  '  k  I'oignon,'  a 
racy,  toothsome,  and  nourishing  pottage,  but  too  inelegant  to  find 
a  place  in  the  menus  of  the  Cafe  Anglais  or  the  Maison  Dor^e. 
Beyond  the  soupe  a  Voignon,  and  a  slice  of  bread  now  and  then, 
wiUi,  perhaps,  an  occasional  visit  to  a  neighbouring  marchand  de 
tins,  the  market  people  did  not  seem  to  require  any  refreshment. 
They  had  all  had  their  morning  coffee  at  six  a.m.,  and  about  eleven 
they  would  breakfast  seriously.  Every  Frenchman  breakfasts 
seriously  when  he  has  any  money.  It  is  a  ceremony  which  must 
be  gone  through  ab  ovo  usque  ad  malum — from  the  omelet  to  the 
apple  or  the  pear  or  the  grapes  of  the  dessert.  The  poorest  cab- 
man has  his  two  plats  and  his  dessert.  The  consumption  of  fruit 
is  thus  much  larger  than  it  is  with  us ;  and  the  same,  in  degree, 
may  be  said  of  vegetables.  A  Frenchinan  does  not  hold  himself 
as  in  duty  bound  to  eat  at  least  a  pound  of  potatoes  every  day.  We 
do.  But  no  day  passes  without  the  Frenchman  partaking  at  one 
meal,  and  generally  at  two,  of  pulse  or  green  vegetables  in  his  soup, 
as  t^plat  or  as  salad.  When  we  eat  salad  we  generally  eschew  the 
mild  and  wholesome  oil,  and  drench  our  green  meat  with  bad 
vinegar,  to  the  ruin  of  the  flavour  of  the  salad  and  the  injury  of 
the  coats  of  our  stomachs.  The  variety  of  salad  alone  sold  in  the 
Halles  Centrales  is  simply  amazing.  Of  tomatoes,  likewise,  there 
is  a  splendid  display.  We  are  beginning  at  home  slowly  to  recog- 
pise  the  culinary  virtue  of  Uie  '  love  apple/  with  its  salutary  sub* 
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aeid  properties.     Mr.    Serjeant   Buzfiiz   has  mnde   'chops 
tomato  sauce '  immortal ;  but  within  recent  years  English  pi 
have  fouud  out  that  tomatoes  are  very  good  and  very  wholesoi 
fried,  stewed,  baked,  stuffed,  and  au  gralin.     Tomato  soup  is  oi 
of  the  finest  ot  pwies ;   and  raw  tomatoes  sliced,  ivith  oil 
vinegar,  d  i'Americainc,  is  a  moat  succulent  breakfast  dish. 

France  every  dish  d  la  PortugaUe  is  garnished  with  tomatoes, 

'  Portuguese '  eggs  are  as  delicious  as  '  Portuguese '  fowl  and 
'  Portuguese '  cutlets  ;  but  the  Parisian  cooks  have  a  bad  habit  of 
miDgling  shredded  onion  with  tomato  salad.     Tlie  tomato  has  a 
distinct  and  independent  flavour  of  its  own,  which  needs  neitht 
enhancement  nor  diminution.   What  would  you  think  of  aspara^ 
and  onions  ?    I  question,  even,  whether  mint  witli  green  peas 
not  a  barbarism.     Among  the  vegetables  in  the  Halles  Centrales 
not  usually  found  in   England,  save,   perhaps,  in   the   Central 
Avenue  of  Covent  Gardeu,  where  you  can  obtain  everything  that 
gi'ows  if  you  can  afford  to  pay  the  price  asked  for  it,  I  note 
'  aubergines ' — the  American  name  for  which  is,  I  believe,  '  i 
plant,'  but  the  English  appellation  of  which  has  escaped  me , 
saw  it  the  other  day  in  an  Anglo-French  dictionary,  but  it  was  ni 
a  familiar  name,  and  it  tied  from  my  mind — the  black  radish,  i 
big  ns  a  large  carrot,  very  pungent,  and  very  good  eating  wil 
bread  and  cheese ;  '  salsifis  '  and  '  eardons.' 

As  for  '  strange  meats,'  I  obsei-ved  with  admiration  in  the  game 
department  a  huge  wild-boar,  fresh  killed,  and  which  the  dealer  told 
me  liad  been  shot  in  the  Ai-dennes.  The  last  wild  boar  I  met  in  a 
continental  market  was  in  that  behind  the  Pantheon  at  Home. 
He  came  from  the  Pontine  marshes,  but  he  was  only  a  poor  little 
fellow  compared  with  the  formidable  apcr  in  the  IluUes.  Venison, 
too,  was  abundant.  It  is  expensive ;  but  the  French  are  very  fond 
of  it.  In  London  venison,  with  the  exception  of  the  haunch, 
cheapei'  than  butcher's  meat.  I  have  seen  neck  of  venison  offei  _ 
at  sixpence-halfpenny  a  pound.  The  common  people  won't  eat  it^ 
■We  are  a  wonderful  people.  Frogs  by  the  score,  frogs  by  tlieq 
hmidred,  ready  skinned  and  tmssed  and  spitted,  were  plentiful 
in  the  HoUe.  I  ate  some  once  at  a  dinner  in  London  of  the 
Acclimatisation  Society.  They  were  eit  fn<:uitse  with  a  whita 
sauce ;  but  so  far  as  flavour  went  they  presented  no  definite  pui 
port  or  signification  to  ray  palate.  An  obliging  French  friend, 
confiiiued  frog-eater,  tella  me  that  the  diminutive  creature  wl 
once  a-wooing  went,  contrary  to  the  advice  of  his  mamma,  wif_ 
■  Poloy,  Gammon,  and  Spinach,  and  who  was  an  imma- 
t  in  the  discovery  of  galranism,  is  truly  delicious  tri 
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with  parsley.  My  friend  bought  three  dozen  this  morning  for  the 
family  breakfast.  He  told  the  dealer  that  he  would  send  his  chef 
to  fetch  them  by  and  by,  jokingly  telling  her  not  to  eat  them  all  in 
the  mean  time.  '  Y  a  pas  de  danger/  quoth  Madame  la  Grenouil- 
li^re.  'Jamais  de  la  vie  je  ne  mangerais  de  cette  volaille-la. 
Peuh  I  une  pourriture,  allez  ! '  So  you  see  that  the  prejudice 
against  frog-eating  is  not  confined  to  England.  Snail-soup,  how- 
ever, I  have  heard  of  as  recommended  by  English  physicians  for 
consumptive  patients  ;  but  in  France  the  colima^on,  or  rather  the 
escargot,  is  habitually  eaten,  stewed,  with  a  stuflSng  oi fines  herbes*. 
There  used  many  years  ago  to  be,  near  the  top  of  the  Rue  St. 
Honore,  where  the  district  of  the  Halles  begins,  a  restam*ant  by 
the  sign  of  Les  Cent  Mille  Escargots.  Homd  reminiscence  ! 
And  yet  we  eat  periwinkles.  I  am  glad  to  know  that  we  do  not 
eat  squirrels ;  and  I  was  heartily  sorry  to  see  a  brace  of  those 
beautiful  and  harmless  little  nutcrackers  exposed  for  sale  this 
morning  in  the  game  department.  Well,  we  eat  *  the  merry  brown 
hare  '  and  the  inoffensive,  albeit  idiotic,  rabbit.  As  for  the  thou- 
sands of  quails  and  larks  to  be  found  in  this  part  of  the  Halles, 
and  which  are  brought,  they  tell  me,  from  North  Africa,  it  would 
be  better,  perhaps,  to  say  nothing  of  a  sentimental  nature.  Those 
amall  fowl  are  such  very  nice  eating. 

But  touching  that  '  Jewelry '  department  in  the  Halles 
Centrales  of  which  I  spoke  anon.  My  conductor,  the  most 
obliging  of  Frenchmen,  amicably  insisted  that  the  '  Section  de  la 
Bijouterie '  should  be  the  very  last  visited  in  our  survey  of  the 
Great  Central  Market  of  Paris.  *  C*est  tres  dr6le  k  voir,'  quoth 
he.  As  a  rule,  I  do  not  care  about  staring  at  gems.  I  do  like  to 
ponder  over  the  sovereigns  and  napoleons,  the  doubloons  and 
ducats,  the  dollars  and  roubles,  in  the  windows  of  the  money- 
changers* shops  in  the  Palais  lioyal,  because  I  have  had  a  good 
deal  of  gold  and  silver  dross  in  my  time  ;  and  it  is  better  to  have 
loved  and  lost  than  never  to  have  loved  at  all.  But  I  shall  never 
possess  any  diamonds  ;  and  I  prefer  a  dozen  of  oysters — Marennes 
are  the  best — to  all  the  pearls  at  Mellerio's,  in  the  Rue  de  la  Paix. 
Stick  a  piece  of  foil  paper  at  the  back  of  a  piece  of  glass  symmetri- 
cally cut  into  facets,  and  you  may  at  once  provide  yourself  with  a 
ruby  or  an  emerald.  Let  others  pine  for  coral.  I  can  make  a 
very  fair  imitation  of  the  ruddy  polype  with  gum  tragacanth  and 
veimilion.  What  is  coral,  after  all,  but  so  much  cartilaginous 
matter  combined  with  carbonate  and  phosphate  of  lime  ?  On  the 
whole,  to  most  of  the  gewgaws  in  which  some  people  take  so  much 
delight,  there  may  be  applied  the  scathing  remarks  on  gay  wearing- 
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appwel  in  Swift's  '  Letter  to  a  Very  Young  Married  Lady : '  'In 
your  own  lieart,'  wiites  tlic  Dean, '  I  would  wish  you  to  be  an  utter 
contemner  of  all  distinctions  wliicli  a  finer  petticoat  can  give  you ; 
because  it  neither  makes  you  richer,  handsomer,  younger,  bett«i> 
natiired,  more  virtuous,  nor  wiser  than  if  it  hung  upon  a  peg.' 
The  profound  philosophy  of  Swift  might  in  this  instance,  perhaps, 
be  supplemented  by  the  apologue  of  the  fox  that  had  lost  his  taiL 
It  was  a  cousin  of  his  who  found  the  gi-apes  so  sour. 

'Jewelry  in  the  Halles,'  thought  I,  aa  we  hastened  through 
the  interesting  but  somewhat  overpoweringly  odorous  Cheese  Do- 
pai-tment,  in  which  the  lordly  Camenibert,  tlie  unpretending  but 
delicious  Brie,  the  milky  Bondou,  the  porous  Gruycre,  the  leatheis 
skinned  Port-de-Sahit — tlie  last  afrcmiage  pratiquant,  or  orthodox 
cheese,  stamped  with  pious  emblems — contend  for  preeminence 
with  tlie  mighty  Roquefort — lefromage  qui  marche,  as  the  French 
significantly  call  it  from  its  tendency  to  spontaneous  locomotion 
when  kept  too  long.  In  England  Roquefort  lias  nearly  killed  our 
own  Stilton ;  but  the  victor  has  a  formidable  rival  in  the  Italian 
Gorgonzoln,  a  cheese  almost  imknown  in  France.  '  Jewelry  iat 
the  Halles,'  I  repeated.  '  Of  what  kind  could  those  baubles  be? 
Cheap  brooches  and  eaiiings  for  the  daughter  of  Madame  Angot, 
silver  crosses  for  the  Datncs  de  la  Ilallc  ? '  I  asked  my  conductor. 
He  laughed  and  told  me  that  I  should  sec  the  brooches  and  ear- 
rings presently.  So  we  passed  from  the  cheeses  to  the  conidora 
allotted  to  fresh  and  sea  water  fish,  where  all  kinds  of  finny  food 
were  being  sold,  as  in  oui-  own  Billingsgate,  by  auction.  The  aama 
means  are  adopted  in  disposing  of  nearly  tlie  whole  of  the  prodncft 
brought  to  the  Halles  ;  but  in  a  few  instances,  eggs  and  butter  fof 
example,  the  rente  a  la  criee  is  superseded  by  the  rente  d  Vamiahlo 
— an  auiicable  arrangement  between  vendor  and  purchaser.  The 
auction  sales  are  very  well  managed ;  a  tramway  running  along  the 
length  of  the  stalls  caiTying  a  platform  which  supports  the 
auctioneer's  rosti'um,  the  auctioneer,  and  the  crieiir,  the  man  who 
does  tlie  bawling  part  of  the  business.  The  seller  holda  Iiia 
tongue ;  but  brings  dowu  his  hammer  at  the  final  bid,  and  thei 
enters  the  sale  in  the  ledger  before  him.  Among  the  fish  ] 
descried  two  or  three  noble  sturgeon.  These  are  jwigeowB  derepi'O'- 
eeiitalion  or  '  sliow-fisli,'  aud  are  generally  piucliased  by  the  pn» 
jiric'  1  much  a  head  '  restaurants  to  decorate  their  devatt' 

ill  ny  with  the  biggest  aspai'agus,  the  hugcst  langouttn 

■each  word  because  I  cannot  yet  make  out  whether  a 
irayfish  and  an  ccrciissc  a  crawfish,  or  vice  vend— 
tal  authorities  tell  me  one  thing,  and  some  onothtiF 
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— and  the  most  blushing  tomntoes  in  or  ont  of  season.  The  sij^ht 
of  these  dainties,  artistically  displayed  in  the  glasH  cases  nhich 
flank  the  reKtauiateur'a  door,  dazzles  the  eyes  of  the  Parisian  in 
qnest  of  a  dinner  at  'so  much  a  head,'  but  who  has  not  quite  made 
up  his  mind  as  to  the  paiticular  establishment  wliicb  lie  shall 
patronise.  The  royal  sturpeon  or  the  colosail  asi)nragtis  van- 
quishes him  in  the  end  ;  and  he  ascends  the  fatal  stairs,  and  feeds, 
""levet's  in  the  Palais  Royal,  close  to  tJie  Gal^rie  d'Orldans,  use^ 
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to  be  famous,  in  clays  of  yore,  for  its  '  show  fiah ; '  tat  since  tl 
vitauratevrs  h  tant  par   tete  adopted  this  obviously  attracti^ 
means  of  advertising  their  wares,  Chevet — the  Fortniim  and  Mas< 
of  Paris,  as  Totel  and  Chaborare  its  Morel —relinquished  thedi 
piny  of 'sensational'  provisions.    It  was  Bilboqnet  in  the  farce  wl 
rsed  to  say,  some  forty  j-eai'a  since,  tliat  he  had  seen  that  momini 
a  wonderfully  fine  snlmon  at  Chevet's,  and  that  he  intended 
save   up  bis  pocket-money  until  he  was  able  to  purchase 
splendid  fish- 
Here  is  the  'jewelry '  at  last.     We  pass  between  a  double 
of  stalls  heaped  high  with  the  most  astonishing  array  of  cooked^ 
food  that  I  have  ever  set  eyes  upon.     Fish,  flesh,  fowl,  veget- 
ables, frnit,  pastry,  confectionery,  and  cheese  are  all  represented 
here,  ready  cooked,  but  cold,  and  arranged,  not  on  plates  or  dishes, 
but  oil  quarter- sheets  of  old  newspapers.     Imagine  one  pile,  con- 
sisting of  the  leg  of  a  pni-tridge,  the  remnants  of  on  omelette,  the 
tail  of  a  fried  sole,  two  ribs  of  a  jugged  hare,  a  spoonful  of  haricot 
beans,  n  scrap  of  Jikt,  a  cut  pear,  a  hnndful  of  salad,  a  slice 
tomato,  and  a  dab  of  jelly.    It  is  the  microcosm  of  a  good  dinm 
abating  the  soup.     ThB  pile  constitutes  a  poriion,  and  is  to 
bought  for  five  sous,  or  twopence-halfpenny.     There  are  portii 
as  low  as  two  sous  ;  indeed  the  scale  of  prices  is  most  elastic 
ascending  and  descending.      There   are   piles   here   to  suit 
pockets.     Ai-e  your  funds  at  a  very  low  ebb,  indeed  ?     On  tfai 
scrap  of  a  back  number  of  the  Fignrn  you  will  find  a  bard-boi 
egg,  the  gizzard  of  a  fowl,  two  pickled  gherkins,  and  a  macarot 
A  breakfast  for  a  Prince,  if  his  Highness  be  impecunious, 
you  somewhat  in  cash?    Behold  outspread  on  a  trenchant  lea< 
ni-ticle  from  ih^  RipnUique  Fraagaise,  a  whole  veal  chop,  a  golden 
store  of  cold  fried  potatoes,  an  artichoke,  d,  la  barigoule,  a  sump- 
tnous  piece  of  Boquefoit,  some  barhe  de  capudn  salad,  and  the 
remains  of  a  Charlotte  nisse.     A  Iimcheon  for  a  lung,  if  hia 
Majesty's  civil  list  be  a  restricted  one.     But  there  are  loftier 
luxuries  to  be  had.     Behold  an  entire  fowl.     See  at  least  the 
moiety  of  a  Chateaubriand  atix  champignons.     Yonder  are 
magnificent  relics  of  a  demie-nelle  de  pre  sale,  the  remains  of  a  « 
d  la  Normandc,  the  niins  of  a  buitson  d'ecrccisses,  hnlf  a  dozt 
smelts,  the  backbone  of  a  pheasant,  and,  upon  my  word,  soi 
truffles  ;  yes,  positively,  truffles.     It  is  true  that  they  are  mingli 
with  bits  of  cheese  and  beetroot,  with  a  dash  of  merinipted  la 
reme,    and  a  suspicion  of  saitce  lioheii,.     All  this  is  gathered 
together  on  a  front  page  of  the  Vayt.    A  dinner  for  an  Em^ 
jjeror,   when  Impeiialism    is   at   a  discount,   and   Ceesar    di 
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not  find  it  convenient  to  dine  at  the  Caf^  Riche  or  the  Maison 
Dor^e, 

And  yet  it  is  precisely  from  establishments  of  the  kind  just 
named  that  the  heterogeneous  portions  come.  An  erroneous  idea 
has  long  prevailed  that  the  cheap  eating-house  keepers  in  the 
Palais  Eoyal  are  dealers  in  cramhe  recocta,  and  that  their  larders 
are  largely  supplied  from  the  *  leavings '  of  the  great  Boulevard 
restaurants,  which  are  hashed  up  again  for  the  benefit  of  the  one- 
franc  seventy-five  and  the  forty-sous  customers.  Nothing  whatever 
of  the  kind  is  the  case.  The  cheap  restaurateurs  may  purchase 
meat  of  the  second  category,  lean  instead  of  plump  poultry,  game 
that  is  a  little  too  far  gone  to  suit  aristocratic  palates — the  French 
epicure  abhors  game  when  it  is  '  high,'  and  fish  which  is  not  quite  in 
its  vernal  prime  of  freshness ;  and,  as  regards  butter  especially,  there 
is  certainly  a  difference  between  the  quality  of  the  article  used  in 
the  first-rate  cuisines  and  that  employed  in  the  second-  and  third- 
rate  ones ;  but  for  the  rest,  dear  and  cheap  restaurant  proprietors 
go  mainly  to  the  same  market.  It  is  the  same  portion  of  fried 
potatoes  for  which  you  pay  five  sous  at  an  etablissement  de 
bouillon,  and  for  which  one  franc  seventy-five  centimes  are  extorted 
from  you  at  the  Cafe  LucuUus  or  the  Restaurant  des  Orands 
Oommeux.  The  cheap  eating-houses  have  few  'leavings'  to 
dispose  of.  Their  guests  ai'e  generally  too  hungry  to  leave  any- 
thing on  their  plates;  and,  if  aught,  indeed,  remains,  it  is  devoured 
by  the  scullions  and  gate-sauces,  or  is  manipulated  by  the  chef,  who 
should  be  an  adept  in  the  *  art  d*accommoder  les  restes.'  The 
fragments  which  form  the  *  jewelry  '  of  the  Halles  Centrales  are 
brought  down  in  big  baskets,  between  seven  and  eight  every  morn- 
ing, by  the  gar^ons  of  the  great  Boulevard  restaurants,  or  by  the 
larlnns  from  the  hotels  of  the  ^linisters  and  the  foreign  Ambassadors. 
If  there  have  been  overnight  a  dinner  at  the  Ministiy  of  the  Interior 
or  at  the  Baratarian  Embassy,  the  show  of  'jewelry*  in  the  morn- 
ing will  be  superb.  Whole  tm*keys  and  capons,  all  but  entire 
hams  and  hures  dc  sanglier  scarcely  impinged  upon,  pieces  montics, 
the  majestic  vestiges  of  a  poulet  a  la  Marengo  or  a  saumon  d  la 
Chamhord,  will  decorate  the  deal  boards  of  the  stalls  in  the  Halles. 
Out  of  the  fashionable  season  the  supply  comes  principally  from  the 
leading  restaurants,  where  the  '  leavings '  are  the  perquisites  of  the 
gargons.  Whether  the  proprietors  levy  any  tolls  on  the  proceeds 
accruing  from  the  sale  of  this  astonishing  omnium  gatlurum,  this 
macedoine,  this  pot-pourri,  this  salmagimdi,  this  galiinatias  of 
edible  odds  and  ends,  I  do  not  know ;  but,  so  feur  as  my  inquiries 
have  extended,  I  incline  to  the  belief  that  the  fragments  become  the 
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property  of  tlie  rfttr^ons,  in  frauk-nlmoign,  and  go  to  swell  tJie  1 
aggregate  sum  in  the  Ironc  or  money-box  vase  on  the  restauiNuit  1 
counter  into  which  all  the  fees  repeived  by  tlie  waiters  ai*  cast,  to  j 
be  divided  at  the  end  of  every  month  in  equitably  propoi'tionate  ' 
shares  among  nil  tlie  servants  of  the  establishment : — from  the  lofty  ] 
premier  ijargou,  who  will  be  a  maitre  d'liolel  soon,  and  who  may 
become  r  patron  some  of  these  days,  to  tlie  lowliest  mai^iiton  in  ■ 
tile  regions  below. 

The  'jewelry '  is  not  sold  by  auction.     The  sales  ni-e  always  'k 
'here  are  some  dealers  wlio  have  yearly  contracts   ' 
of  R  particulai-  restaurant.     So  soon  b 
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chandise  has  been  received  at  the  Halle  the  dealers — ^nearly  alwa3'8 
women — proceed  to  arrange  it  for  sale  ;  and  this  arrangement  is, 
to  all  intents  and  purposes,  an  art.  The  inarchande  de  bijouterie 
has  a  twofold  object  in  view.  First,  she  wishes  to  make  a  very  little 
seem  like  a  great  deal ;  and,  next,  she  is  desirous  to  make  the  por- 
tions  look  as  attractive  to  the  eye  as  possible.  Some  marchandes^ 
fortmiate  enough  to  possess  the  sentiment  of  artistic  beauty,  maki 
up  their  own  portions ;  others  engage  the  services  of  a  inetteur  en 
ceuvre  or  a  donneur  de  coup  d'osil — the  great  jewellers  of  the  Rue 
de  la  Paix  can  only  do  as  much — to  give  the  portions  the  requisite 
infusion  of  the  picturesque  in  the  way  of  composition  and  colom*. 
These  metteurs  en  oeuvre  are  a  kind  of  professors  of  culinary  peripa- 
tetics, flitting  from  stall  to  stall,  and  giving  here  and  there  a  dash 
of  green,  in  the  shape  of  some  spinach  or  a  chou  de  Bruxelles,  or  a 
touch  of  red  in  the  way  of  a  carrot  or  a  tomato,  to  a  portion  the 
hues  of  which  seem  too  monotonous  in  tone.  A  high  light  is 
needed  there.  Quick !  the  fat  of  a  mutton-chop,  the  white  of  an 
egg*  or  a  morsel  oi  blancmange  supplies  the  deficiency.  Is  not 
yonder  heap  somewhat  feeble  and  unsubstantial  in  appearance  ? 
SwifUy  the  donneur  de  coup  d'oeil,  by  the  artful  introduction  of  the 
deep  crimson  of  beetroot,  the  Vandyck  brown  of  an  entre-cote,  or 
the  mellow  tawniness  of  the  crust  of  a  raised  pie,  imparts  strength 
and  richness  to  the  whole ;  and  the  etalage  of '  jeweky '  is  complete. 
The  pm*chasers  are  the  Quiet  Poor,  the  people  who  are  ashamed 
to  beg,  and  who,  but  for  the  merciful  cheapness  of  these  toothsome 
scraps,  would  not  taste  meat  from  month's  end  to  month's  end. 
To  watch  the  decent  but  wretchedl3'-clad  people,  men,  women, 
and  children,  critically  examining  this  'jewelry'  for  the  indi- 
gent— jewelry  to  be  worn  inside  instead  of  outside  the  stomach — 
to  watch  them  slowly  passing  from  stall  to  stall  and  turning  over 
the  coppei*s  in  their  hands  before  they  made  their  final  choice  ;  to 
watch  them  at  last  going  off  with  their  newspaper-enwrapped 
parcels,  and  with  just  a  gleam  of  tranquil  satisfaction  in  their  wan 
pinched  faces,  was  more  than  curious,  more  than  interesting.  It 
was  inexpressibly  pathetic.  Could  I  persuade  a  member  of  the 
Charity  Organisation  Society  to  accompany  me  to  the  jewelry 
department  in  the  Hadles  Centrales  between  eight  and  nine  o'clock 
in  the  morning,  I  will  wager  that  in  less  than  five  minutes  I  would 
get  twice  that  number  of  fi-ancs  out  of  him  to  treat  the  poor  decent 
thinly-clad  folks  to  portions  withal. 
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ill  wholesome  awe.  The  ranks  of  the  easting  police  force — ^the 
mixnicipal  one,  at  least — is  no  longer  recruited  from  Bonapartist 
Corsica,  and  the  Alsatio-LorroiDers  are  wearing  pickeViaubes  and 
caiTying  needle-guns  in  lieu  of  kepia  and 'sniokasnees;'  bo  the 
gardiem  de  lapaix  have  become  a  veiy  miscellaneous  body  indeed, 
and  to  my  mind  are  not  improved  as  regards  efficiency  and  strength. 
French  acquaintances,  indeed,  tell  me  that  the  entire  Prefecture 
de  Police  is  in  a  state  of  disorganisation  and  demoralisation,  and 
demands  radical  reform. 

But  there  is  another  ghost — an  apparition  for  which  I  have 
been  seeking  as  sedulously,  but  up  to  the  present  time  as  unsuc- 
ceBsfnlly,  as  I  sought  for  the  Nice  Old  Gentleman.  What  has 
become  of  the  Parisian  Grisette  ?  Paris,  we  all  know,  is  a  city  of 
ephemera ;  but  the  grisette  should  not  be  considered  as  an  evanes- 
cent pei-sonagc— for  La  Fontaine,  in  some  of  the  daintiest  stanzas 
that  French  poet  ever  penned,  sang  her  pi-oises  more  than  two 
liundred  years  ago  ;  and  in  my  own  Parisian  adolescence  I  was 
habitually  Olid  pleasantlyawai-e  of  the  grisette.  The  good  tempered, 
saucy,  hard-working,  harmless  little  body  I  How  fond  she  was  of 
flowers  ;  how  she  stinted  herself  in  her  own  scant  rations  to  feed 
her  much-prized  cat ;  how  she  went  without  sugar  to  her  own  coffee 
in  order  that  the  due  lump  might  be  thrust  through  the  bars  of 
tlie  cage  of  her  pet  canary !  Few  sorrows  had  she  of  her  own,  that 
little  grisette,  when  work  was  not  slack,  and  she  could  get  enough 
to  eat.  EUe  se  contentail  de  pen.  Her  coffee  and  plenty  of  milk 
— 0,  she  must  have  plenty  of  milk ! — in  the  morning ;  a  hunk  of 
bread,  a  bunch  of  grapes,  amorsel  o{ fromage  de  Brie— Ihe  Stilton 
of  Uie  poor— for  breakfast;  and  for  dinner  the  pot  an  feu — but 
little  more  than  so  much  hot  water,  flavoured  with  a  Uttle  fat  and 
some  vegetables — and  bread,  with  perhaps  an  apple  or  a  peai-. 
She  was  content  with  little-  A  pennyworth  of  filed  potatoes  fi-om 
that  well- remembered  stall  on  the  Pont  Neuf— there  are  no  stalls 
on  the  Pont  Neuf  now — or  threehollpenny-worth  of  ready-boiled 
spinach,  strained  and  pressed  so  smooth  that  it  looked  in  the 
fruitier's  window  like  so  much  green  paint,  were  quite  a  feast  to 
her  J  but  on  high  days  and  holidays  she  regaled  herself  with  some 
tiny  kickshaws  of  charcuterie.  Butcher's  meat  she  scarcely  ever 
tasted.  If  she  had  a  little  money  left  after  the  slricte  iticessaire 
had  been  provided  for,  she  regaled  herself  with  roasted  chestnuts, 
or  with  a  slice  of  that  incomparably  gi'easy  end  toothsome  galette 
which  they  used  to  sell  at  an  open-fronted  shop  in  the  Place  de 
rodeon — a  galette  which,  without  fear  of  conti-adiction,  I  contend 
U  D  more  succulent  than  the  Oimsier  and  higher-priced 
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article  sold  at  the  *  Benommee  de  la  Galette  *  on  the  other  side  of 
the  water. 

The  grisette  was  as  fond  of  gdUttes  as  London  boys  are  of  the 
peculiar  form  of  suety  pudding  with  plums  in  it  known  as  '  Spotted 
Corey.*  Not  'Spotted  Duflf,  mind  you;  that  is  quite  another 
eidos  of  the  pudding  species.  Amateurs  consider  it  all  the  more 
delicious  for  a  aoup^on  of  pork-gravy,  and  the  most  '  lumping  * 
pennyworth  of  the  dainty  is  to  be  obtained  at  a  shop  in  Long  Acre. 
The  grisette  took  a  tidy  modicum  of  wine,  largely  diluted  with 
water,  at  her  breakfast  and  her  dinner — a  teetotal  Frenchman  or 
Frenchwoman  would  be  regarded  as  next  door  to  a  lunatic ;  but  in 
those  days  very  decent  ordinaire,  either  of  Bordeaux  or  Burgundy, 
was  to  be  had,  costing  ten  sous  the  litre — a  quantity  slightly  imder 
an  imperial  quart.  At  present  a  litre  of  tlie  vilest  petit  bleu  cannot 
be  obtained  at  the  marchands  de  vina  for  less  than  sixteen  sous. 
Formerly  outside  the  octroi  barriers  quite  drinkable  wine  was  to 
be  had  for  four  sous  the  quart;  and  the  halcyon  time  of  cheapness 
is  commemorated  in  a  song  beginning, 

'Pour  6viter  la  rage 

De  la  femme  dont  je  suis  r<S]x>iix, 
Je  trouve  daiis  le  vin  a  quat*  sous 

L'esperance  da  veavage. 
Yenezy  vcnez,  sa^es  et  fous, 
Venez,  venez,  Loire  avec  nous 

Le  vin  a  quat'  sous.' 

The  song  is  sung  no  longer,  and  the  gvingettes  where  the  wine  at 
four  sous  used  to  be  sold  have  been  pulled  down ;  and  the  octroi 
barriers  having  been  enlarged  to  give  Paris  more  elbow-room, 
huge  blocks  of  houses  five  stories  high  have  been  erected  in  the 
pli^e  of  the  humble  but  joyous  little  taverns  where,  on  Sundays 
and  f§te-days,  the  grisettes  and  their  sweethearts  came  to  enjoy 
themselves,  and  to  dance  to  such  strains  as  those  discoursed  by 
the  king  of  itinerant  fiddlers,  the  Menitrier  de  Meudon.  Plea- 
sant little  guingettes.  You  fancied  that  the  bonny  buxom  hostess 
ntting  behind  the  counter  was  *  Madame  Gregoire ; '  that  it  was 
the  *  Petit  Homme  Oris '  who  had  just  ordered  another  chopine  ; 
•ad  that  it  was  the  *  Gros  Boger  Bontemps '  who  was  playing  at 
tonneatuc  in  the  garden  with  Lisette. 

Aye,  it  was  the  Empress-Queen  of  all  grisettes,  descended  in 
light  line  from  her  whom  La  Fontaine  limned.  It  was  the  unsur- 
pMsable  Lisette  of  Beranger,  who  was  yet  extant  some  five-and- 
thirty  years  ago  in  Paris.  It  was  then  that  Albert  Smith,  who  had 
hem  a  medicfJ  student  in  Paris,  marked  the  grisette  as  pretty  and 
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pleaBant,  and  noticed  that  her  highest  ambition  in  the  way  ofl 
was  to  possess  half  a  dozen  pah'  of  white  thread  stockings  of  | 
English  manufactui'e.  Some  years  were  to  elapse  before  Mr,  1 
Cobden  and  the  Treaty  of  Commerce  gave  facilities  to  the  grisetta  I 
for  gratifying  her  ambition  in  the  dii-ection  just  hinted  at ;  but  by  1 
that  time  there  were  very  fefr  griaettea  left  to  covet  stockings  I 
"white  thread,  Nottingham  or  Glasgow  made  ;  and  the  grisettes'l 
essors  on  tiie  other  side  of  the  Seine  were  apter  to  hanker  1 
rhosa  of  pink  or  peaily-gray  silk.     The  griaette  never  wore  a 
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bonnet ;  nay»  not  eyen  on  Sundays.  She  had  her  own  particular^ 
peculiar,  characteristic,  picturesque,  and  becoming  cap.  Her 
manner  of  walking  was  matchlessly  graceful  and  agile.  The 
narrow  streets  of  old  Paris  were,  in  those  days,  infamously  paved. 
There  was  no  foot  pavement.  The  kennel  was  often  in  the  centre 
of  liie  street,  and  down  it  rolled  a  great  black  torrent  of  impu- 
rities fearsome  to  sight  and  smell.  There  was  no  gas  when  I 
first  saw  Lutetia,  save  in  the  Place  de  la  Concorde,  in  the  Palais 
Royal,  and  on  the  Boulevard  des  Italiens.  The  remainder  of  the 
streets  were  lit  by  means  of  r^er&^re«— oil  lamps  suspended  from 
ropes  slung  from  house  to  house  across  the  street. 

The  manner  in  which  the  grisette  would  pick  her  way  over  the 
jagged  stones,  and  the  dexterity  with  which  she  would  avoid 
soiling  her  neat  shoes  and  stockings  when  venturing  on  the  very 
brink  of  that  crashing  plashing  kennel,  were  wondrous  and  de- 
lightful to  view.   She  had  an  inimitable  way,  too,  of  whisking  the 
end  of  her  skirt  over  her  arm  as  she  trotted  along,  and  she  was 
similarly  nimble  in  ascending  and  descending  the  steep,  hideously 
dark,  dilapidated,  and  dirty  staircases  of  the  old  lodging-houses  of 
the  Quartier  Latin.    Were  you  ever  taken  to  a  certiEun  tall  dingy 
house  in  the  Bue  de  TEcole  de  Medecine,  to  see  the  room  in  which 
Marat  was  stabbed  to  death  in  his  bath  ?  I  went  there  once ;  but 
the  room  was  in  the  occupation  of  a  Polish  exile,  who  had  invented 
a  machine  for  hatching  chickens  by  electricity,  and  who  would  not 
permit  us  to  enter  his  domicile.  Perhaps  it  was  fuU  of  eggs ;  and 
possibly  he  cared  no  more  about  his  apartment  having  been  the 
deathplace  of  Marat  than  Mr.  Toole  in  the  farce  cared  about  his 
second-floor  back  having  been  the  birthplace  of  Podgers.    But  as 
I  came,  disappointed,  down  the  dingy  staircase,  slippery,  rickety, 
evil-smelling,  there  passed  by  me  in  the  gloom  an  Apparition  in 
white.    It  seemed  to  float  upwards,  and  disappeared.    With  my 
head  full  of  the  terrible  tragedy  in  which  the  modem  Judith  slew 
the  Holofemes  of  the  Terror,  it  was  as  though  the  Pfesentment 
of  Charlotte  Corday  had  just  passed  by ;  but  lo !  from  the  regions 
beneath  came  the  hoarse  voice  of  the  concierge  crying, '  Mademoi- 
selle Amanda,  vous  avez  oubli6  votre  clef ; '  and  speedily  there 
came  tripping  down  a  pretty  littie  lass  with  blue  eyes  and  brown 
hair,  ia  a  coquettish  white  cap,  and  a  frock  of  printed  calico. 
Who  wears  *  frocks,'  or  even  *  gowns,*  nowadays  ?    The  modem 
grisette  wears,  I  suppose,  a  *  robe  '  or  a  *  costume.'  Mademoiselle 
Amanda  was  only  a  littie  grisette  who.  lived  in  a  garret  an 
cinquUme  in  that  terrible  house  of  Marat.    She  was  a  waistcoat- 
maker,  the  eommunicative  c<mcicrge—c<mcierge9  were  portiires  in 
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those  days — told  us 
five  centimes  a  day- 
quoth  the  concierge. 


and  earned  no  less  than  one  li'aac  sei 
'  C'eet  v/ne  brave  Jiik  gut  *e  contente  dep^ 


^^ 


Was  she  virtuoaa?  Well  it  may  be  that,  in  the  i  . 
aspect  in  question,  she  was,  as  in  other  matters,  content  with  %  J 
little.  Albert  Smith,  who  was  on  innocently  intimate  terms  with 
the  Rriaette,  who  had  danced  with  her  and  treated  her  to  maTTOt^ 
r  d  bicTe  de  Man,  had  not  a  word  to  say  against  her 

In  Eugene  Sue's  M^atcrics  of  Paris,  Kigolelte,   " 
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I  grisette,  and  Oemiaiii,  tlie  notary's  clerk,  whom  she  eventually 
marries,  are  nearly  the  only  virtUQUs  personages  among  a  horde 
of  male  and  female  villains  belonging  to  all  ranks  in  society.  But 
Albert  Smith  wos  writing 
for  English  magazino 
readers,  and  the  Mysteries 
of  Paris  is  ii  romance. 
B 6 ranger  must  ever  be 
held  as  the  supreme  autho- 
rity touching  the  ethics  of 
tbegrisette;  and  the  moral 

r-  character  of  Liaette,  as 
tainted  by  the  illustrioua 

Kiha  ntonnier,  certainly,  fi'oni 

(iime  to  time,  leaves  some- 
Sungto  be  desired.     Still 

Kfignuiger  is  careful  to  diaw 
1  tangible  distinction  be- 
iween  his  beloved  Lisette 

liud  Fr^tillon, '  la  bonne  fille,'  to  say  nothing  of '  ces  demoiselles,' 

I'Who,  in  1816,  uttered  the  famous  comylaiitlc. 


Q'ua  pluii  d'argent  dons  c'gacui  i 

I  apprehend  that  the  gi-iaette  of  tliirty  years  ago  was  as  virtu- 
ma  as  circomstancea  would  allow  hei'  ii>  be.     In  the  majority  of 
tees  she  was  an  orphan — or  worse  than  an  orphan,  a  jMnivre 
Wetnfant  dilaissee — who  bad  never  known  father  or  mother,  who  had 
a  kith  or  kin  whatever,  who,  aa  a  baby,  had  been  flui^  iuto  one 
if  the  tours  of  the  Foundling  Hospital,  or  liad  been  picked  up  on 
'  e  muddy  pavement  of  the  quays,  destitute,  abandoned,  helplesa, 
a  be  grudgingly  brought  up  at  ihe  pubhc  expense  in  a  prison-like 
uylum,  to  be  turned  out  on  the  great  world  when  she  was  sixteen 
us  of  age,  with  a  few  scores  of  francs  and  a  hare -livelihood - 
etting  sk^  in  needlework.     If  she  could  keep  body  and  soul 
[together  honestly,  she  did  so.     She  remained  a  '  brave   fille,'  a 
model  of  *  conduite  sage  et  r^glee '  to  her  proprytaire  and  her 
concierge.     If  she  went  irrong,  it  was  not  very  far  in  this  direc- 
tion :  not  farther  than  is  glanced  at  in  Henri  Miirger's  Seines  de 
la  Vie  de  Boheme. 

She  made  no  part  of  the  systematic  and  heartless  profligacy  of 
Boulevard  Paris.  She  knew  nothing  about  the  Maison  I)or^, 
and  was  certainly  never  seen  in  a  pouy-phaotoo  in  the  Boia  da 
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Boulogne,  or  on  the  box-seat  of  a  four-in-hand,  or  in  a  barouche 
d  hvit  resaorts,  at  the  Courses  de  Longcbamps.  She  was  neither 
a  '  Lorette,'  a  '  Cocotte,'  a  '  Fille  de  Marbre,'  a  '  FiUe  de  PUtre,* 
a  '  Demi-Mondaine,'  &  '  Ceinture  Doree,'  a  '  Belle  Petite,'  nor  a 
'  Grosse  Dormeuse.'  '  Une  Grosse  Dormeuse,'  the  latest  variety 
of  the  ketaira  species,  is  an  actress  at  one  of  the  minor  theatres, 
the  value  of  whose  personal  property  in  diamonds  exceeds,  to  an 
incalculable  extent,  the  amount  of  her  monthly  salary.  Diamonds ! 
Lise,  or  Amanda,  or  Bigolette  had  not  seen  a  diamond  bracelet 
half  a  dozen  times  in  the  course  of  her  life,  ajid  then  it  was  in  a 
jeweller's  shop-window  in  the  Rue  de  la  Pais.  From  the  begin- 
ning until  the  end  of  the  chapter  she  was  a  Grisette — nothing 
more  and  nothing  less — and  I  want  to  know  what  has  become  of 
her.  Up  to  the  present,  in  New  and  Begenerated  Paris,  I  have 
only  met  with  her  tawdry,  haggard,  and  fitful  ghost  in  an  extnt- 
vagant  toilette,  very  high-heeled  shoes  with  brass  tips,  and  visage 
much  be-plastered  with  white  and  red  paint.  Can  this  be  Bigo- 
lette  ?  Can  this  be  Amanda,  '  la  brave  fiUe,'  who  earned  one 
franc  seventy-five  a  day,  and  was  content  with  little  ?  Can  this 
be  Lisette  ? 


[couk-MjUluad. 
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Suppose  that  in  wandering  through  that  wonderful  Retrospective 
Mnsenm  at  the  Trocad^ro — a  treasury  bo  full  of  triumphs  of  an- 
cient, of  mediteTal,  of  Renaissance,  and  of  last-century  art-work- 
manship that  the  modem  craftsman  in  gold  and  silver  and  the 
baser  metals,  in  ceramics,  in  glass,  in  enamel,  in  damascening, 
and  in  wood  and  ivory  carving,  may  well-nigh  despair  of  being 
able  to  approach  the  antique  models — suppose  we  h^t  before  this 
superb  piece  of  Beauvais  tapestry.  The  Gobelina  never  turned 
out  a  finer  example  of  the  arras -worker's  art.  The  scene  depicted 
is,  say,  d.fete  champetre,  after  Watteau.  Observe,  if  you  please, 
the  symmetrical  drawing  and  harmonious  grouping  of  the  slim 
youths  and  dainty  dames  who  are  indulging  in  the  pastime  of 
colitt-maiUard  on  a  verdant  lawn  bordered  by  parterres  of  gayest 
flowers,  and  canopied  by  the  interlacing  boughs  of  tall  old  trees, 
through  the  leafy  livery  of  which  the  afternoon  sun  glints  in 
golden  sparkles,  now  lighting  up  the  crisp  folds  of  a  satin  iacque 
or  the  lozenges  of  a  quilted  petticoat,  now  glittering  on  the  jewelled 
necklace  which  encircles  Madame  la  Marquise's  white  throat,  now 
making  lustrous  the  precious  shoe-buckles  and  the  embroidered 
clocks  on  the  hose  of  Monsieor  le  Marquis.  For  depend  upon  it 
these  gallant  folks,  although  they  may  be  '  making  believe*  to  be 
shepherds  and  shepherdesses,  are  all  Marquises  and  Marchionesses 
at  the  very  least — ayant  droit  au  tabouret,  or  digne$  de  monter 
dans  Us  carrosees  da  Roi — the  ladies  entitled  to  sit  on  lowly  foot- 
stools in  the  royal  presence,  the  gentlemen  deemed  worthy  to  ride 
in  the  royal  carriages.    The  real  Arcadia,  I  am  apt  to  fancy,  wi 
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not  a  very  agreeable  region.  For  all  their  crooks  and  their  ooi 
pipes,  Phillis  may  have  been  biit  a  sulky  wench,  and  Strephon  ba£ 
a  savage  lout.  The  Arcadian  wai'drobe  did  not  go  far  beyond  a' 
sheepskin,  tlie  woolly  side  out  in  smnmer,  and  in  during  winter ; 
the  food  was  coarse,  the  shelter  was  scanty,  the  manners  were 
brutal,  and  the  wolf,  metaphorically  as  well  as  corporeally,  waa 
always  at  the  door, 

Not  so  in  this  glowing  piece  of  Beauvaie.  Lo  Notre 
have  laid  out  that  trim  garden  with  the  leafy  alcove,  in  th* 
recesses  of  which  you  discern  a  tennitial  figure  of  the  god  Pan, 
leering  at  the  revellers  with  his  wicked  eye,  and  patronising  the 
proceedings  generally  with  a  sardonic  grin.  Mansard  must  have 
built  that  grandiose  chateau  in  the  distance,  with  high-pitcheiJ 
roof  and  doi-mer  windows.  Observe  that  peacock  on  the  terrace — 
bow  proudly  he  struts,  unfolding  the  rainbow  glories  of  his  tail. 
See,  there  is  an  ancient  servitor  in  blue  and  silver,  bearing  a  silver 
salver  piled  high  with  choice  fruit  and  crisp  brioches.  To  him 
succeeds  another  lackey  with  a  pannier  full  of  flasks  of  rare  wine. 
This  is  how  they  live  in  Arcadia,  from  M.  Watteau  and  the  Beau- 
vais  tapestry- worker 'a  point  of  view.  It  is  all  dancing  and  feasting 
and  games  of  romp.  There  is  no  surcease  of  fiddling.  There  are 
no  taxes  to  pay.  Jacques  Bonhomme  in  the  field  outside  the  park- 
gates — Jacques  Bonhomme  painfully  gatheiing  nettles  that  Nicole 
his  wife  may  boil  the  weeds  for  soup,  or  picking  up  fir-cones  and 
beech-raast  to  pound  them  and  mingle  them  wiUi  the  rye-flour  of 
which  his.  bread  is  made — Jacques  Bonhomme  pays  the  taxes.  It 
is  he  who  is  eaten  up  alive  by  the  Farmers- Gen eiid,  and  is  sent  ta 
the  galleys  for  smuggling  into  his  hut  five  sous'  worth  of  salt 
which  has  not  paid  Uie  gabslle.  The  Arcadian  revellers  in  the 
park  do  not  trouble  themselves  about  such  misf  r/^s.  To  Monsienr 
Watteau  and  the  tapestry-weaver's  thinking,  there  are  no  such 
things  as  poverty  and  starvation,  as  typhus  and  the  smallpox; 
while,  as  for  death — well,  what  did  the  youthful  duke  who  waa 
dressing  for  a  court  ballet  at  Versailles  say  to  the  messenger  who 
brought  him  news  of  his  mother's  death  ?  '  Madame  ma  m&re/ 
returned  the  duke,  calmly  applying  a  rouged  hare's  foot  to  eadb^ 
cheek,  while  the  coiffeur  gave  a  last  touch  with  his  tongs  to  the 
curls  of  the  ducal  periwig,  '  will  not  expire  until  after  the  concln" 
aion  of  the  ballet.'  It  was  only  given  to  dukes  and  marquiBes  oC 
the  Watteau  type  to  postpone  grief,  and  to  purchase  deferred; 
annuities  of  woe. 

The  visitor  to  the  Retrospective  Museum  of  the  Trocadero  is 
wat  '  >at  vigilantly  by  the  policemen  on  duty,  who  begin  to 
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eye  you  very  snspicionsly  if  you  linger  above  a  minnte  and  a  half 
before  one  of  the  glass  cases ;  and  not  under  any  circumstances 
are  you  allowed  to  retrace  your  footsteps  in  order  to  study  more 
attentively  some  object  the  beauty  of  which  may  have  exceptionally 
struck  you.  You  are  bound  to  go  in  at  one  door  and  to  come  out  at 
another ;  and,  in  point  of  fact,  the  public  are  driven  pretty  much 
as  though  they  were  a  pack  of  sheep  through  a  gallery  in  which 
the  precious  contents  of  at  least  four  South  Kensington  Museums 
seem  to  have  been  brought  together.  But  suppose  that  we  are  in 
the  receipt  of  fem-seedi  and  invisible.  Suppose  that  our  impunity 
from  observation  renders  us  indifferent  to  the  regulations  which 
govern  the  palaces  of  Monsieur  Erantz,  and  that  we  nimbly  rip 
that  superb  piece  of  Beauvais  tapestry  from  its  frame,  and,  turning 
the  fiabric  round,  survey  its  seamy  side.  I  find  that  Prince  Bis- 
marck has  been  reading  LdUa  Bookh  and  become  duly  impressed 
with  the  dramatic  force  of  the  episode  of  Mokanna, '  the  Veiled 
Ptophet  of  Khorassan.'  How  many  English  schoolgirls  fifty  years 
since  used  to  sigh  and  tremble  over  the  awsome  couplet  !— 

*  He  raised  his  veil ;  the  maid  tamed  slowly  round, 
Looked  at  him,  shrieked,  and  sank  upon  the  ground. - 

Mokanna  had  a  death's  head.  But  the  German  Chancellor  might 
derive,  perhaps,  as  much  edification  from  the  inspection  of  the 
seamy  side  of  a  piece  of  Beauvais  tapestry.  What  squalid  tags 
and  loops  and  knots ;  what  ugly  ribbed  dams  and  patches !  What 
a  coarse,  dingy,  sailcloth-lookmg  backing  to  tiie  gtBndfite  cham- 
pitre  designed  by  Monsieur  Watteau.  Sailcloth !  It  is  just  of  the 
same  texture  with  the  blouse  that  Jacques  Bonhomme  wears  when 
he  is  prowling  about  the  fields  and  the  woods  grubbing  up  the  weeds 
and  tiie  fir-cones  and  the  beech-mast  for  food.  The  sale-marks 
and  numbers  of  a  dozen  auction-rooms  are  branded  or  marked  on  the 
seamy  side  of  the  tapestry.  At  a  glance  you  perceive  that  the  work 
has  been  subject  to  an  extensive  process  of  restoration,  and  that 
at  least  a  third  of  the  lovely  picture  on  the  other  side  is  a  sham. 
Madame  la  Marquise's  satin  sacqae  and  white  neck  fell  into  utter 
rottenness  long  ago.  Her  upper  half  is  only  one  patch.  So  are 
the  violet  smaU-clothesand  the  crimson-silk  hose,  with  embroidered 
clocks,  of  M.  le  Marquis ;  while  the  rainbow  tints  of  the  peacock's 
tail  present,  on  the  seamy  side,  a  very  Primrose  Hill  of  cobbling. 
Don't  talk  to  me  of  the  reverse  side  of  a  medal.  The  under 
mrt  of  a  sovereign  is  as  comfortable  to  look  upon  as  the  obverse. 
Don*t  talk  to  me  of  the  desiUtisions  of  *  behind  the  scenes '  at  a 
playhouse.    There  are  often  to  be  found  more  truth,  more  honesty. 
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and  more  natoralneEs  in  the  coulisiea  than  before  the  curtain.  Ti 
cause  the  scales  to  fall  from  your  eyes ;  to  convince  you  that 
Vie  Parisienne' is  not  merely  a  valley  of  Cashmere  shawls  powdercL 
with  diamond  dust ;  that  the  foulest  tares,  as  well  as  roses  and 
violets,  grow  beneath  the  wayfarer's  feet ;  that  all  the  houses  are 
not  Moisons  Dorees  ;  that  motley  is  not  the  only  wear ;  to  fill  the 
mind  with  solemn  tlioughts  and  the  heart  with  a  cold  ache — go  you 
and  look  at  the  real  seamy  side  of  the  gay  hangings.  Inquire  and 
study  and  reflect  a  little  over  the  appallmg  amount  of  misery  and 
destitution  which  are  coexistent  with  the  luxury  and  profligacy  and 
riot  of  life  in  Paris  during  the  Exposition  UniverseUe. 

The  Seamy  Side !  I  had  a  glance  of  it  the  other  day  on  the 
Boulevard — a  glance  sudden,  momentary,  but  as  completely  lucid' 
and  comprehensive  as  that  afforded  of  a  landscape  by  a  flash  ot 
summer  lightning  on  a  moonless  night.  It  was  two  o'clock  in  the 
afternoon,  and  raining  heavily.  I  was  standing  on  the  kerb,  just 
iniroutoftheCafeEiche.in  that  state  of  dolorous  dubiety  to  which 
people  are  subject  who  continually  carry  an  umbrella,  andwho  never, 
save  under  the  strongest  compulsion,  open  it.   An  umbrella  may  be 


1 

I 


a  companion,  a  Mend,  a  staff,  a  protector,  a  weapon,  an  adviser,  fin 
indicator,  and  when  it  rains  the  best  use  you  can  put  yo-ar  paraplvi» 
to  is  to  hail  the  nearest  cab  or  omnibus  with  it.  But  there  wero 
no  cabs  to  be  liad  that  afternoon ;  the  Paris  ommbuses  do  not 
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Btsy  in  their  wild  career  to  take  up  stray  paasengere ;  (ind  I  had 
1>egiin  to  think  that  there  was  no  alternative  between  putting  up 
my  'Robinson,' as  the  Fi-ench,  in  aflectionatememorj- of  Robinson 
Crusoe,  term  an  umbrella — when  there  stopped  right  in  front  of  me 
the  smartest  of  smart  broughams.  A  Peters,  posaibly,  or  a.  Laurie 
and  Maiiier,  to  judge  from  the  lightness  of  the  wheels  and  easy 
balance  of  the  springs.  A  Binder,  perchance,  to  judge  from  tha 
harmonious  lines  of  the  body,  and  the  gentle  concavity  of  the 
roof.  Pair  of  coal-hlack  steppers,  exquisitely  matched ;  a  viscount's 
[coronet  on  the  panels ;  similar  heraldic  device  in  platinated  bronze 
wi  the  harness.  Lamps  perfect.  Coach- 
man clean-shaven,  curly-brimmed  hat,  white 
cravat,  black  frock,  bottcs  moUes  with  tops 
for  wtuch  oxalic  acid  could  do  nothing  more. 
Footman  identical  with  coachman,  only — 
mark  the  art  of  this — a  shade  younger  and 
slimmer.     In  brief,  a  perfect  equipage. 

Two  persons  inside.  M.  le  Vicomte ; 
fawn-coloured  ulster,  varnished  shoes  with 
doTe-coIouredgaiterB,lemonkid-gloves,  spiky 
moustaches,  a  rose  in  bis  button-hole,  and 
a  cigarette.  Second  person  a  lady,  but  whe- 
ther she  was  Madame  la  Vicomtesse  or 
Mademoiselle  Amenaide  Sanspapa  of  the  Bouffes  Parisiens,  I  am 
not  prepared  to  say ;  suffice  it  to  remark  that  she  was  beauteous, 
that  her  hair  was  of  the  hue  of  newly-stacked  barley,  that  she  was 
radiantly  clad,  that  she  was  brave  in  diamonds,  and  that  from  the 
superb  chariot  there  exhaled  an  odour  of  jockey  club,  frangipane,  or 
opoponax— I  am  sure  I  don't  know  which,  not  being  learned  in  any 
perfumes  save  that  of  the  Viwlta  de  Abajo,  an  odour  very  popnlar 
m  the  Island  of  Cuba,  where  the  names  of  the  principal  perfumers 
are  Cabana,  Partagas,  and  Cavargas.  Still  the  occupants  of  the 
smart  brougham  were  evidently  two  very  important  person^es 
indeed.  Stay,  there  was  a  third :  a  snow-white  little  Maltese  dog, 
with  two  sparkling  black  eyes  and  a  crimson-satin  bow  at  his  chin. 
He  battled  with  his  paws,  and  barked,  as  though  the  brougham 
and  the  coal-black  steppers  and  the  servants  and  the  lady  in  the 
diamonds — taut  le  tremblement,  enjin — belonged  to  him.  Who 
knows  ?    Perhaps  they  did. 

Hastily  aUghting  from  his  carriage,  perhaps  to  keep  an  appoint- 
ment with  a  friend  at  the  Caf^  Riche,  M.  le  Vicomte  let  fall  from 
a  number  of  documents  which  he  held  in  one  lemon -kid-gloved 
Jumd  something  that  looked  like  a  letter  in  an  envelope.    It  fell 
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face  downwards,  in  the  smooth  hhick  mud  ot  the  gutter.  Instan- 1 
taneously — I  never  saw  anything  quicker — a  lean  young  man,  with  * 
a  white  pock-marked  face,  a  faded  ragged  blouse  reaching  scarcely 
below  bis  waist,  deplorable  pantaloons,  shoes  like  miniature  ooal- 
bargea  past  service  and  rotting  in  a  ship -breaker's  wharf,  and  a 
cap  that  looked  like  one  of  the  late  Daniel  Lambert's  gi'aj  woollen 
stockings  with  the  top  cut  off,  darted  ibrward,  went  on  Isie  hands 
and  knees,  grovelled  in  the  gutter,  grappled  with  the  paper,  which 
was  fast  floating  towards  a  sewer- grating,  picked  up  the  document, 
rose,  and  with  a  faivuing  mien,  and  a  look  in  which  cupidity  and 
hope  shone  like  a  flame,  wiped  the  paper  with  his  ragged  elbow, 
and  presented  it  to  the  gentieman.  '  Ce  n'est  qu'une  enveloppe, 
mon  ami,'  quoth  M.  le  Viscomte  airily ;  and  without  taking  any  , 
mor"  ""tioe  of  the  poor  wretch,  he  tripped  blithely  into  the  C»A  J 
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It  was  only  an  envelope^  absolutely  withotii  Talae  now 
that  it  was  soiled,  tiiat  had  &Uen  in  the  mad.  I  have  heard  a 
good  deal  of  bad  language  in  many  dialects  in  my  time,  bat  I  do 
nope  that  I  shall  never  again  hear  corses  so  fearfol  as  those  which 
were  uttered  by  the  lean  young  man  with  the  white  pock-marked 
free.  He  had  expected  a  reward.  The  envelope  might  have  been 
full  of  thousand-franc  notes,  and  here  he  was  left  witib  his  treasure 
trove,  hungry  and  with  muddy  hands.  He  shook  his  fist  at  the 
lady  in  the  brougham — shook  it  so  savagely  that  she  pulled  up  the 
window  in  a  hurry,  to  the  great  discomposure  of  the  Maltese  dog 
— 4md  then  the  lean  young  man,  changing  his  tone,  began  to 
murmur,  *  Malheur,  malheur !  pas  meme  une  pi^e  de  dnquante 
centimes.'  And  then,  it  is  wretched  and  shocking  to  relate,  he 
began  to  whimper,  and  at  last  to  blubber,  as  though  he  had  been  a 
child  of  four  years  old.  A  policeman  came  up  and  made  him 
move  on,  with  the  usual  admonition  of  *  Plus  vite  que  9a  '—quicker 
than  that — ^to  hasten  his  gait ;  and  then  I  put  up  my  umbrella, 
and,  going  on  my  way,  saw  him  no  more.  Very  possibly  he  was  a 
loafer,  an  idle  scamp,  an  incumbrance  and  a  pest  to  society ;  still 
to  me  he  represented  very  suggestively  indeed  one  squalid  and 
lamentable  scrap  of  the  Seamy  Side. 

The  number  of  professional  beggars  in  Paris  is,  to  outward 
seeming,  astonishingly  small.  You  might  think  it  somewhat  of  a 
phenomenal  thing  in  London  if,  in  the  course  of  a  walk  from  Hyde 
Park  Comer  to  South  Kensington  in  the  daytime,  or  from  Ghanng 
Cross  to  St.  Paul's  Churchyard  in  the  evening,  you  were  notaccosted 
by  at  least  half  a  dozen  mendicants,  male,  female,  or  infiMitine  ; 
but  during  the  eleven  weeks  that  I  have  spent  in  Paris  I  have  not 
been  asked  half  a  dozen  times  for  alms  in  the  great  thoroughfares. 
80  much,  then,  must  be  cheerfully  admitted  in  mitigation  of  the 
Seamy  Side  of  Parisian  life.  It  must,  nevertheless,  be  borne  in 
mind  that  the  French  laws  against  mendicity  are  very  strict,  and 
that  in  Paris  they  are  carried  out  with  unfailing  eicactitude  by  the 
police.  Our  own  Vagrant  Law  is,  in  some  instances,  even  harsher 
than  the  French :  for  three  months'  hard  labour  in  an  English 
gaol  is,  in  reality,  tantamount  to  three  months'  penal  servitude ; 
whereas  the  French  vagabond  who  is  committed  by  the  Police  Cor- 
rectionnelle  to  Mazas  is  put  to  very  light  industrial  and  productive 
labour — ^the  treadmill,  the  crank,  and  that  infernal  invention '  shot 
driU,'  are  wholly  unknown  in  French  prisons.  ^With  a  portion  of 
his  earnings  while  in  prison  he  may  purchase  limitei'  of 

food  and  wine  of  a  qutdity  superior  to  that  of  the  ^  ; 

under  certain  circumstances  he  is  permitted  to  Bin 
the  hour  of  associated  exeroiae  ia  mlence  inflaiib^y 
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The  practical  difference  between  the  French  and  English  sys- 
tems for  the  repression  of  meDdicity  appears  to  me  to  be  this — 
that  in  Paris  any  beggar  venturous  enough  to  ply  liia  calling  in  a 
much- frequented  thoroughfare  may  reckon  with  tolerable  certainty 
ou  being  arrested  before  many  hours  are  over  and  sent  to  a  prison 
where  he  will  be  treated  with  mildness ;  whereas  in  England  the 
gaol  is  a  place  scrupulously  clean,  excellently  well  ventilated,  but 
of  unremitting  physical  degradation  and  torment,  to  which  not  one 
beggar  or  vagi'ant  in  twenty  gets  committed.  Beggars  are  very 
ingenious  scoundrels.  As  a  rule,  they  can  tell  the  metal  of  their 
cuatomei-s  at  a  glance.  The  majority  of  these  are  ladies,  who  are 
either  too  timid  or  too  kiud-bearted  to  give  the  ragged  man  who 
holds  out  his  hand  for  alms  in  charge ;  or  else  they  Eire  the 
Incurable  and  Incorrigible  Infatuates  of  the  male  aex  who  cannot 
be  induced  to  pin  their  faith  to  the  creed  of  tlie  Charity  Organisa- 
tion Society,  and  who  claim  the  right  of  exercising  their  private 
judgment  and  powers  of  discrimination  to  determine  whether  the 
ragged  man  or  the  tattered  woman  with  a  callow  baby  in  her  arms 
be  an  object  worthy  of  charity  or  the  reverse.  Thus  the  vast 
majority  of  the  London  beggai-s  do  not  get  '  taken  up ; '  and  the 
knowledge  of  the  vij-tual  impunity  which  they  enjoy  makes  them 
in  many  cases  insolent  and  even  ruffianly  in  their  importunity. 
Moreover,  even  if  every  lady  and  gentleman  who  was  wonied  ia 
the  streets  for  alms  was  a  subscribing  member  of  the  Charity 
Organisation  Society,  and  was  prepared  to  hand  over  every  mendi- 
cant to  the  custody  of  the  police,  the  carrying  out  of  tie  stern 
intent  is  hampered  by  the  fact  that  in  London,  and  in  the  most 
frequented  tboroughiiu-es,  you  meet  in  the  daytime  with  con- 
siderably more  beggars  than  policemen.  Our  '  beat '  Bystein 
assumes  that  the  policeman  shall  be  everywhere ;  for  practical 
purposes  he  is  so  continuously  in  perambulaUon  as  to  be — I  except 
Fleet  Street,  which  is  admirably  patrolled — nowhere.  The  Chief 
Commissioner  tells  us  that  we  are  sure  to  liud  a  policeman  at 
every  '  fixed  point ; '  but  the  majority  of  Londoners  know  no  mora 
about  the  locality  of  the  fixed  points  than  they  do  of  the  Mountains 
of  the  Moon.  In  Paris  there  is  a  continuous  cordon  of  gardiena 
de  la  pauc  skiiling  the  cabstand  side  of  the  way  from  the  Bastille 
to  the  Madeleine;  and  the  '  beat'  of  each  of  these  functionaries 
does  not  seem  to  exceed  a  dozen  yards.  Police-agents  are  well- 
nigh  aa  numerous  in  the  Rue  dc  Rivofi,  in  the  new  Boulevards,  and 
in  the  Champs  Elysees.  Thus  the  beggar  finds  his  most  fertile 
field  of  operations  hopelessly  preoccupied  by  his  natural  enemy 
the  policeman,  and  he  gives  up  his  trade,  so  far  as  the  great 
tbor  re  concerned,  in  sheer  despaii'. 


I  Let  Dot,  however,  the  habitual  absence  of  meDdicants  from  the 
principal  places  of  public  resort  in  the  Frencli  capital  induce  in 
your  mind  the  belief  that  there  are  no  beggars  iu  Paris.  There 
we,  I  have  the  best  authority  for  believing,  many  thoUBands  of 
each  bisoiiosot  in  the  city  of  Paris ;  and  the  weightiest  evidence 
bearing  on  such  a  belief  lies  iu  the  fact  that  at  the  season  of 
the  New  Year  the  [lolice  tolerate,  for  the  space  of  three  days, 
the  presence  of  professional  beggars  on  the  Boulevards.  Prom 
sourise  on  the  dlst  of  December  imtil  suuact  on  the  ad  ot 
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Jannarj,  in  swarms,  in  hordes,  in  legions,  does  La,zai-us  come 
forth.  The  Coin-  des  Miracles  or  the  Carri^rea  d'Am^riqiie  empty 
tbemaelves  into  the  fashionable  sti-eeta.  The  cripple,  the  paralytic, 
and  the  cul  dejatte,  the  tattered  woman  with  the  baby,  the  bare* 
footed  girl-child,  the  patriarch  with  the  long  bewd,  the  beggar 
without  arms,  the  beggar  without  legs — who,  mounted  on  the  baok 
of  a  brother  vagabond,  hugs  htm  round  the  neck  like  Sindbad's 
of  the  Sea — the  counterparts  of  all  the  fantastic  creatures 
aad  Hogarth,  Goya  Hud  Finuiesi,  have  di-awn,  cntwl,' 
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or  limp,  or  hobble,  or  drag  themselvea,  or  are  wheeled  about  the 
asphalte  pavement,  and  gnmt  or  whimper  eupphcations  for  charity 
at  the  portals  of  the  fashioDable  shops  and  the  grand  hotels.  The 
Glorious  Three  Days  of  the  Nouvel  Ah  are  5ieir  carnival,  their 
sattinialia,  during  which  they  must  reap  a  rich  harvest  of  coppers ; 
bat  on  the  8d  of  January  all  is  at  an  end.  '  Adien  paniers ;  ven- 
danges  son  faites.'  A  few  blind  men  and  women,  and  a  stout  tall 
old  lady  with  two  wooden  legs — were  her  lower  limbs  shot  off,  or  bit 
off,  or  what,  I  wonder  ? — are  tolemted  by  the  police  on  the  Boole- 
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\ard3  (lea^Capucines  and  dea  Italiens ;  but  beyond  these,  all  Lha 
beggars  who  have  been  holding  high  holiday  are  doomed  to  imme- 
diate  disappearance.  Even  the  blind  men  and  the  old  lady  with 
the  timber  toes  are  not  permitted  to  beg.  They  may  accept,  but 
must  not  ask  for  alms. 

What  becomes  of  the  vast  bulk  of  the  tribe  of  beggars  during- 
the  remainder  of  the  year  is  a  Mystery  of  Paris  to  which  I  am 
very  far  from  being  able  to  offer  a  complete  solution.  Thei-e  ia, 
properly  speaking,  no  Poor  Law  in  France.  The  right  of  existence 
is  not  recognised  by  legislative  enactment  as  it  is  with  ns.  In 
England,  theoretically,  no  man  can  starve,  aa  everybody  has  a 
settlement,  if  he  can  only  find  out  where  il  is,  and  ia  entitled  to 
indoor  or  outdoor  relief;  but,  through  lack  of  capacity  to  interpret 
the  Act  of  Parliament,  he  does  very  frequently  starve  and  die.  In 
France  the  pauper  has  the  Assistance  Publique,  a  semi-voluntary, 
semi-municix>al  fund,  to  look  to.  Much  of  the  money  gathered  by 
the  Assistance  ia  derived  from  the  tax  called '  Le  di'oit  dea  pauvres,' 
which  is  levied  on  every  performance  at  any  one  of  the  theatres, 
balls,  concerts,  and  public  entertainments  in  Paris ;  and  I  believe 
that  I  am  not  wrong  in  stating,  that  one  of  the  three  functionaries, 
whose  presence,  solemn,  white-cravated,  sable-clad,  behind  a  table 
BO  much  puzzles  the  foreigner  who  passes  through  the  entrance- 
wicket  of  a  French  theatre,  is  an  employ^  of  the  Assistance 
Publique,  detailed  to  check  the  receipts  and  '  see  fair,'  with  a 
view  to  the  poor  getting  their  due  and  proper  rights.  Abstractedly 
it  seems  in  the  highest  degree  just  and  equitable  that  Vice  and 
Folly  and  Luxury  should  pay  a  tithe  of  their  takings  to  indigence 
and  destitution ;  but  the  theatrical  managers  and  cafe-concert 
keepers  declare  that,  between  the  Dt-oU  dea  Pauvres  on  the  ona- 
hand,  and  the  Droits  d'Auteur  on  tlie  other,  they  are  driven  toj 
bankruptcy ;  and  that  the  Rights  of  the  Poor  tax  ought  likewise 
to  be  levied  on  the  profits  of  the  restaui'auts  and  cabarets,  the  mil- 
liners and  dress-makers,  the  sellers  of  photographs  and  tiinketa. 

It  is  not,  however,  the  professional  mendicants,  but  the 
industiious  poor,  who  are  the  principal  recipients  of  the  relief 
doled  out  by  the  Assistance  Pubhque,  on  whose  books,  fox^ 
example,  thousands  of  famihes  whose  bread-winning  membersj 
are  at  the  bagnes,  or  in  New  Caledonia  for  their  participation  ini 
the  madness  of  the  Commune,  are  permanently  inscribed.  The 
majority  of  French  ladies,  again,  of  the  upper  and  middle  ranks  in 
F  '  ■  bave  each  and  all  of  them  leurs  pauvres,  their  own  special 
•alar  poor,  to  whose  necessities  they  sedulously 
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^^^  ace  in  tliese  cosea  fi-equent  intermedicuies  and  aimoucrs,    M 


parade  uf  their  misery.  Thus,  iimler  the  Governmeiit  of  Louie 
Philippe  a  grand  ball,  patronised  by  the  noblest  and  wealthiest 
members  of  the  community,  used  annually  to  be  gi^en  in  aid  ot 
let  ajtciens  paisionruiiret  de  la  LUte  Civile.  Marquises,  Counts, 
Barons,  Baillis,  Vidaines,  and  Chevaliers  de  St.  Louis  were  among 
theae  b^nfjiciairei — virtually  yaufrw  konteuz.  They  were  noble 
gentlein,eni  and  ladies,  striij^en  in  yearsiwho  had  been  deprived  b^ 
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emigration  or  confiscation  of  tlieii-  all  tluiing  the  First  ReTolntion. 
The  dynasty  of  the  Restoration  had  been  unable  to  restore  to  their 
lawful  owners  domains  which  had  been  irretrievably  alienated ;  but 
certain  pensions  on  the  Civil  List  nere  conferred  upon  the  poor 
old  pauper  aristocrats.  With  the  Revolution  of  July  1830  tnese 
pensions  ceased ;  hence  the  annual  ball. 

But  to  return  to  the  beggars.  I  apprehend  that  they  may  be 
divided  into  three  categories.  The  more  athletic  become  rddcurs 
de  barriere — nocturnal  scamps  in  tattered  blouses,  who  haunt  the 
external  boulevards  and  prowl  about  the  fcuniiViifi,  furtively  stealing 
provisions,  fi'uit,  and  vegetables  from  the  market-cai'ts,  which  from 
midnight  until  dawn  lumber  through  the  octroi  gates  on  their 
way  to  the  Halles  Centrales,  or  knocking  down  and  robbing  belated 
pedestrians  who  happen  to  be  helplessly  tipsy.  Another  less 
dishonest  and  weaker-kneed  class  simply  creep  fi-om  mom  till 
night  and  from  night  till  morn  about  the  bystreets,  scrupulously 
shunning  tlie  boulevards,  where  they  know  that  they  would  be  at 
once  pounced  upon  by  the  police,  but  creeping  into  com-tyards. 
Blinking  to  the  foot  of  dark  staircases,  shambUjig  to  the  entrances 
of  porters'  lodges,  and  begging  in  a  subdued  tone  for  a  bit  of  bread. 
Often  when  I  have  been  rummaging  in  an  old  book  store,  or  among 
the  rusty  treasures  of  an  old  curiosity  shop  on  the  Quays,  I  have 
become  aware  of  a  Deplorable  Presence  in  rags  blockiog  up  the 
doonvay,  and  of  a  voice  mm-muring  something  about '  un  morceau 
de  pain.'  I  have  never  heard  a  French  dog  bark  »t  one  of  these 
miserables,  nor  have  I  known  of  more  than  two  instances  among 
very  many  of  the  shopkeepers  harshly  bidding  the  beggar  begone, 
As  a  rule,  the  ti'adesman  hardest  at  driving  a  bargain  will  open  his 
till,  slip  a  copper  or  two  uito  the  beggar's  hand,  and,  looking  at 
you  apologetically,  with  a  half  smile  and  a  half  blush,  will  say, 
•  Better  so  than  that  he  should  steal.' 

With  all  their  gi-eed  of  gain,  and  their  unconscionableness  in 
fleecing  foreigners,  the  French  are  as  charitable  to  the  poor  as  the 
Turks.  And  that  is  saying  a  gi-eat  deal.  A  Tiu'kish  Pasha  of  the 
highest  rank  will  get  out  of  his  carriage  or  off  his  horse  in  the 
muddiest  street  of  Stamboul  to  give  a  beshlik  to  a  blind  man;  and 
while  you  are  haWng  audience  of  some  grandee  at  one  of  the 
Departments  of  State,  a  beggar  will  lift  the  curtain  wliich  veils  the 
door,  demand  alms  in  the  name  of  Allah,  and  liave  his  claim 
allowed.  '  In  the  name  of  Allah,'  says  the  grandee,  as  he  hands 
the  piastre  to  the  beggar.  A  French  shopkeeper  ia  certainly 
,  very  imperfectly  acquainted  witli   the   Koran — if  he   have 

^^■^    aaintance  with  that  lying  Evangel  at  all — still  the  eijuaoi* 
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inotts  promptness  with  which  he  resigns  himself  almost  as  a 
matter  of  course  to  the  beggar  reminds  me  forcibly  of  the  Moslem. 
French  mothers,  moreover,  seem  habituallj  to  teach  their  children 
to  be  charitable;  and  over  and  over  again  have  I  seen,  now  a  hand- 
somely-dressed lady,  now  a  mob-capped  woman  of  the  poorest 
class,  put  money  into  her  child's  hand  and  bid  it  run  after  a 
ragged  man  and  relieve  him.  You  are  obliged  to  run  after  the 
beggars,  so  swiftly  do  they  flit  past  through  fear  of  the  police. 
And  it  is  best,  perhaps,  to  run  after  them,  lest,  being  starving, 
they  should  run  into  the  river,  to  find  a  goal  on  the  cold  dalles  of 
the  Morgue  and  a  last  bourn  in  the  fosse  commune. 

A  lady  whom  I  have  known  for  many  years  told  me  the  other 
day  a  story  of  a  man  who  did  not  beg.  She  was  out  for  a  walk, 
alone,  and  looking  into  one  of  the  magnificent  shops  of  the  Pas- 
sage des  Princes.  Turning  to  survey  the  next  door  repository  of 
treasures — a  jeweller's — she  became  aware  of  a  tall  lank  man  of 
about  fifty  years  of  age,  with  long  gray  hair  streaming  over  the 
collar  of  a  patched  and  ragged  coat  fastened  up  to  his  chin — ^now 
by  a  button  firom  which  the  cloth  had  rotted  showing  the  .disc  of 
bone — now  by  a  pin,  now  by  a  bit  of  thread  passed  flirough  two 
holes.  She  was  certain  that  he  had  no  shirt :  she  looked  up  the 
frayed  cuffs  of  his  coat,  she  said,  and  saw  his  wrists  and  his  arms, 
bare,  yellow  as  old  parchment,  sharp-boned,  and  with  inky  veins. 
He  was  not  shoeless ;  but  the  half-cQsconnected  upper  leathers  of 
his  boots  scraped  the  pavement.  His  hat  looked  as  though  it  had 
been  boiled  in  grease.  Under  one  arm  he  had  a  tattered  leathern 
portfolio,  from  which  some  papers  peeped.  This  man,  shuffling 
his  feet  on  the  stones,  stood  looking  at  the  diamonds  and  rubies  in 
the  jeweller's  shop :  not  with  a  gaze  of  fierce  and  desperate  rapa- 
city, but  with  an  abstracted  expression,  as  though  his  eyes  only 
were  there  while  his  thoughts  were  miles  away.  Then  he  would 
shift  the  tattered  leathern  portfolio  from  one  arm  to  the  other,  and 
then  resume  the  survey  of  the  diamonds  and  rubies.  The  lady  of 
whom  I  speak  has  but  a  slender  stock  of  colloquial  French  at  her 
command ;  but  from  her  porte-monnaie  she  took  a  five-franc  piece, 
touched  the  ragged  man  on  the  arm,  placed  the  piece  of  money  in 
his  hand,  and  said, '  S'il  vous  plait,  Monsieiu*.'  He  looked  at  her  for 
only  a  moment,  with  a  glance  in  which  a  kind  of  wild  astonishment 
and  incapacity  even  to  express  gratitude  were  mingled,  and  in  an  in- 
stant, and  as  though  by  magic,  he  was — ^gone.  Whither  ?  Perhaps 
he  was  an  impostor.  Possibly  he  had  *  made  up*  for  the  part  of  a 
distressed  poet,  an  indigent  man  of  letters,  a  ruined  speculator,  a 
discharged  employe,  who  for  the  hundredth  time  had  been  cooling 
bis  battered  heels  in  the  ministerial  ante-chamb«r,  with  a  vol 
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miaons  etaUment  of  his  grierances  in  that  tattered  case  of  leather. 
Suspecting  something  of  the  aort,  I  earefdlly  patrolled  the  Passage 
des  Princes  during  several  siiccessive  afternoons,  hot  I  never  could 
catch  sight  of  the  ra^ed  man  with  the  gray  locks  and  the  hat  which 
seemed  to  have  been  boiled  in  grease.  I  looked  for  him  snbseqnently 
in  the  Passages  des  Panoramaa  and  the  Passage  Jonfeoy,  in  the 
Passage  Choisenl  and  the  Passage  dn  Saiuuon,  in  the  Palais  Royal 
and  in  the  Place  de  la  Bourse.  But  I  have  never  met  with  him. 
I  am  beginning  to  incline  now  to  the  belief  that  he  was  not  ai 
impostor,  but  only  a  man  desperately  poor  and  hungry.  I  au 
beginning  to  adopt  the  tlieory  that,  directly  he  got  the  money,  he 
sped  away,  holding  it  in  both  his  hands,  so  to  speak,  out  of  the 
Passage  des  Princes,  down  the  Hue  de  Kicbelieu,  across  the  Place 
(lu  Palais  Royal,  and  through  the  groat  courtyard  of  the  Carronsel, 
across  a  bridge,  down  a  narrow  street,  into  a  narrower  impasse,  ap, 
five  stories  high,  n  dim  staircase,  and  so  into  a  garret  with  a 
shelving  roof — a  garret  with  nothing  in  it  but  a  table  with  three 
legs,  R  broken  chair,  a  sack  full  of  sha^'iDgs  for  a  bed,  and  a  gannt 
woman  with  some  paUid  children.  And  then  I  fancy  him  crying, 
'  Une  ^trangere  m'a  donne  cent  sous — and  now,  my  children,  we 
ivill  have  bread,  and  chnrcuta'ie,  and  wine.'  '  Et  quatre  sous  d© 
tabac,  pour  ce  bon  petit  papa,'  cries  the  shrillest  and  weakest  voice 
among  the  polUd  children,  who  are  clapping  their  hands  and 
pulling  at  theii-  mothei-'s  skirts,  and  bidding  her  look  upon  ta 
hcUc  el  honne  piece  de  cent  sout.  Yes,  I  fancy  that  he  brought 
the  money  home  before  laying  oat  so  much  as  two  sous  for  a  loaf. 
There  was  something  in  exhibiting  it  there  intact,  round,  shilling. 
There  was  more  in  discussing  what  food  should  be  bought — in- 
cluding, I  will  be  bound,  some  cough-sirup  for  la  pauvre  petite 
Adl'te,  who  was  weak  at  the  chest.  There  was  more  in  having 
some  '  change  out '  when  tlie  garret  had  become  a  hall  of  feasting, 
and  the  stoi'ving  creatures  had  partaken  of  food,  and  the  pipe  hod 
been  lit,  and  tlic  fumes  of  the  caporal  were  curling  upwards  in  a 
manner  soothing  to  the  view,  and  the  viontiaie  remaining  out  of 
the  five  fiancB  could  be  counted  with  a  leisurely  and  lordly  air. 
And,  upon  my  word,  if  the  ragged  man  was  indeed  an  impostor,  I 
do  not  grudge  him  one  halfpenny  out  of  his  dole.  Are  you  quite 
certain  that  the  last  twenty  thousand  pounds  wliich  you  made  out 
of  the  Baratorian  Loan  or  the  Tierra  del  Fuego  Railway  i 
gotten  quite  honestly  ? 


'vU^^' 


'  1  wiali  to  buy  tl 
'  Thank  von 
'  0,  no !  Ill 


false  hair.' 

, .11.    Oblige  me  withjonr  card  to  alBz  to  it.' 

give  you  the  card  uT  ono  of  my  frienils.' 
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Oct.  7. 

The  official  unnouncement  that  the  finnl  cloBiiigof  the  ExpoBition 
Univereelle  is  to  be  deferred  until  the  20tli  of  November  has  filled 
the  French  exhibitors  with  a  well-nigh  delirious  joy,  and  is  looked 
upon  with  feelinps  far  removed  from  diBsatiflfactiou  hy  the  general 
body  of  foreign  contributors  to  the  great  bazaar.  Tlio  ostensible 
motive  for  (jranting  this  enthusiastically-wi^lconie  delay  ia  that  it 
is  only  just  and  proper  that  tlie  winners  of  prizes  should  be  able  to 
gain  Borne  pecuniary  advantage  from  the  prestige  they  have  won 
as  medallists  or  as  possessors  of  diplomas ;  but  it  is  not  the 
'  laureate '  alone  who  will  benefit  by  tbe  concession  of  the  twenty 
days  of  grace.  After  the  distribution  of  prizes  the  indiscriminate 
sale  by  retail  of  articles  exliibJted  in  the  Chninp  de  Mars  will,  it  is 
understood,  be  authonaed,  and  purchasers  will  be  jienrntted  to  take 
away  their  etnplettes  with  them.  Thus  the  culmination  of  the 
great  show  wiU  resemble  a  fair  more  closely  than  ever.  The 
glories  of  la  t'mrc  avx  Jom^xtm  and  la  Foire  aux  Paint  d^Epis 
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will  be  outdone ;  and  the  practice  now  only  surreptitiously  indulged 
in  of  carrying  away  some  memento  of  the  Exhibition — be  it  worth 
onlya  couple  of  franca — from  the  Exhibition  itself  will  be  pursued 
on  the  most  colossal  scale.  Looking  at  the  vast  numbei-s  of  per- 
sons whose  ambition  to  acquire  a  souvenir  of  the  Exposition  does 
not  go  beyond  a  pair  of  garters  or  a  bottle  of  scent,  a  photogi'apli 
of  '  The  Dii'ty  Boy,'  or  a  necktie  with  a  view  of  the  Trocadero 
printed  upon  it,  the  multitude  of  Parisian  shopkeepers  who  sell 
such  articles  might  reasonably  protest  against  the  untradesmanlike 
competition  of  the  Champ  de  Mars ;  but  as  it  happens,  the  priu- 
ripal  boutiquieri  of  the  boulevards — the  Kue  de  Rivoli  and  the  Rue 
de  la  Faix — ore  exhibitors  as  well ;  and  it  becomes  only  a  question 
of  having  two  sets  of  glass  cases  full  oiarlidea  de  Paris,  two  sets 
of  shop-assistants,  and  two  tills,  one  on  the  right  and  the  other  on 
the  left  bank  of  the  Seine. 

How  tlie  English  exhibitors  will  regard  the  concession  I  am  Bt 
a  loss  to  determine.  As  a  rule,  Great  Britain  is  an  exhibitor  of 
big  and  not  of  little  wares — the  article  de  Londres,  in  its  artistic 
nickmick  sense,  has  yet  to  be  fabricated  amongst  us — and  it  is  to 
wholesale,  not  retail,  results  that  we  are  generally  accustomed 
to  look  when  we  try  out  sti'ength  with  the  nations  in  an  industrial 
competition.  We  would  rather  take  on  order  for  fifty  thousand 
yai'ds  of  Huddersfield  serges  or  Saltaii-e  alpacas,  for  twenty  loco- 
motive or  mai'ine  engines,  or  for  a  hundred  and  fifty  steam  ploughs 
or  threshing  machines,  than  keep  np  a  '  fiddling '  trade  in  cakes  of 
soap,  bottles  of  pickles,  blotting  casi^s,  and  ti'avelling  bags.  As  for 
the  Americana,  they  have  already  sold,  it  is  understood,  the  great 
bulk  of  the  ailicles  which  they  sent  to  Paris,  and  they  may  bo 
comparatively  indifferent  as  to  when  the  Exhibition  comes  to  an 
cud ;  but  the  Italians,  the  Spaniai'ds,  and  the  Russians  can  scarcely 
regi'et  the  fresh  facilities  afforded  them  for  selling  merchandise 
which  has  been  prepai-ed  especially  with  n  view  to  its  being  ex- 
hibited in  Palis,  and  of  wliich  they  might  experience  consider- 
able difficulty  in  getting  rid  in  their  own  comitiy.  As  for  the 
remoter  peoples — the  contributors  from  the  far-off  ends  of  the 
earth — they  will  possibly  rejoice  at  any  ti'ansaction  which  will 
absolve  them  from  the  necessity  of  taking  theii-  wares  back  again. 

Meanwhile,  those  who  live  in  hopes  of  visiting  the  normally 
cheerful  and  pleasant  city  of  Pai-is  in  tlie  yeai- 1879  will  be  horn- 
fied  to  hear  that  M.  Emile  de  Giroi'din,  who  may  be  considered 
03  tlie  real  father  of  the  whole  Exhibition  project,  has  gravely 
formulated  a  scheme  for  closing  the  buildings  in  the  Champ  de 
MaiB  dm-inrt  the  winter  mouths,  and  reopening  the  entii'e  show. 
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•loik,  stock,  and  barrel/  on  the  Ist  of  next  May.  TJie  idea  is 
to  me  simply  an  nppalling  one.  The  existing  satumalin 
j  have  entirely  disorganised  the  social  condition  of  Paris,  wliich, 
1  populous  as  it  is,  is  not  large  enough  to  bear  the  continuous  pres- 
sure of  BUcb  au  incubus  as  an  Intei-national  Exhibition.  We  felt 
'51  and  '62,  and  Sir  Heni-y  Cole'a  successive  Exhibition  '  spurts ; ' 
but  London  is  too  rast  for  the  encumbrance  to  have  been  felt  in 
the  remotest  of  our  extremities.  Paraphrasing  tliat  wliich  Byron 
wrote  about  love,  it  may  be  said  that  a  G-i'eat  Exhibition  was  of 
London  life  only  a  part ;  it  is  Paris'  whole  existence.  You  cannot 
eat  your  dinner  or  stroll  along  the  pavement  in  peaec.  The  Champ 
de  Mars  and  the  Trocadero  fling  you,  so  to  speak,  over  a  Horse- 
shoe Fall  of  excitement  into  a  Niagara  River  of  noise,  and  your 
nerves,  if  not  your  limbs,  are  toni  to  pieces  among  the  rapids. 
Life  is  not  long  enough  to  be  spent  in  peiTietual  wranglings  with 
L  iraiters  and  altercations  with  cabJi'ivers.    You  may  have  plenty  of 


L  HEASON  (hv 
'Six  francs  !  how  do  you  Taake  it  aii  fnmM  /' 
'  Why,  four  fmma  the  fate  and  two  fraut*  for  the  oil.' 

•■  money,  but  save  on  the  knifebo&rd  of  an  omnibus,  or  in  one  of  the 
cold  baths  by  the  Pont  Neuf,  1  know  no  place  in  Poi'is  where,  at 
the  present  moment,  you  get  youi-  money's-worth  for  the  thinga 
which  you  purchaso.     You  are  fed  on  Bt^e  fish,  tough  meatj  and 
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braised  fruit  at  extortionate  prices.  Cooking  has  deteriorated 
nearly  everjwbere.  The  rent  of  furnished  apartments  is  simply 
monstrous.  I  am  paying  for  a  garret  in  an  unfashionable  boide- 
vard  a  price  for  which  I  could  obtain  a  whole  first  flgor  in  Picca- 
dilly or  St.  James's  Street  at  the  height  of  the  season,  and  friends 
who  are  staying  in  the  fashionable  Pai-is  hotels  make  me  stand 
X>ositiyely  aghast  when  they  tell  me  of  the  sums  in  which  they  are 
mulcted.  Tht>  existing  carnival  has  been  putting  vast  siuus  (^ 
money  into  the  pockets  of  the  hotel' 
keepers,  the  restaurant  and  livery- 
stable  keepers,  the  wine  merchants, 
the  theatrical  managers,  and  the  pro- 
vision dealers  of  Paris  and  its  en- 
virons. The  city  itself,  although  it 
will  be  a  heavy  loser  on  its  outlay 
on  the  Exhibition  buildings,  has 
benefited  to  the  extent  of  at  least 
two  millions  sterling  through  the 
additional  octmi  duties  paid  on  pro- 
visions which  have  entered  Paris  _ 
bat  I  doubt  whether  the  working 
aUnes  have,  save  in  the  most 
indirect  manner,  gained  anything 
tiom  the  continuance  of  this  tremendous  fair.  Not  ordy  are 
exorbitant  prices  exacted  for  everything  you  purchase,  but  you 
have  inferior  articles  foisted  on  you  while  being  charged  for  the 
best.  I  will  not  say  that  the  quality  of  the  cigai's  has  degene- 
rated, because  cigars  are  always  \ile  in  Paris ;  but  the  tin  ordi- 
naire at  all  save  a  very  few  very  fii-st-rate  restaurants — and  this  is 
a  country  where  a  duke  is  not  ashamed  to  drink  v'ln  ordinaire  at  his 
breakfast — is  simply  abominable.  The  police  are  numerous  enough 
to  repress  disorder,  but  they  seem  wholly  incompetent  to  regulate 
the  traffic  in  the  streets  ;  and  the  reckless  or  ignorant  driving  of 
the  cabmen  hoa  become  well-nigh  phenomenally  scandalous.  Ton 
pass  your  life  in  continual  tunnoil  and  brawl — it  is  Donnybroofc 
Fair  plus  Babel,  the  Hill  on  the  Derby-day  superadded  to  the 
Deaccntedela  Courtille,  Tottenham  Com-t  Road  on  Saturday  night 
aggravated  by  the  Corso  at  Rome  on  Shrove  Tuesday.  All  this 
is  in  couaeijiieuce  of  the  Exhibition.  Are  those  Parisians  who 
love  peace  and  quiet — and  there  must  be  such — to  have  another 
"  Ms  Capharnaum  ? 

it  quite  certain  whether  the  Exhibition  itself  is  not 
of  course,  in  the  forenoon — one  of  the  most  tranqoil 
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places  in  Paris.  In  parts  it  is  noisy,  but  the  Park  has  its  se- 
questered nooks,  its  retired  corners  into  which  you  con  quietly 
creep  and  wander  np  and  down, 
far  from  the  madding  crowd,  far 
from  the  roanng  looms  of  the 
machineiy  department,  the  hor- 
rible jangling  of  the  section  de- 
voted to  the  Swiss  bells,  far 
from  the  over-crowded  restau- 
rants and  the  bmbbling  fcms- 
series.  Such  a  haven  of  repose 
I  find  in  the  great  hmii/ars  de- 
voted to  agricultural  machinery, 
which  is  not,  I  rejoice  to  say,  in 
motion.  I  always  feel  the  more 
soothed  and  placid  when  I  wan- 
der up  and  down  in  tliis  particu- 
lar shed,  because  I  know  abso- 
htely  nothing  about  agricultural 
machinery.  I  am  not  an  agricul- 
turist. I  am  not  a  mechanic, 
Mymission  here  does  not  require 
me  to  be  technologicel,  or,  in- 
deed,'ological'fromanypoint  of 
Tiew,  else  I  would  have  read  up 
'Agriculture '  and  '  Machinery ' 
in  the  Encyclopedia  Britannica, 
and  '  combined  the  two,'  as  the 
gentleman  did  in  tJie  celebrated 
case  of  Chinese  Metaphysics. 
I  was  told  to  gossip,  and  that 
iewbat  I  have  been  trying  to  do 
since  the  beginning  of  August. 
I  could  gossip  to  a  considerable 
extent  about  the  steam-ptoughs, 
the  threshing  -  machines,  the 
hemp  and  mangold-wurzel  cut- 
tera,  the  patent  mowers  and  dib- 
blers,  and  so  forth ;  only  I  should  be  sure  to  make  some  fatal  mistak  e 
about  wheels  or  cogs  or  pinions,  and  at  unue  expose  myself  tu  Uie 
animadversion  of  those  who  love  to  sit  in  the  seat  of  the  acorner. 
Stay,  there  is  the  name  of  a  firm  of  agricultural  implement 
IQEuiufactureni  wiiich  name  occurred  to  uie,  oddly  eaough,    ir 
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ntt  I  ikMU  do  »  •»  lo  Ua  •  rin  aad 
I  bnoed  to  km  left  Oe  facaoto  «r« 
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en  oT  coCk  or  a  dm  of  bM.  Uk  rsbAbUc  eowia 
•o«U  ai  «MC  latcriSefe  nth  '  Tkii  aa't  k.  Ton  dont  knav 
ttoCUng  akoot  it,  nr.'  Aad  then  he  vooU  LflMBa  to  Oe  « 
'The  tfnfhvun  wmdt'  to  aaA  a^  no^ 
weuatiomamm  ahomt  Mij  ■worit,  whin  I, 
bn,  wooid  bftie  Med  fire.  So  ««»  it  -wbea  at  ■  nifai^  stitioit  I 
mmtA  the  gurd  bov  kng  the  tnin  «*■  to  stop.  At  aatx  the  re- 
muAmUBCoadawmwtwjdbow.  •  Kot  •  bit  like  it.  ToaaiBt 
got  it  at  alL'  And  he  wonld  lumeh  into  a  vohibk  aajilificatiao 
to  the  gaerd  of  irbet  I  eoold  ham  aod  inywH  We  ntehtd 
Odeiw,  and  nUtlifw  ia  e  ile^  throng  one  of  the  pnne^al 
■treets,  mr  eye  eao^nt  en  inBcripliwi  repnted  three  or  four  times 
on  thevnUe  ot^Urngtaagb  of  boildii^s.  The  inscription mu  in 
the  Sbrontc  chnmeter.  'I  think  I  hne  heard  c^  that  firm  before,' 
laaid.  'Kotalritof it,'criedtheBeiBai1aU>le;  * jon'reababbyat 
it.  I'D  tcU  /on  what  it  means.*  And  be  «ras  going  on  ithtea  I 
uild]r  but  finnlj  stopped  him.  *  It's  Kansom,  Sims,  &  Head,' 
I  aaid ;  end  then,  learing  the  remarkable  courier  qoite  c<Hifnted 
and  creatfiUIen.  I  began  to  specolate  as  to  vfaaterer  Messrs.  Ban* 
som,  Sims,  &  Head  eonld  be  duing  in  the  citj-  of  Odessa.  A  firm 
with  aome  such  appellation  seems  to  be  rerj^  strong  indeed  in  the 
British  Agricaltand  department;  and  if  my  education  in  agri- 
cultoral  mecbaiiics  bad  not  been  neglected  I  would  be  cnrioniib 
critical  as  to  the  ingenious  fai-micg  implements — trinmphs,  so  A\ 
appeered  to  me,  of  power  and  skill — here  displayed.  I 

Here,  however,  Btowed  away  in  a  comer,  where  its  merits  have 
bad  no  very  great  chance  of  being  recogni&ed  as  they  should  be, 
is  a  machine  about  which  I  do  knoir  something,  and  which  is,  to 
my  thiulung,  of  cqiul  interest  to  foreigners  and  to  Englishmen. 
This  is  the  )>utent  tea  and  coflfee  filter  of  &Ir.  Robert  Etzeuaber- 
g<^,  the  manager  of  the  Midland  Grand  Hotel,  St.  Pancras,  Lon- 
'n  invention  which  took  a  medal  at  the  Philadelphia  Eshi- 
1876.    The  principal  feature  of  Mr.  Etzensberger's  filter 
produces  a  rupid  infusion  in  loi-ge  or  small  ^uanUtiM^j 
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without  bringiiig  the  tea  or  coffee  in  direct  contact  with  the  sources 
of  heat.  The  apparatus  may  be  made  to  contain  eighty,  fifly-two, 
or  thirty-three  quarts  of  water  in  its  steam  boiler,  and  twenty* 
eight,  twenty,  or  twelve  quarts  of  tea  or  coffee  ;  but  by  an  inge- 
nious arrangement  of  the  internal  mechanism  the  receptacle  con- 
taing  the  tea  or  coffee,  from  which  the  infusion  is  to  be  obtained, 
can  be  contracted  to  very  small  dimensions.  In  brief,  the  filter 
will  brew  for  a  regiment  of  soldiers  or  for  a  *  party  in  a  parlour,* 
at  will.  It  can  be  heated  by  means  of  nu  oven  or  by  gas,  or 
charged  with  steam,  and,  the  caloric  being  once  established,  tea  or 
coffee,  d  la  minute,  can  be  made,  while  supplies  of  clear  boiling 
water  can  be  drawn  from  the  boiler.  The  whole  process  of  tea-  or 
coffee-making  is  performed  with  perfect  cleanliness,  as  it  is  impoa- 
aible  that  the  slightest  atom  of  dust  or  speck  of  grease  can  get 
into  the  machine,  the  boiler  being  hermetically  closed,  while  Uie 
portion  containing  the  tea  or  coffee  itself  is  as  scrapulously  shut, 
in  order  that  the  whole  of  the  aroma  may  be  preserved.  The 
main  point,  however,  is  that  the  pressure  of  the  water  upwards, 
through  the  orifices  of  the  box  containing  the  tea  or  coffee,  ex- 
presses from  the  substance  a  great  deEd  more  infused  liquid 
than  could  otherwise  be  got  out  of  it — 
tliat  is  to  say,  stronger,  clearer,  and 
more  aromatic  tea  and  coffee,  which  is 
not  boiled,  but  strained  out,  into  the 
filter — and  the  result  is  not  only  the 
production  of  a  better  article,  but  a 
saving  of  at  least  forty  per  cent,  in  the 
ordiuary  method  of  tea-  and  coffee-mak- 
ing. The  hitest  improvement  in  the  in- 
vention isits  adaptation  toa  double-action 
apparatus,  by  means  of  which  both  tea 
«.  r  r  ^    and  coffee  can  be  made  and  a  supply  of 

^  ijf      hot^water  furnished  all  at  the  same  time. 

Mr.  Etzensberger's  patent  tea  and  coffee 
filter  is  steadily  adranoiog  to- 
wards general  recognition  in 
England.  The  Peninsular  and 
Oriental,  the  Boyal  West  India 
Mail  Steam-Packet  Company, 
the  Star  Line  of  Liverpool,  have 
already  introduced  it  in  their 
ships ;  and  Mr.  Etzensbei^er  has  even  been  so  fortunate  as  to  in- 
duce the  First  Lord  of  the  Admiralty  to  give  the  machiiw  r 
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Unfortnoately,  when  the  apparatus  was  sent  for  approval  to 
Majesty's  ship  Marlborough  at  Portsmouth,  it  was  discovered  ■ 
they  had  no  steam  on  board  wherewith  to  work  it.     As  for 
Fi-ench,  although  the  apparatus  has  been  for  many  weeks  in 
and  successfiil  operation  in  Mr.  Cook's  boarding-house  for  Engl 
tourists,  in  the  Rue  de  la  Fnisonderie,  Avenue  du  Bois  de  Boulogni 
they  look  askance  on  an  invention  calculated  to  supersede  the: 
traditional  and  costly  process  of  coffee-making.     Still,  Mr.  Etzens- 
berger's  mncliine  might  teach  them  how  to  make  tea,  especially 
as  it  is  constnicted  on  a  smaller  scaie  suited  to  domestic  use.     Mr^ 
Etzensbei^er,  whose  showrooms  are  at  13  St.  Andrew's  Sti-et 
Holborn  Circus,  likewise  exhibits  a  patent  cnfiture, which  acts  ' 
the  aid  of  gas  or  an  ordinary  spirit-lamp,  and  is  one  of  the  mi 
scientific,  simph>,  and  economical  of  coffee-pots.   It  conserves 
the  aroma  of  the  coffee,  is  safe  and  cleanly  in  its  operations, 
cannot  possibly  get  out  of  order." 


:aUy 
Mr. 
■eet9 

1 


*  The  ftnnexeil  engraving  of  this  cafiiti^re  will  serve  to  expUin  iu  mode  of 
action.  A  ie  the  boiler,  which  ia  filled  with  water  through  the  centre  pipe  c  hy 
means  of  the  fmmel  I.  b  is  the  receptacle  for  the  made  coffee,  and  o  tlie  box 
in  which  the  u'ound  coffee  is  placed  ;  while  aa  indicates  the  line  up  to  which 
the  hoi  ghould  bo  filled  with  coffee.  F  is  the  air-pipe  which  acts  hb  a 
valve  when  the  st«am-pres8ure  is  at  its  highest. 
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Oct.  13. 
I  CANNOT  help  suspecting  tliat  the  chambermaid  attached  to  the 
hiiUl  meiihl^  where  I  am  now  residing  was,  formerly,  a  heavy  dra- 
goon. Most  Frenchmen  have  served,  at  one  time  or  another, 
with  the  colours;  and  the  attendant — he  is  rising  six  feet,  and 
wears  a  full  moustache — who  makes  the  beds  and  '  fixes  up '  the 
apartments  generally,  at  my  hotel  has  an  unmistakably  martial  air 
about  him.  He  brings  up  the  cafe  an  hit  and  the  newspapers 
every  morning  with  unvarying  military  punctuality ;  and  receives 
with  a  salute,  worthy  in  its  stiff  courtesy  of  Corporal  Trim,  his 
modest  weekly  gratuity.  I  hear  bim  at  the  end  of  the  corridor  in 
which  my  domicile  is  situated,  whistling  as  he  cleans  my  bo* 
and  uttering  a  hissing  sound  as  he  brnshea  my  coat :  both  m 
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the  ledger,  to  discover,  I  sappose,  whether  the  cuatomera  have 
paid  their  billa.  The  Uttle  beast !  A  week  of  the  chambermaid- 
dragoon's  work,  with  plenty  of  cold  water  and  some  stick  for 
supper,  would  do  him  good,  and  teach  him  what  a  real  dog's  Ufe 
is,  liancy. 

The  chambermaid  whom  I  fancy  to  have  been  a  dragoon  has 
only  one  fiult,  and  that  may  not  be  all  his  own,  perhaps.  I  go 
ODtto  breakfiist  at  noon,  and 
between  twelve  and  one  p.m. 
my  habitation  should  properly 
be  *  fixed  up '  by  Baptiste. 
But,  alas !  how  can  Baptiste 
fix  it  up  when,  from  twenty 
minutes  past  twelve  to  ten 
mintoea  past  one,  he  and  his 
coUsBgoeB  Paul  and  Louis  and 
Antoine  have  been  unceasingly 
oooopied  in  lagging  up-stairs 
the  baggage  of  travellers  who 
)um  just  arrived,  and  carry- 
mg  down-staira  the  impedimen- 
ta of  other  travellers  who  are 
gcnngaway?  Thesemany  weeks 
put  the  hotel  has  been  turning  away  from  its  portahi,  for  liu^k 
of  spMe,  at  least  fifty  foreigners  a  day.  From  all  quarU/rs  uf 
thft  dobe,  and  from  all  countrirs  and  cities  on  tlic  face  of  it, 
do  iney  come,  these  unfortunates.  At  tlie  railway  station  they 
^B  cabs  by  tiie  hour,  and  wander  about  from  hotel  to  hotel 

ikmg  for  beds  in  that  Paiis  which  is  so  fond  of  boasting  of 
her  'hospitality '  to  strangers,  but  wliich,  I  am  afraid,  is  even  a 
Btonier-hearted  stepmother  than  De  Quincey  found  Oxford  Street 
to  be.  Bnt,  still,  there  are  travellers  wlio,  their  desires  being 
satisfied  or  their  money  exhausted — the  latter  is  probably  the  case 
— ^oit  Paris  the  '  hospitable  *  just  in  time  for  other  travellers,  with 
desires  to  satisfy  and  money  to  spend — it  will  not  last  long,  my 
friends  I — to  spring,  like  lions  on  their  prey,  on  the  vacated  apart- 
ments. It  is  tliese  continuous  arrivals  and  departures  that  force 
Baptiste,  my  chambermaid-dragoon,  to  be,  by  times,  unponctual 
in  '  fixing  up '  my  rooms. 

What  am  I  to  do  ?  I  have  a  letter  to  write  to-day,  and  I  can- 
not write  while  Baptiste  is  pottering  about  with  brooms  and  water- 
cans.  I  cannot  sparo  time  to  go  to  the  Exhibition.  I  have  just 
•merged  from  the  Cafd  V^n,  where  I  have  breakfasted — a  quiet, 


I 


4€  TiieWf  I  TfrniJi  yfiiL  &  qzecs7  sou  was  I  to  W 
fSkotn^  nsSBK^BBMntu^  I  ^  sat  itaoc  ai  pui^  jtaos&fii  < 

oSil!  fftTnr  in  'voscib.  to 
Trftfffc'r  fooiX  I  2C  ?     T&e  RxIeisEd 

7nt^*r°a&  «^  2iie ;  ins  Am  is  the 
nswMt  biHT  of  tiie  "^7,  and  lite  mnse  5s  Bm^cr  ■i«frniiig;  vUIe, 
V>  t€&  di(  krfiiiKt  trrcnn^  I  im  iscLcxLed  of  suzxa^  aaxf  In  inp  ■  into 
tiM  fh^^vxzuir^w  cf  IL  Bir^e£gfrrri».  Osie  cr  cto  of  kis  rwjbyri 
sne  sbrifcTi  fLiz£iiir4Z  a;t  tiie  'iccr  ( ni  tbs  kck-^nt  poaaiblf  far  the 
Ken&  mfnior>T:acre  wiu j  vristi  irj^u^  i^<£rt.  md  wtk>  is  pnmded 
wick  tl^Mt  luhKKs&xrj  <!is€q:£es  wfdciL,  CI  317  C7TI  esse,  s&n  mntiwiift 
m  ibit  uyr/kt  miiid'jujxniz^le  mur^Fr  net  zo  arrrrc; ;  azui  I  begin  nn- 
4amif  to  bu^  xhxt  >L  E^rb^diisize's  yoiiTTg  men  oueftain  sas- 
jinoiM  tioit  I  h^Te  iznbolj designs  7zp:ii  the  Hexkan  taTmdor,€it 
the  d//UonnA  <^iaz^^l  T:L*e,  or  the  npyfimi  standxsh,  or  the  Iri- 
iimfpbAl  Knqnr^xm.  KHT*hi !  I  vill  enipLvj  the  h^  hoar  which 
iarolmiUaHy  I  b^Te  t/>  ftpare  in  roouning  tim^ogh  the  Pftsages. 

I  hzfe  %  f'inrhtjh  fA  two  amall  cities,  so  to  speak,  of  Passages  on 

ilMier  ftuk  of  tkiir  Bookrard,  between  t2ie  Bue  Montmartre  a^  the 

Km  Vjri^/riiS;«    On  the  Boe  da  Fatibourg  Montmartre  side  smfles 

on  i»^  tb^  VM^jg^t  JfAiSxrjj.  On  the  other,  the  Bae  Thienne  mde, 

tb^  Vw^n^iffi  d^  Panorama.^  with  equal  amenitj  inrites  me.    Let 

HA  d^er  a«  long  as  po^nible  the  peiils  of  crossing  the  road  and  the 

t'huhm  fA  }f^nii  mn  over,  and  take  first  the  Passage  Jonffiroy* 

Ai  f^tih^  fumitf  of  itft  boolerard  extremity  are  two  cafes,  which  at 

i  lati  ih*i  wniAkni  of  their  kind,  bat  which  by  day  are  dark  and 

md  qiikdt.     The  Passage  itself,  althoogh  habitaally  thronged 

martially  crowded  jast  now  (always  in  conseqoence  of  the 
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^jExhibition),  is  fairly  well  ventilated,  and,  oompwatirdy  speaking, 
tranquil  The  class  of  wares  sold  m  the  handsome  abops,  and  the 
prices  charged  for  the  merchandise,  ai-e  on  a  parity  with  those  of 
oiir  Burlington  Arcade.  Otherwise  there  is  not  the  slightest  simi- 
larity between  the  Faasage  JouSroy  and  the  Piccadilly  Bezesteen. 
It  would  be  as  idle,  also,  to  liken  it  to  such  places  of  public  resort 
and  fancy-article  dealing  as  the  Victoria  Arcade  at  Hamburg,  tlis 
Oalleria  Vittorio  Emmanuele  at  Milan,  or  that  formidable  and 
somewhat  forbidding  passage — I  forget  its  name —  on  the  Linden 
at  Berlin,  in  wLich,  if  I  remember  aright,  there  is  one  of  the  most 
comical  and  one  of  the  ghastliest  wax-work  shows  in  Europe. 

The  Passage  Jou£roy  has  its  own  original,  peculiar,  and 
iuimitable  Parisian  ohai-acter.  Not  only  is  an  assortment  of 
nearly  all  the  whimwams  of  Vanity  Fair  to  be  found  there,  but 
there  are  procurable  appliances  for  the  refection  of  the  inner  man. 
Up  a  dark  entiy  on  the  western  side  of  the  passage,  and  up  a 
darker  staircase,  is  the  entrance  to  the  Diner  Some  thing- or- An- 
other—say  Lo  Diner  Quelquechose — a  '  fixed  price '  repast.  Twice 
have  I  falteringly  ascended  to  tJia  sombre  first  landing  of  those 
Cimmerian  stairs;  and  twice  have  I  crept  down  again  into  the 
light,  trembling,  ashamed,  afraid  to  encounter  the  contingencies 
of  the  Diner  Quelqucchose.  Yet  nothing  could  be  more  inviting 
than  the  carte  chalked,  like  the  Diurnal  Acts  of  ancient  Borne,  on 
a  blackboard  at  the  door :  Folate  Gribouille,  requins  aux  con- 
f  ombre  I,  filet  de  baieine  aux  vieux  paraplaieB,  coteUtu  de  loup  &  la 

^j^vrade,  tite  de  goriUa  a  la  CTO^temltaint,  salade  de  Join  aim 


I 
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Ecuru$  d'Artois,  wine,  dessert,  coffee — all  for  four  francs, 
cannot  rentnre  apon  it. 

More  restaurant?  Plague,  plague !  At  the  eastern  end  of  the! 
sage,  over  against  a  saloon  where  you  mar  liave  rour  boots  b 
with  a  general  '  brush-up  and  rub-down,'  for  fifteen  centimeB,  a 
pair  of  wooden  gates,  which  to  mt  possess  a  more  fearsome  intc 
than  the  wonderful  j>ortaIs  of  the  Baptistry  at  Florence,  (»rthe  g' 
ously  rococo  grilUa  in  the  Place  Stanislas  at  Nancy.  They  are  the 
gates  of  the  Kestaurant  Anti-eehose — an  eating-hoose  eren  cheaper 
than  the  Diner  Quelquechose.  Potage  Mamamoutki.phogue  a  ThuiU 
dt  monte,  dragon  rSli,  queues  de  Uzard  en papiliottfs,  ciift  de  chat*  dt 
ffrs<-,wine,de88ert,  and  coffee — allforthree  francs.  Voudonotascend 
a  staircase  to  this  repast ;  joa 
go  down  a  flight  of  steps  to  ij 
and, peeping  through  betwi 
the  wooden  bai-s  of  the  j, 
way,  I  see  the  guests  in  scoi  _^ 
being  fed  at  little  tables  m 
little  pens  in  a  huge  cellar. 
I  hare  grinned  through  these 
bars  BO  frequently,  half  in 
dolorous,  half  in  droll,  inde- 
cision, that  I  have  begun  (o 
contemplate  the  poKsibilitf  of 
the  head  waiter  mshiag  i  " 
the  steps  some  day;  flinging  open  the  gates,  and  'g<ung'  forms 
the  extent  of  seizing  me  by  the  coat-collar ;  dragging  me  down  " 
steps,  and  feeding  me  bon  grfmal  gri.  I  can  imagine  him 
'  Jja  bourse  on  la  vie — dine  or  die,  too  inquisitive  Englishi 

There  is  a  toyshop  in  the  Passage  Joufiroy  which  is  aboat 
ItTelie&t  magasin  dejoujoux  that  I  know.  The  harmony  from 
toyshop  periodically  enlivens  the  entire  Passage.  The 
parfonner  is  an  automaton  flute-player  life-size,  in  the  likeness, 
a  youthful  negro  in  ruffled  shirt- sleeves,  a  gay  scailet  vest,  v< 
knickerbockers,  yellow  stockings,  and  high-heeled  shoes  with  _ 
bows,  ^^liether  this  sable  swain  is  intended  to  represent  one 
King  M'tesa's  pages,  or  Othello  the  Moor  of  Venice,  when  he 
a  young  man,  I  do  not  know ;  but  I  can  vouch,  when  he  is  wo 
up,  for  his  piping  most  melodiously.  During  tlie  hours  of  bmk- 
fas*  *  'Unner  he  is  generally,  I  am  given  to  understand,  ^ent. 
■^  il  he  waste  his  sweetness  on  the  desert  air  of  a  Passage 

tenanted,  it  is  to  be  presumed,  by  indigent 
body  to  break&st  or  lunch  witb  save  Duke  Hi 
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His  Grace  of  Gloucester  invites  a  Tost  multitode  of  persons  of 
both  sexes  and  all  ages  to  enjoy  his  stately  hospitality  every  day. 
Potage  a  I'eaii  dii  ruisseau,  bouchie's  de  Macadam,  entre-cutea  de 
creux  d'eatomac  au  d4»e»poir,JHet8  de  St.  Cloud  d  la  Morgue — that 
is  the  Duke's  menu,  and  there  is  nothing  to  pay.  But  when  the 
people  begin  to  swarm,  full  fed,  out  of  the  restaurants,  chewing 
their  toothpicks,  or  puffing  their  cigarettes,  and  altogether  in  that 
pleasantframe of mindwhich leads  hu- 
manity to  huy  Jouvin'gloves,  bracelets 
and  earrings,  photographs  of  Made- 
moiselle Sarah  Bernhardt  in  panta- 
loons,  and  painting  pictures  or  carv- 
ing statues — if  it  be  imperatively 
necessary  that  a  lady  artist  should 
assume  Uiecostume  ofthenoblersex? 
what,  I  wonder,  does  Mademoiselle 
Itosa  Bonheur  wear :  backskins  and 
jackboots  ? — and  to  purchase  lace- 
coUars  and  cuffs,  and  dolls  and  Poli- 
chinelles  for  the  little  ones ;  then  the 
sable  minstrel  in  the  scarlet  vest 
and  the  canary  hose  begins  to  tootle 
most  sweetly.  When  bis  piping 
is  at  an  end  two  little  automaton 
bullfinches  in  a  gilt  cage— do  you  remember  that  sweet  little 
jewelled  bird  in  our  '62  Exhibition  ? — begin  to  warble  a  iutta  gola. 
They  being  hushed,  a  mechanical  Punch,  having  a  string  at  the 
extremity  of  his  caudal  vertebra  pulled,  jerks  his  arms  and  legs ; 
wags  both  humps  at  once,  to  the  intense  delight  of  the  children  ; 
and  emits  a  sepulchral '  rooty- tooty-tooing.'  After  this  you  may 
reckon  with  tolerable  certainty  on  hearing  squeaks  of  '  Papa  ! ' 
'  Mamma !  *  uttered  by  expensive  wax  dolls.  Then  clockwork  mice 
and  locomotive  engines  begin  to  move ;  and  the  automaton  swimmer 
begins  to  cleave  with  pliant  arm  the  glassy  wave  in  a  zinc  bowl  full 
of  water.  The  Saucing  sailor  leaps ;  the  magic  donkeys  agitate 
their  hoofs ;  the  tight-rope  dancer  executes  surprising  gambadoes; 
and  the  monkey  in  a,  powdered  wig  and  the  full  Court  costume  of 
the  time  ofLouisXV.  proceeds  to  play  the'  Menuet  dela  Cour '  on 
a  toy  harpsichord,  accompanied  by  a  squirrel  on  the  violoncello  and 
a  guinea-pig  on  the  harp.  Le  bmr  eitjoui.  The  dainty  baits  have 
been  swallowed,  and  the  toyshops  begin  to  do  a  capital  business. 

Likewise  is  it  both  curious  and  edifying  to  mark  how  eagedjr 
these  friToUties  are  watched  by  a  throng  who,  to  all  appearance. 
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being  distinctly  evident  of  military  habits ;  and  the  manner  m 
which  he  occasionally  anatbematises  the  always  tardy  washer- 
woman is  yet  more  strongly  suggestive  of  the  '  Long  sword,  saddle, 
bridle,  O,'  of  the  Bold  Dragoon.  He  is  withal  a  patient,  willing, 
good-humouied  fellow,  who  works  cheerfully  early  and  late ;  toUs 
unniui'muringly  up-  and  down-stairs  beneath  a  weight  of  fardels  in 
the  way  of  luggage  which  would  affiight  a  German  haasknecht  and,— 
well-nigh  take  the  wind  out  of  a  Turkish  liatnmal  -,  and  leads  i 
complamingly  that  which — but  for  an  occasional  flitlJng  round  t 
corner  to  a  wineshop  in  the  Rue  du  Faubomg  Montmwtre,  ant_ 
the  puffing  of  his  evening  cigarette  at  the  hotel-door  when  things" 
are  pretty  quiet,  when  the  patronnc  ia  satiated  with  scolding  and 
the  guests  are  weary  of  ringing  the  bell — would  be  a  dog's  life, 
A  dog's  life,  do  I  say  ?  This  good  fellow  of  a  chambermaid^ 
{whose  name  is  Baptiste)  some< 
times  employs  bis  spare  half-hoiu 
of  leisure  sitting  in  a  window-'J 
bay  of  the  staiiTase,  and  teaching 
tricks  to  a  Httie  old  black-and- 
tan  dog,  who  is  the  pet  and  tyrant 
of  Uie  establishment,  and  who,- 
wheii  he  is  not  perfoi'niing,  witt 
whimpeiing  reluctance, 
hiud  legs,  a  few  tricks  that  har^ 
been  lauglit  liim  by  Alademoi- 
selle,  the  pretty  daughter  of  the 
pittronne  aforesaid,  wheezes  up 
and  down  the  stairs,  balking  &oia 
between  the  banistere  at  ascend- 
ing and  descending  guests  to  whom 
he  has  not  been  introduced,  and  who  have  not  the  slightest 
wish  to  be  introduced,  to  him.  This  overfed  and  supercilious  ani- 
mal has  a  way,  too,  of  creeping  along  the  balcony  overlooking  the 
boulevard,  and  sneaking  in  at  any  casement  which  he  may  find 
open,  with  the  view,  possibly,  of  holding  up  to  the  light  (and  the 
reverse  way)  pieces  of  blotting-paper  on  which  letters  have  been 
recently  di'ied,  or  of  ascertaining  whether  the  guests  have  made  away 
with  any  of  the  hotel  bed-linen.  AVhen  he  finds  the  room  occu- 
pied, he  shambles  away  with  a  shame-faced  Paul  Pry  expression  of 
hoping  that  he  doesn't  intrude ;  and  the  next  you  see  of  him  is 
dow  the  fiwrcdK,  where  he  ia  in  the  habit  of  jumping  firom 

thf  stool,  thence  on  to  a  chair,  and  thence  on  to  tb 

de  ier,  where  he  peers  cunningly  at  the  open  page  o 
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the  ledger,  to  diucover,  I  appose,  niiether  the  cnstomera  have 
paid  ^eir  bills.  The  littk  heart !  A  week  of  the  chambennaid- 
dnutoon'B  work,  with  plenty  of  cold  water  and  some  stick  for 
sup^r,  would  do  him  good,  and  teach  him  what  a  real  dog  s  hfe 

"^'Xhe  chambermaid  whom  I  fancy  to  have  been  a  dragoon  has 

only  one  fanlt,  and  that  may  not  be  all  his  own,  perhaps.     I  go 

out  to  break&Bt  at  noon,  and 

between  twelve  and  one  p.u. 

my  habitation  ahonld  properly 

be    'fixed  vp'   by  Baptist*. 

But,  alka !  how  can  Baptiste 

fix  it  np  when,  from  twenty 

minntea  part  twelve  to    ten 

mintneB  put  one,  be  and  his 

colIeagneB  Faol  and  Louis  and 

Antoine  have  been  unceasingly 

occnined  in  lagging  np-stairs 

tfifl  htf^age  of  travellers  who 

lum  just  arrived,  and  carry- 
ing down-stain  the  trnpedimen- 

ta  of  other  travellers  who  are 

goingaway?  Thesemany  weeks 

past  the  hotel  has  been  turning  away  from  its  portalit,  for  Itu;k 
of  space,  at  least  fifty  foreigners  a  day.    From  all  quart^jrs  of 

the  globe,  and  from  all  coimtrifB  and  cities  on  the  face  of  it, 
do  they  come,  these  unfortnnates.  At  the  railway  station  tliey 
engage  cabs  by  the  hour,  and  wander  about  from  hotel  to  hotfjl 
Bering  for  beds  in  that  Paris  which  is  bo  fond  of  boanting  of 
her  'hospitality'  to  strangers,  but  which,  I  am  afraid,  in  even  a 
stonier-hearted  stepmother  than  De  Quincey  found  Oxford  Street 
to  be.  But,  still,  there  are  travellers  who,  their  desires  being 
satisfied  or  their  money  exhausted — the  latter  is  probably  tlic  case 
— quit  Paris  the  '  hospitable '  just  in  time  for  other  travellers,  with 
desires  to  satisfy  and  money  to  spend — it  will  not  last  long,  my 
friends ! — to  spring,  like  lions  on  their  prey,  on  the  vacated  apart- 
ments. It  is  these  continuous  arrivals  and  departures  that  force 
Baptiste,  my  chambermaid-dragoon,  to  be,  by  times,  unpnnctual 
in  '  fixing  up '  my  rooms. 

What  am  I  to  do  ?  I  have  a  letter  to  write  to-day,  and  I  can- 
not write  while  Baptiste  is  pottering  about  with  brooms  and  water- 
cans.  I  cannot  spare  time  to  go  to  the  Exhibition.  I  have  ju« 
emerged  from  the  Caf6  V6ron,  where  I  have  bieakfeated— a  qmei, 
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France  seems  mainly  to  be  fed,  minglecl  with,  however,  and  re- 
lieved by  the  admirable  books  of  M.  Jules  Verne,  the  ununpeacb- 
able  stories  of  MM-  Erckmann-Chatrian,  and  some  cheap  and  good 
translations  oi  Livingstone's  Ltit  Journals,  and  Mr.  H.  M.  Stan- 
ley's  How  I  found  Livingstone.  The  Explorer  and  the  Discoverer 
are  both  amazingly  popular  in  France ;  and  in  the  Exhibitioa 
there  is  always  a  curious  crowd  round  a  charming  little  terra-cottA 
statuette  of  Stanley  in  full  '  Dark  Continent '  costiuue,  to  tho 
accuiacy  of  which,  as  a  likeness,  an  autograph  letter  from  the 
hero  of  the  Lualaba-Congo  bears  witness.  For  the  rest,  the  d' 
play  made  by  a  Parisian  bookstall  seems  to  have  been  chiefly 
brought  together  by  John  Bunyan's  "  Jlan  with  tlie  Muck-rake." 
M,  de  Goncourt's  unutterably  repulsive  La  FUle  EUsa  in  ita 
thirty- second,  and  M.  Emile  Zola's  unutterably  hideous  L'Assom- 
moir  in  its  fifty-ninth  edition ;  these  two  books,  with  reprints  of 
Le  Nabab,  La  Fcmme  de  Feu,  and  Mademoiselle  Giraiid  ma 
Femme,  you  see  everywhere,  even  at  the  first-cluss  booksellera'  of 
the  boulevards  and  the  Hue  de  la  Faix.  An  illustrated  edition  of 
L' Assommoir,  brought  out  in  fortnightly  parts,  ia  enjoying 
tremendous  sale ;  and  the  public  are  absolutely  promised,  at  no 
distant  period,  a  dramatised  version  of  M.  Zola's  professedly 
moral,  but  ineffably- disgusting,  romance.*  In  addition  to  such 
novels  as  these,  the  bookstalls  exhibit  a  profusion  of  almanacs, 
among  which  the  prophetic  ones  have  decidedly  the  paa  ;  for  the 
Parisians,  all  free-thinkers  as  they  may  be,  have  not  ceased  to  be 
grossly  superstitious ;  and  there  is  annually  a  tremendous  demand 
for  the  Triple  Liegcois,  and  the  vaticinations  of  M.  Mathieu  de 
la  Di-tlrae.  In  England  the  Stationers'  Company  have  at  length 
grown  ashamed  of  selling  the  yearly  prognostications  of  '  Francis 
Moore,  Physician ; '  and  1  scarcely  Imow  what  has  become  of  our  old 
and  harmless  familiar  friend, '  Zadkicl ; '  but  iu  France  not  only  are 
prophetic  almanacs  eagerly  purchased,  but  professional  fortun; 
tellers  openly  advertise  their  readiness  to  unfold  the  mysteries  of 
the  future  through  the  medium  of  chiromancy  or  somnambulism. 
The  police  extend  a  curious  kind  of  toleration  to  these  impostors, 
whom  they  find,  it  is  said,  very  useful  in  the  discovery  of  robberies ! 
professional  thieves  being  in  tlie  habit  of  having  their  fortunes  told 
prior  to  essaying  a  grand  coup.  Even  among  educated  French- 
men the  name  of  the  famous  tireuse  de  carles,  Mademoiselle  If 
Normant,  is  still  held  in  veneration. 

•  It  is  almost  imnecessary  to  remark  that  fiincc  tho  abovo  was  writl«ii 
ciTamatiscd  vcraioDs  of  the  hidcona  Aisommoir  Luvi  been  produceil  witii 
ii''  eas  both  in  Loudon  and  Paris. 
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I  remember  that  Sibjl  paying  a  visit  to  England  many  years 
ago.  She  was  a  squat,  fubsy  little  old  woman,  with  a  gnarled  and 
knotted  visage  and  an  imperturbable  Eye.  She  wore  her  hair  cut 
short  and  parted  on  one  side,  like  ^  man*s.  She  dressed  in  an 
odd-looking  casaquin,  embroidered  and  frogged  like  unto  the 
jacket  of  a  hussar,  and  she  snuffed  continually.  This  was  the 
little  old  woman  whom  Napoleon  I.  regularly  consulted  before 
setting  out  on  a  campaign ;  who  had  foretold  to  Josephine  her 
divorce ;  and  who,  when  Murat,  King  of  Naples,  visited  her  in 
disguise,  simply  looked  at  him ;  shuffled  the  cards ;  dealt  him  the 
knave  of  clubs ;  rose,  said,  *  La  seance  est  terminee ;  c'est  dix 
louis  pour  les  Rois  ; '  pocketed  her  fee,  and  left  the  room,  snuffing 
terribly.  In  cartomancy  the  knave  of  clubs  was  called  '  Le  Grand 
Pendu.'  Whosoever  drew  that  fateful  card  was  destined  to  die 
by  the  hands  of  the  executioner. 

Besides  the  unseemly  novels  and  the  prophetic  almanacs,  you 
may  find  that  the  tastes  of  the  students  of  classic  literature  have 
been  provided  for  in  the  shape  of  cheap  editions  of  Moliere — ^in 
their  loyal  devotion  to  whom  the  French,  it  must  be  admitted, 
and  to  their  honour,  have  never  swerved — of  Voltaire's  novelettes, 
such  as  Candide,  Zadig,  and  Micromegas,  and  of  such  ^classic' 
chronicles  as  the  Dames  Galantes  of  Brantdme,  and  the  Histoire 
Amoureuse  des  Oatdes  of  Bussy-Rabutin.  Coarsely  printed  and 
rudely  illustrated  editions  of  the  thousand-and-one  romances  of 
Alexandre  Dumas  the  Elder  are  still  plentiful ;  the  late  exemplary 
M.  Charles  Paul  de  Kock  continues  to  find  favour  with  the 
cuisiniere,  the  concierge^  and  the  calicot ;  but  it  is  with  grief  and 
amazement  that,  not  only  in  the  Passages,  but  among  the  book- 
stalls and  booksellers'  shops  of  Paris  generally,  I  notice  a  marked 
absence  of  the  works  of  Beranger.  I  do  hope  that  a  French 
friend,  an  accomplished  scholar  and  man  of  letters,  was  wrong 
lately,  when  he  told  me  *  Le  peuple  ne  connnit  plus  Beranger. 
II  est  fini.'  Can  it  be  that  the  king  of  cliansonnicrs,  a  true  and 
incorruptible  Republican  as  we  know  him  to  have  been,  was  too 
Napoleonic  in  his  sympathies  to  suit  the  present  mood  of  the 
French  popular  mind,  which  is  yet  writhing  under  the  poignant 
memories  of  Sedan  ?  It  was  the  fault,  so  ultra-democracy  may 
think,  of  the  author  of  Lcs  Infiniment  Petits,  and  Le  Dieu  des 
Bonnes  Oens,  that  he  likewise  wrote  such  purely  Bonapartist 
lyrics  as  Le  Cinq  Mai,  Les  Souvenirs  du  Peuple,  and  Le  Vieux 
Sergent.  It  is  the  fashion  just  now  among  the  Radicals  to  assail 
with  the  foulest  abuse  not  only  the  name  of  the  Third  Napoleon, 
but  those  of  Madame  M6re,  of  the  Duke  of  Reichstadt,  of  Queen 
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HorteBBe,  and  Pauline  and  Caroline,  and,  in  fact,  of  every  membef 
of  the  wonderful  family  which  once  exercised  so  magical  a  pnissance 
over  the  French  heart.  Even  in  out-of-the-way  comers,  and  on 
the  dead  walls  against  which  the  five-centime  b.illnds  ai'e  ptuned, 
I  fitil  to  find  the  stirring  songs  of  Desaiigiera  and  Debreaus,  once 
80  dear  to  the  ouvrier  class.  I  find  '  Le  pied  qui  remue,"  and 
'  Qui  qu'a  vu  Coco  i  '  in  noisome  abundance  ;  but  I  rarely  meet 
with  '  La  Coloune,'  or  even  with  "  Dis-moi,  soldat,  dis-moi ;  t'en 
aonvien8-tu  ? '  which,  in  its  pathetic  patriotism,  well-nigh  equals 
the  '  Yo  heave  ho  1 '  of  Charles  Dibdin.  Has  the  remembrance  of 
Sedan  wholly  thrown  the  prestige  of  these  famous  dittiea  into  the 
shade  ?    It  would  seem  so. 

Nor  in  the  way  of  popular  art  does  my  bookstall  in  the  Passage 
Jouffroy  present  a  veiy  agreeable  coup  d'ceil  to  me.  Caricature — 
in  which  the  French  once  so  highly  excelled — still  holds  its  own  ; 
but,  as  regards  piquancy  and  Jineste,  it  seems  to  me  to  have 
wofuUy  degenerrtled.  I  question  whether  the  modem  Parisian 
would  understand  or  would  appreciate  the  refined  satire,  the  gentle 
philosophy  of  Gavarui,  or  the  quaint  and  fanciful  humour  of  Grand- 
ville.  Lithographic  scrawls  signed  '  H.  Daumier  '  yet  appear  from 
time  to  time ;  but  there  is  little  in  them  to  recall  the  undaunted 
political  caricaturist  who  was  so  terrible  a  thoi-n  in  the  aide  of  the 
Jlonarchy  of  July  ;  Bertall  appears  to  enjoy  perennial  youth,  and 
Cham  is  as  comic  as  ever ;  but  repeats  himself  quite  as  frequently 
as  he  has  been  in  the  habit  of  doing  any  time  these  thirty  years 
past.  These,  however,  are  not  the  caricaturists  of  the  hour,  not 
the  aiiists  after  whom  the  crowd  run,  and  at  whose  works  they 
stare  with  delighted  eyes.  The  satirical  draughtsman  most  in 
vogue  at  present  is  one  M.  Andre  Gill,  whose  bold,  dashing,  tren- 
chant productions  adorn  a  series  of  cheap  publications  called  La 
Lvne  Roitue  and  La  Petite  Lvnc.  Great  power  and  extreme  bm- 
tahty  are  the  leading  characteristics  of  the  style  of  M.  Andre  Gill, 
whose  real  name,  I  leam,  is  De  Guines,  and  who  seems,  according 
to  one  of  his  recent  biographers  in  a  minor  newspaper,  to  have 
passed  through  the  most  moving  vicissitudes  of  fortune  ere  be 
achieved  artistic  fame.  As  a  caricaturist  he  is  as  clever  as  our 
Mr.  Pellegrini ;  but  he  ia  a  great  deal  more  cruel ;  and  he  doea 
not  spare  the  ladies,  to  whom  Mi*.  Pellegrini  would  never  dream 
of  being  artistically  ungallant. 

The  latest  production  of  M,  Gill,  and  one  which  is  selling  by 
tens  of  thousands,  is  an  enormous  caricature  poiimit  of  Made* 
moiselle  Sarah  Bernhardt,  the  actress,  as  a  baboon  in  trousers, 
with  a  Terv  lon«  tail,  a  painter's  palette  in  one  hand,  and  a  sculp- 
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tor's  cliisel  and  inallct  in  tlie  other,  Mademoiselle  Bernhardt'a 
odd  penchant  for  making  bidloon  ascents,  and  her  seeming  inability 
to  pnint  or  sculpt  snvc  in  boy's  clothes,  have  already  been  made 
the  subject  of  good-natured  badinage;  but  surely  it  ia  scarcely 
kind,  it  is  scarcely  courteous,  to  caricature  a  very  clever  young 
lady  in  the  guise  of  a  huge  ape.  I  might  almost  say  that  this 
lampoon  was  libellous,  did  I  not  remember  that,  by  the  law  of 
France,  the  publication  of  a  personal  caricature  is  prohibited  un- 
less the  individual  so  caricatured  authorises  the  production.  Thus 
an  artist  in  one  of  Uie  comic  peiiodicals  recenUy  put  forth  a  ven 
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funny  butnotverj'  good-uatiired  counterfeit  presentment  ofM.  ( 
ViHemeBsnnt.  of  the  Figaro.  M,  de  Villemessant  is  somewhat  o 
a  stout  gentleman  ;  *  but  the  artist  represented  him  as  a  kind  o 
Sir  John  Falstatf  j>hii  Daniel  Lambert,  and  with  ot  least  three 
double  chins.  The  outraged  director  of  the  Figaro  threatened 
legal  proceedings,  and  the  obnoxious  caricature  was  withdrawn. 
Thus  it  ia  to  be  presumed  that  a  proof  of  Mademoiselle  Sarah 
Bemhardt'a  portrait  was  shown  to  her  prior  to  its  publication ; 
and,  if  she  has  no  objection  to  be  likened  to  a  monkey,  why.  there 
is  no  more  to  be  snid.  Did  not  a  charming  and  witty  but  scarcely 
well-favoured  Austrian  Ambassadress  in  Paris  once  say  of  hei 
that  she  was  '  Le  Sinpe  a  la  mode '  ? 


M.  Gill  is  a  furious  Republican,  and  anti-Clerical  to  boot,  and 
he  is  especially  fond  of  representing  the  French  people  personified 
—  ft  bearded  artisan  with  a  blouse,  in  the  act  of  violently  kick!"" 

*  U.  de  ViUeme!»int  died  Is^t  EiiBteTtiJe. 
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Bomebody  with  aii  exceptionally  heavy  shoe.  Ou  tbe  4tb  of  Sep- 
tember it  was  tbe  turn  of  tbe  late  Emperor  Napoleon  III. — for  the 
five-hmidredth  time  since  the  downfall  of  the  Empire — to  be  kicked. 
Tbe  bearded  artisan  was  sending  tbe  dead  potentate  literally  fljing 
through  tbe  air  with  his  clouted  shoe ;  and  the  back  view  of  the 
Wan  of  Sedan  was  reRlly  a  triumphant  caricature  of  draugbtsmau- 
ship.     It  was  next  the  turn  of  poor  dear  Joan  of  Ajc  to  be  kicked. 


The  Maid  of  Orleans  is  the  heroine,  well-nigh  the  saint,  of  the 
Clerical  party — >lonc  il  fmithii  donner  ties  coupi  de piei.  Unhorsed, 
but  in  foil  lu-mour,  tbe  hapless  Pucelle  is  being  violently  driven 
into  a  cell  at  the  D^pot  of  the  Prefecture  of  Police  by  the  merciless 
shoe  of  Anti-clerical  Democracy.  I  confess  that  I  do  not  see  the 
fun  of  such  a  caricature  as  this ;  and  I  tliink  that  the  roughest 
English  working  man  woidd  resent,  even  to  the  extent  of  pnnching 
of  heads,  any  attempt  to  outrage  the  memory,  say,  of  Lady  Godiva. 
Nay,  I  am  not  at  all  certain  that  he  would  tolerate  any  overt  dis- 
paragement of  Nell  Gwynne.  But  the  French  populace  have 
broken  up  every  one  of  their  idols — Mobere  and  Voltaire  only 
excepted — into  the  smallest  of  ll-agments. 
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Oct.  16. 
If  you  travel  long  «nongli  tliroiigli  the   continuations  of  t3 
Pnasage  Jouffroy,  if  ytm  cross  a  narrow  street,  and  plunge  into  ti 
recesses  of  yet  another  gallerj-,  you  will  come  out  at  last  in  t] 
bustling  and  business-like  Bue  du  Fauboui'g  Montniartre  ;  but 
prefer  to  retrace  my  footstepa  even  as  far  as  the  toj-ahop — '  A« 
Enfants  Sages'  is  its  suggestive  title — where  the  black  boy  tootles 
on  the  flute,  and  tlie  monkey  in  the  powdered  wig  and  Louis  Qninze 
costume  plays  on  the  harpsichord,  accompanied  by  the  squirrel 
and  the  guinea-pig.   Then,  passing  Uirough  the  two  great  caftf 
which  at  night  are  full  of  very  queer  company — I  emerge  on  1 
boulevard,  boldly  orosa  it,  fortuitously  escape  being  crushed  by 
omnibus  or  by  one  of  the  huge  tapissiirei  and  ehars-ii-bants  gomi 
to  the  Exhibition,  and  dive  into  a  labj-rinth  of  Passages  just  oppo- 
Bite — the  renowned  Passages  des  Panoramas,  indeed.     Where  the 
Panoramas  are  or  used  to  be,  or  what  particular'  scenes  or  event 
tJjey  panoramically  represented,  I  have  not  the  remotest  noti( 
It  is  enough  for  me  that  they  display  an  ever-moving,  ever-interef 
ing  picture  of  human  life,  even  more  diversified  than  that  visib] 
^  Passage  Jouffroy.     The  principal  gallery  is  more  oi-istocn 
more  tranquil  than  its  opposite  neighbour.     On  one  ui 
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of  the  Passages  des  Panovamaa  near  tlie  enti-ancc  tliere  is  a  noted 
sweetstuff  shop,  in  which  I  should  say  that  it  would  be  pmcticable  for 
R  young  gentlemau  with  plenty  of  ready  money,  and  of  a  generous 
disposition,  to  ruin  himself  at  New  Year  and  Paschal  tides  with 
the  utmost  promptitude  and  despatch.  This  particular  conjiteur't, 
which  is  almost  as  grand  and  as  handsome  as  M.  Siraudin's  noted 
establishment  in  the  Ruo  de  la  Paix,  must  do  a  tiemendous  busi- 
ness at  Cliristmas  and  Kaater.  Then  do  the  jewelled  caskets,  full 
of  candied  violets  and  preserved  daflydowndillies — for  the  French 
seem  to  make  lollipops  from  the  dowers  of  the  held  as  well  as  the 
fruits  of  the  garden — then  do  the  models  of  the  Arc  de  Triomphe, 
the  Column  of  tlie  Bastille,  and  the  Venus  of  Milo — then  do  the 
delicious  but  indigestible-looking  bStons  of  suerc  de  pomme  and 
the  ingots  of  nougat  de  Moiitdbnar,  the  praline*  and  the  sfaoco- 
Ute  creams,  the  sugared  almonds  and  the  equivnleut«  for  our 
hardbakes  and  toffies — of  the  French  sj'nonyms  for  which  I  am 
entirely  ignorant — find,  I  suppose,  purchasers  at  whatever  prices 
the  proprietor  of  this  amazing  emporium  of '  goodies  '  chooses  to 
demand.  The  shop  goes  right  through  into  the  Rue  Vivienne  j 
and  behind  the  counters  sit  a  fascinating  cohort  of  beauteouji 
young  ladies  with  slim  waists-  The  only  persons  whom  I  fail  to 
discern  there  are  the  customers. 
FnlmpB  I  peep  int^  thti  BW^et-siuff-slioEs  at  tho  wrong  hour. 


Perhaps  tbis  is  not  precisely  the  season  wlien  lovers  of  eonfectionei 
are  accustomed  to  purchase  candied  violets  and  preserved  '  d 
downdillies; 
oddly  enough,! 
the  invisibility' 
to  tlie  naked  eyei 
of  customers  ia, 
Parisian  sbopS: 
of  the  superior' 
class  strikes  me 
very       forcibly, 

^^         while  it  puzzles 

''^^^^T^TJ^™i^BowHBt^  p^^'^^L^  \  "^^   desperately, 

not  only  when  I 
ramble    in     tha 
Passages,       but 
X    -^  -  n    -  '    r-^  whensoever       I 

— ^  A  ).        '         take   a  turn   on 

the  boulevai-ds. 
The  shops  in  the  side  streets  in  which  provisions  ai-e  sold 
— the  ckarcutiers  and  the  rdtisseurs  in  particular — are  always 
tlii-onged.  The  wiue-sbops  aod  caf^s — I  counted  seventeen  of 
these  drinkiug-places  in  the  space  of  five  minutes'  perambulation 
of  the  Rue  du  Faubourg  Moutmartre — tlie  cremeriea,  the  cheap 

Ilinendnipers'  and  haberdashei-s',  ihe  debits  de  tahac,  the  toyshops, 
and  BO  forth,  all  abound  in  clients  ;  but  it  is  with  the  extremest 
rarity  that  I  ever  discern  a  person  hav' 
>^^^^fev  ing  the  outward  and  visible  appearance 

'if-^'y-  J^^^^X  "^  *  customer  in  the  grandest  magasina 

■/a'^SSr  "^  \  °^  ^^  boulevards.    On  the  other  hand, 

-    ^H^         ^  while  purchasers  are   conspicuous  by 

o>^^  iK^         "J  their  absence,  you   are  generally  fa- 

v^^^^^\    Wi  voured  with  a  full  view  of  what  the 

C'lBihXV  A^  /7/'^    Italians    call   '  La    Bella    Famiglia. 
^Jal^HKi^^iNiV/^^     MoHsitfwr    Ic    Patron    may    be    away 
tj-^SP^^^^ '//  /'       speculating  at  the  Bourse,  or  quite  as 
'"^^Vj^Sv' -^         possibly  playing  dominoes  over  his  ab- 
I     ^   "'^^^^         sintheorhis'bock'athisfavotiritecid'^] 
but  Madame  la  Patronne/ait  m  cause, 
'  her  cashbook) — when  did  she  take  any  money  ? — at  hi 

of  authority.  In  front  of  the  comiter,  a  venerable  dame, 
the  patronne's  or  her  husband's  grandmother,  sitsj 
dtting;  half  a  dozen  dtmoietV^i  de  magasin  are  gossip-i 
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tng  in  comers ;  wbile  on 
the  Hoor  sprawl  three  or 
four  children  in  pinafores 
and  bibs,  superintended 
by  a  careful  bonne  in  a  high 
white  cap.  There  is  sure, 
also,  to  be  a  dn^  of  the 
party  '  to  see  fau- ' — gene- 
rally a  villauo us- looking  /n''^A 
bulldog  made  by  constjmt  ^■C-'\isp 
kindness  to  be  the   play-  y  ^|~y 

fullest  of  pets  ;  or  a  woolly 
poodle  that  impresses  you 
with  the  idea  either  that 
he  is  in  a  state  of  inexpressible  dejection  at  the  thought  that  be 
'sto  be  shared  to  monow    oi  that  bt  i-.  hiliirioui.lv  joj-ful  at  the 
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remembrance  that  he  was  shaved  this  morning  and  that  the  opei 
ation  will  not  be  repeated  until  after  the  expiry  of  another  fortnighl 
Stay ;  with  equal  certitude  yo 
may  reckon  on  the  presence  o 
a  huge,  liandsome,  quiet  cal 
either  on  the  counter  or  on  on 
of  the  shelves  in  the  windows 
pun-iug  or  thinking  among  thi 
diamonds  and  the  articlea  d 
Paris.  This  is  all  very  nid 
_  and  pretty  and  patiiarchu — ba 
where  are  the  customers  ?  Al 
the  business  cannot  be  whole 
sale.  From  time  to  time  the  millionnmre  from  Nevada  miuf  eute 
the  shop,  saj-ing,  '  Show  me  your  biggest  rhtQre  in  brilliants  tha 
you  can  let  me  have  for  fifty  thousand  francs.'  My  theory  i 
that  the  appai-ent  paucity  of  customers  is  really  due  to  thi 
unconscionably  long  hours  of  business  adopted  by  French  trades 
people  of  the  highest  class.  They  open  their  shops  befor< 
nine  in  the  moiiiiiig,  and  they  do  not  close  them  mitil  eleven  a 
night.  Thus  the  average  quota  of  customers 
instead  of  being  quickly  despatched  in  thi 
course  of  say  seven  hours,  as  in  our  Piooadill] 
and  Begent  Sti-eet  shops,  is  spread,  in  Paris 
over  a  weary  space  of  thii'teen  houi-s,  and  ii 
iittenuftted  even  to  invisibility,  by  the  over-pro 
longution  of  business.  Early  closing  is  oer 
taiuly  not  among  tha  social  reforms  which  havi 
foiind  &vour  in  Paris. 

Not  the  least  among  the  channs  of  the  PaS' 
sages  des  Panoramas  is  that  they  are  continu 
I  ally  offering  fresh  objects  for  contemplation 
5  The  objects  themsulv^s  have  very  possiblj 
_  been  there  during  a  long  series  of  years ;  but 
strange  to  tell,  althou^i  you  may  be  a  veterai 
ij  Jldneur,  you  do  not  remember  to  have  seen  thi 
pleasant  sights  before.  The  leading  show 
shops  of  the  main  gallery  are,  of  coui-se,  famiUar  to  you.  Taki 
the  gi-eat  display  of  bookbindiug,  for  example.  Everjlhiag  tha 
can  be  done  in  the  shape  of  embossed,  indented,  and  inlaii 
morocco,  nissia,  roan,  vellum,  and  calf— of  emblazoned  backs  an( 
'^^^^^'  s  to  have  been  iavished  on  the  embellishmen 

lions  of  Molidre,  Voltaire,  Buumarchais,  La  Fontaine 
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Racine,  and  Comeille;  and  similar  honours,  although  of  not 
quite  so  elaborate  a  nature,  are  bestowed  on  tall  copies  of 
the  works  illustrated  by  Gustavo  Dord,  such  as  the  Dante, 
the  Don  Quixote,  and  the  Paradise  Lost.  As  for  the  sump- 
tuously illustrated  tomes  put  forth  during  the  last  few  years 
by  the  Hachettes,  the  Firmin-Didots,  and  the  Mames — such  as 
the  Moyen  Age  and  Dix-huitieme  Siecle  of  M.  Paul  Lacroix,  the 
Jeanne  (TArc,  and  the  Saint  Cecile — those  superb  specimens 
of  typography  and  engraving  labour,  to  risk  a  slight  paradox, 
under  the  disadvantage  of  being  so  handsomely  bound  in  cloth, 
and  to  have  been  so  recently  published,  that  it  has  not  been 
deemed  necessary  to  promote  them  to  the  dignity  of  whole  binding. 
Let  me  add  that  the  art  of  reliure  has  attained  a  grade  of  con* 
sumraate  excellence  in  France,  and  that  French  bookbinders  may 
be  held  as  the  foremost  craftsmen  of  that  kind  in  Europe. 

There  is  a  plain  reason  for  the  exceptional  development  among 
our  neighbours  of  an  art  which,  in  its  higher  stages,  certainly 
languishes  in  England.  We  bind  excellently  well  in  cloth :  so  welli 
indeed,  that  bookbuyers  on  a  large  scale  are  quite  content  to  allow 
their  recently  acquired  copies  of  the  costliest  works  to  remain  in 
their  original  'jackets '  of  highly  hot-pressed  pasteboard  and 
calico.  You  may  have  your  old  volumes  whole  or  half  bound ;  but 
you  think  twice  before  sending  your  complete  Froude,  your  Buskin 
— if  you  are  lucky  enough  to  possess  such  a  rarity — ^your  Cun- 
ningham's jBe»e7b?wan,  your  Percy  Fitzgerald's  BoswelVs  Johnson, 
to  the  bookbinder's ;  first,  because  you  never  know  when  you  will 
get  your  property  back  again — our  best  bookbinders  seem  to  think, 
to  judge  from  the  time  they  absorb  in  executing  their  orders,  that 
a  voyage  to  the  Straits  of  Malacca  and  back  again  will  do  books  no 
harm  ;  and  next,  because  the  money  which  you  will  have  to  pay 
for  binding  would  enable  you  to  pmxhase  the  complete  Jeremy 
Bentham,  the  entire  Hobbes,  or  the  Howell's  State  Trials,  after 
which  you  have  been  hankering  for  months.  It  may  fairly  be  said 
that  no  real  lover  of  books  was  ever  rich  enough  to  purchase  a  tithe 
of  the  books  which  he  really  desires  to  possess ;  thus  the  book- 
worm, unless  he  have  a  craze  for  Grolliers  and  Boger  Paynes — ^in 
which  case  he  is  not  to  be  looked  upon  with  much  greater  respect 
than  if  he  were  a  collector  of  Stradivariuses  or  old  blue-and-white 
Nankin — is  apt  to  regard  his  disbursements  as  money  diverted 
more  or  less  from  a  useful  to  a  merely  ornamental  purpose  ;  and  in 
a  multitude  of  cases  he  allows  his  Macaulay's  England  or  his 
Grote's  Greece  to  remain  in  the  same  neat  but  inexpensive  garb 
assumed  by  the  last  three-volume  novel  from  Mudie's. 

X 
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ir*  i  i»^   ;;•*',;   e'  rr*.  -Tea  is  ilti-'ie  i-  x-]n  .1  I  Jii'^  r* 


*  ^^  * 

•^T*  J*tuZk?l  "-1H  'jisz  ■iit?-:Lt:!pvLl  :r  !i:i=r..c:if»Ll  ^;nii7  :c  IL.  Freest 

5!Jir-fi:»i :  j:  -?  »':i:Ll7  -^  |!iz':  :c  Z.  J^jm-.'n  mar-  xzji  La  Xii'ii^  ci 

<t»  3f-.r.rrt7,v-.     T!i*»  "-.•^ir-T-TM  ir.i  --irf  sniiZififS  :z  Frsiii  corks  is 

fA  j«tai^'.-..irv,  l.:«:'S.*i7  ».:t:i  -:'r=:'Li»:r.  i:i'i  771  1:  r-rt:  see  sbont 
hn-j:\7  ':.•''.:.'.  '-'.t-v:.  "ll-^  -:i7»i!:-!  :-:rei  zi^t?  tiI.  ?7e=-££l7  &n  in 
p.u*^j><i-  A*  »  .-..U-ttlI  :  :::_i-r:7:'r*  ! t  "It  >tr^_:4:r  ::' iljr  coricrn-ler 
iT*  F-'i.v.'^  >.'^  ^-  :-.:Lr.i-i:  r-::-L.v_~  :-  ::  ii^f  -riliiili  "oris  5^?m 
Ctrvur:.:*-.'.?-  A-  ::?  il-i  -^irs-i  t1i:1  uf  -•:.-  ::  lz.t  t-jI-:!*.  thev 
rj»rr*7  J'.*  '■.•:*■-."  i  i*  1^:  i  !:r'r:=ir-i:i i-i  "viii:!!  ::z.i~;*5  to  the 
pr^f.:  ',:'  •.;.>  ••'.•. cr.rl! ^7.  -.- :t  :!=  -rrri:.  iJrrf::  n':'::^>--;,  niaT  be 
L'i  y,yL\x^  :r-r:r.\'.  Zz.  :-:=  -rr/M^zi :  rj.:T  ::  I13  ii5iz.:cp^r€-i  and 
Yjk\  i'rrL^^  "y^-z'.'z.r.z.-.h.  1  l:ii-r  ll  -^f  :ii--*;:r :  :i*  ilrre  are  stfll 

^^^^•jt:  **»- -*    ••.t.-    .'.  .-zt-.t.   i—-.   — -T  — 1 5  *  r"_-  — ..»=■.,.«.  r^>.aa;^ticOt 

*    fA-m    ^'U   -i    '•'>'  i^    •  ■  ■•      •  -    -  -  i ■  '  ■  i*  i""  i    — •si-i*   •  ■  —       T    "-  T  ~js  «1  VTAVtK 

»r-^>/l  t:..it  r,7.*  rfrii.v.r-  -Lj  :::>^r7  r-i-rki  ir*.  is  i  nlr.  snch  an 

•     •      •  »  • 

</y»ipI^  4?*:  ;:i  the  Lir:::  ::  rr-ri'rz.'±:r  i  :  177  ::  thf  list  tcdition  of 

f'r*ri':*^.^lli  or  JLirr  H>:T:^r  :•:  tl^ir  c:-:k?.     Tie  vclomes  are 

f^v>r.abl7 x^;;!  i^j^iri,  to  b*  =::re  ;  c:::  ::  ill  PL=c>e^  :f  DcStraodon 

I  know  nfAih  mor*:  rzin'jT^  liian  a  kiMlen :  ani  in  a  Tery  short 

ftpa/:^  of  time  the  cookerr  bo:k  cones  to  irricf.     Either  the  cat 

at^&U  it— a  cat  wonld  steal  the  ne-s-  chimes  of  St.  Paul's,  belfry 

and  all — r,r  the  kitchenmaid  lights  the  nre  with  it,  or  it  gets  into 

tlie  ook'h  draper — ^that  *  chaos  come  a^^ain  ' — and  is  seen  no  more. 

Ho  additional  copies  of  Francatelli  or  Mary  Hooper  are  demanded, 

arjd  the  publishers  dance  jigs  of  delight. 

Pro»perona,  nevertheless,  as  the  craft  of  bookbinding  appears 

*"  be  in  France,  the  prices  charged  by  the  binders  seem  to  be  very 

a*    When  anything  of  the  nature  of  '  extra '  work  is  required 

payment  demanded  may  be  qualified  as  extravagant.    In  the 
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bookshop  of  the  Passages  des  Panoramas  I  find  a  set  of  Voltaire — 
the  Kehl  edition,  in  fifty  volumes,  only  half-bound — ^marked  two 
thousand  francs,  or  eighty  pounds.  Now,  editions  of  standard 
authors  in  England,  full-bound,  do  not  average  more  than  fifteen 
shillings  a  volume.  When,  moreover,  in  Paris  to  handsome  bind- 
ing there  is  superadded  the  rarity  of  an  edition,  or  interleaving  with 
curious  engravings,  the  price  asked  approaches  the  monstrous. 
There  is  one  work  in  the  Passages  des  Panoramas,  a  set  of  French 
classics  in  thirty  volumes,  copiously  interleaved  with  exotic  plates, 
for  which  the  modest  sum  of  twelve  thousand  francs  is  demanded. 
Why,  a  first  folio  of  Shakespeare  could  be  procured  for  something 
like  that  sum.  A  copy  of  the  Contes  de  la  Fontaine,  *  Farmers- 
General  '  edition,  Amsterdam,  1762,  and  with  the  plates,  after 
Charles  Eisen,  in  perfect '  states ' — amateurs  will  understand  what 
I  mean — could  not  be  obtained  in  the  Passages  des  Panoramas  for 
less  than  fifty  pounds  sterling.  One  exceptionally  perfect  copy 
^etched  at  the  late  sale  of  the  libraiy  of  M.  Firmin-Didot  a  hundred 
and  twenty  pounds.  It  happened  that,  just  before  I  came  to  Paris 
a  fiiend  made  me  a  present  of  the  first  volume  of  this  much-prized 
work.  The  second  he  could  not  find.  Lately  I  asked  the  great 
bibliopole  of  the  Passages  whether  he  thought  he  could  possibly 
procure  me  a  copy  of  the  second  volume.  '  Has  M'siu  the  real 
edition  ?  *  asked  the  bibliopole ;  *  Amsterdam,  1762,  Eisen's  plates, 
perfect  "states,"  and  so  forth?'  I  satisfied  him  on  all  these 
points.  There  was  an  odd  twinkle  in  his  eyes.  *  It  will  be  a 
matter  of  time,  difficulty,  and  expense,'  he  concluded;  ^mais 
voyons ;  combien  voulez-vous  me  vendre  ce  petit  livre-li  ? '  He 
wanted  to  buy  my  first  volume  of  the  Contes ;  and,  had  I  not  been 
determined  to  dine  that  day  with  the  strictest  economy  at  the 
Bistorante  del  Matto  Forestiere,  I  would — so  hard  are  the  times — 
have  struck  a  bargain  with  him  at  once. 

You  may  object  that,  in  venturing  upon  this  little  disquisition 
on  books  and  bookbinding  in  France  and  England,  I  have  tacitly 
violated  a  pledge  given  long  ago^a  pledge  not  to  be  more  technical 
than  I  can  possibly  help.  StiU,  one  must  indulge  from  time  to 
time  in  a  little  technology.  Fellows  of  the  books  and  of  the 
examples  of  bookbinding  to  which  I  have  adverted  may  be  found 
displayed  with  all  due  ostentation  in  the  vitrines  of  the  great 
French  publishers  at  the  Exhibition.  There  you  may  dwell  at 
your  leisure  on  the  masterpieces  of  the  Hachettes,  the  Mames,  the 
Plons,  and  the  Firmin-Didots ;  but  it  was  with  a  deliberate  pur- 
pose that  I  decided  to  cull  my  text,  notfirom  the  glass  cases  in  the 
Champ  de  MarS|  but  from  a  shop-window  in  the  Passages  des 
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Fanoramas.  At  the  Exiiibition  one  is  compelled,  after  a  mannei 
to  be  on  observer,  and  to  be  serious.  It  is  not  my  present  inten 
to  be  serious.  I  hnve  seen  go  much  miseiy  and  wretchedness  t)in 
I  liave  come  to  be  of  Figaro's  opinion,  that  it  is  best  to  laugh  whih 
we  can,  lest  we  should  be  called  npon  to  weep.  In  the  Passage 
des  Panoramas  I  am  not  bound  to  study  anj-thing,  or  to  take  any 
thing  or  anybody  an  grand  x^rieiix.  November  is  comiug,  whd 
there  will  be  no  more  smirking  and  girling.  Let  ns  enjoy  u 
best  we  can  what  remains  to  us  of  October — Ihe  finest  St.  Martin' 
summer  that  I  have  ever  seen  iu  the  City  of  Pleasure. 

You  will  observe  that  I  have  always  spoken  of  the  Passage 
des  Panoramas  in  tlie  plural.  In  this  I  am  justified  by  t' 
inscription  above  tbe  boulevard  entrance ;  but  I  nm  sure  I  do  n 
know  how  many  covered  ways  there  are  in  this  interesting  region 
Straying  from  the  main  avenue,  full  as  it  is  of  jewellers,  confec 
tioners,  fancy  stationers,  toyshops,  and  dealers  in  old  Dresden  an 
new  Sevi'es,  you  stray  up  '  all  manner  of  streets ' — or  passages— 
as  Leigh  Hunt's  pig  did.  One  gallery  takes  you  into  onothei 
and  so,  you  know  not  how,  3-011  sti'uggle  into  the  Rue  Vivienne 
Auother  coiridor  gives  me  egi-ess  into  a  nniTow  purblind  street 
where  my  btuber  resides.  He  is  a  little  round  pimcheon  of  a  mn 
with  a  Iiead  of  bushy  black  Iiair,  and  sparkling  black  eyes— 
Provenpal  from  Marseilles.  Most  people,  even  to  the  stupides 
possess  some  art  or  craft  in  tlie  study  of  which  they  take  intensi 
delight,  but  tlie  practice  of  which  is,  in  a  commercial  sense 
wholly  useless  to  them.  It  happened  many  years  since  that  ] 
acquii'ed  a  colloquial  knowledge  of  tlie  Proven9al  dialect — it  is  lu 
mere  jjafois  I  can  assure  you; — andevery  other  day  my  bai'beran^ 
his  family  and  I  talk  tlie  langtie  d'oc  together.  He  is  a  poet — at 
the  f/cns  (lu  7mdi  are  poets — and  recites  qnatrains  to  ine  in  tin 
iuteiTals  of  la  harhe  and  the  roiyi  de  jicf^iie.  He  confides  Iiii 
Borrows  to  mo.  His  eldest  daughter,  he  tells  me,  is  fust  degeae 
rating  into  a  Parisicnne.  Tliis  tlic  yoimg  lady  stoutly  denies  | 
but  I  observe  that  she  is  somewhat  reluctant  to  call  iinyni/giin  'oiu] 
paean,'  to  sny  '  riproucbava '  instead  of  rcprocher,  and  'giammfu' 
in  lieu  of  jamais.  'Paris,' murmurs  my  baiber,  '  has  no  heart 
Paris  gives  itself  airs.  Lou  vuinca  natnra.  She  is  all  artificial 
What  would  Paris  think  if,  when  my  day's  work  was  over,  I  std 
before  my  shop-door  plaj-ing  the  guitar  and  singing  a  little  canzon.' 
I  am  in  hopes  that  these  friendly  folks  n-ill  ask  me  to  take  la  boidl 
tabaiese  with  them  some  evening.  Already  the  bai'ber  {who  takef 
me,  I  think,  for  n  commercial  traveller,  and  condoles  with  me  ( 
I         hardness  of  the  times)  has  invited  me  to  partake  of '  onn  t 
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di  cassis/  at  an  adjoining  wine-shop  kept  by  a  Provencal — an 
honest  man  from  the  Golfe  St  Juan.  I  might  pick  up  grander 
acquaintances,  you  may  opine,  than  a  barber  who  shaves,  powders, 
and  combs  you,  '  fixes '  you  with  brillantine  and  vinaigre  de  toilette, 
all  for  the  sum  of  twopence-halfpenny  sterling,  and  offers  to  treat 
you  to  drink  into  the  bargain.  I  consider  that  my  barber  and  his 
brown-skinned,  black-haired  family  are  all  reminiscent  to  me  of 
the  Beloved  Land — of  the  lapis-lazuli  sky,  the  ultramarine  sea, 
the  tawny  shore,  the  dazzling  white  cottages  with  the  roofs  of 
loose  dusky  tiles,  the  trellised  vines,  the  festooned  olives,  the 
gardens  bm*sting  forth  with  oranges  and  figs  and  lemons.  Ay, 
and  beyond  all  this,  the  pleasant  flow  of  the  langue  d'oc  in  the 
purblind  little  street  by  the  Passages  des  Panoramas  wafts  me 
yet  farther  away — farther,  through  the  Mesogeian  sea — fai*ther, 
through  the  bright  Levant — farther,  to  '  the  Palms  and  Temples,' 
not  of  the  South,  but  of  the  East.  Kennst  du  das  Land  ?  At  all 
events,  the  bai'ber  and  his  family,  together  with  a  few  beggars 
whom  I  have  held  brief  converse  with,  are  the  most  natural  folks 
that  I  have  met  witli  during  my  sojourn  in  Paris. 

In  one  of  the  Passages  I  find  a  restaurant — a  fixed-price  one. 
Breakfast,  two  francs  fifty  ;  dinners,  three  francs,  I  think.  Say 
the  Dmer  des  Calicots.  Non  ragionam  di  lor,  magiiarda  e  passa. 
I  may  only  just  hint  that  I  saw  an  elderly  English  gentleman 
coming  down  the  stairs  of  the  Diner  des  Calicots,  about  half-past 
six  one  evening,  looking  very  pale  and  ill.  And  yet,  imless  I  am 
very  much  mistaken,  I  had  met  that  same  elderly  Englishman  at 
about  half-past  five  looking  in  at  the  window  of  the  fancy  meer- 
schaum pipe-sho]).  He  was  then  a  fresh-coloured  gentleman.  Per- 
haps the  hors  d'oeuvres  had  not  agreed  with  him.  Another  and 
more  remarkable  place  of  public  refection  in  the  Passages  is 
in  a  very  dark  gallery,  out  of  which  you  are  suddenly  shot, 
without  any  notice,  so  to  speak,  into  the  Rue  Montmartre. 
This  is  the  Bistorante  del  Matto  Forestiere.  It  is  a  genuine 
Italian  house.  This  is  where  I  dined,  with  the  strictest  economy, 
on  the  day  when  I  had  doubts  about  selling  my  odd  volume 
of  the  Contes  de  la  Fontaine  to  the  proprietor  of  the  sumptuous 
bookshop.  At  the  Bistorante  de  Matto  Forestiere  they  will  give 
you  all  the  typical  examples  of  that  which  was  once  the  very 
best  but  which,  I  know  not  why,  has  within  recent  years  degene- 
rated into,  with  the  exception  of  Spain,  the  worst  cuisine  in 
Europe.  I  do  not  know  any  city  in  Italy  (Rome  and  Milan  always 
excepted)  where  one  can  dine  witli  tolerable  comfort.  The  table 
dliote  at  the  Hotel  Victoria,  Venice,  used  to  be  admirable ;  but 


BIO  PAKIS    ttEBSELF    AGAIX. 

tbnt  too  bns  degenerated.  Tlie  condltioD  of  Florence,  from 
citlinAT}'  point  of  view,  is  deplorable  ;  and  I  have  never  met  wit 
unybody  nlio  has  dined  well,  culinarily  speaking,  nt  Bolof^na  or  a 
Genoa.  And  yel,  when  Cardinal  Campeggio  came  to  England 
more  than  three  hundred  years  ago,  on  the  Catherine  of  Aragoi 
divorce  business,  the  Italian  Peninsula  was  renowned  above  a] 
other  (countries  for  its  refined  and  succulent  school  of  cookeiy 
His  Holiness  the  Fope  took  the  greatest  interest  in  the  nations 
ait,  and  instructed  his  envoy  to  draw  up  a  minutely  exbanstir 
report  of  the  state  of  cookerj-  in  England.  Cardinal  Campeggio'i 
report  was  remarkably  succinct,  being  comprised  in  two  words— 
Xieitte  affatto.  There  was  nothing  whatever  to  i-eport  aboo 
English  cooker)". 

At  the  Ristorante  del  Matto  Forestiere  you  will  find 
rookery  of  a  better  kind  than  you  can  hope  to  meet  with  in  Iti  .^^ 
itself  at  tlie  present  day.  The  rieotto — boiled  rice,  '  accommo 
dated '  with  oil,  cheese,  and  saffi-on — is  as  succulent  as  it  is  wfaola 
some.  The  r(iW<;H  and  the  j)f/j)f(tt,  the  lataynt  and  the  ainffatOi 
are  all  good ;  and  they  have  at  least  a  dozen  ways  of  dressing 


mficaroni.  Finally,  tJiey  are  verv  grent  at  tliis  restaurant  io 
tlie  Qi-t  of  preparing  wrcf/Zin (—small  birds,  sueli  as  quails,  larla, 
thrashes — beceajici,  and  so  on,  which  are  roasted  willi  blankets  a 
fat  bacon  and  vine-leaves  over  tlieir  plump  little  bwasts,  and 
served  iu  a  hollow  cu-cle  otpoleiita  boiled  to  a  paste.  But  that  E 
is  wicked  to  eat  little  birds,  I  should  say  tliat  tlieir  uccelUni  wen, 
delicious  :  in  any  case  I  am  a&aid  that  some  thousands  olffrireg 
tvicttes,  cmtleB,  and  heccajici  are  brought  ever\-  week  to  tlu 
98  Centrales,  principally  from  the  South  of  France  and  froa 
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the  shores  of  the  Lakes  of  Como  and  Garda.  The  grives  are  taken 
ia  the  krgest  numbers  in  the  vineyards.  The  little  creatures  peck 
at  the  ripened  grapes  until  they  get  tipsy,  and  then  the  fowler 
comes  and  snai'es  them — a  fate  that  occasionally  happens  to  other 
creatures  besides  griveB.  Perhaps  it  is  not  naughtier  to  eat  these 
small  birds  tlian  to  wear  them  stuffed,  and  with  theu'  wings  out- 
spread, in  a  lady's  bonnet.  Bird  hats  and  feather  bonnets  are  all 
the  rage  in  Paris  at  present :  and  there  must  bo  a  terribly  con- 
tinuous slaughter  of  featliered  folks  in  Italy,  in  the  West  Indies, 
and  in  South  America,  to  satisfy  the  needs  of  Vanity  Fair. 

The  prices  at  the  Eistorante  del  Matto  Forestiere  are  pheno- 
menally cheap.  The  proprietor  has  apparently  forgotten  the  exist- 
ence  of  tlie  Exhibition  altogether  ;  or  perhaps  he  has  a  regular 
clientele  f  and  bis  customers  being  mainly  Italians  and  naturally 
fmgal,  informed  hiin  in  the  outset  that  if  he  raised  his  prices  they 
would  go  and  dine  somewhere  else.  Next,  however,  to  one  of  the 
Duval  BouiUon-Boeuf  establishments — I  intend,  as  a  matter  of 
bounden  duty,  to  dine  there  before  I  depart  &om  Paris,  but  I  have 
not  yet  succeeded  in  screwing  my  courage  to  the  sticking-place — I 
should  say  that  the  Ristorante  del  Matto  Forestiere  was  about  the 
cheapest  restaurant  that  a  foreigner  with  cosmopohtau  tastes  could 
dine  at  in  Paris.  I  do  not  say  that  it  ia  the  best.  I  do  not  con- 
tend that  the  minestra  is  superlatively  good ;  that  the  came  di 
mamo  is  incomparable,  or  the  arrosto  perfection ;  that  the  wine 
is  unimpeachable,  or  the  coffee  unexceptionable.  But  the  place 
is  characteristic  and  genuine ;  and  that  ia  something  to  find  in 
the  midst  of  a  wilderness  of  French  eating-houses,  where  con- 
ventionality has  come  to  the  complexion  of  the  most  wearisome 
monotony. 
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EASILY    I'LEAEED. 

Oct.  20. 

I  AM  ready  to  admit  that  a  persoii  of  nominally  cheerful  tempera* 
mcnt  and  of  moderate  desires  may  be  Easily  Pleased  in  London. 
The  overgrown  metropolis  of  the  British  Empire  does  not  enjo^ 
the  repute  of  beiug  a  very  gay  city ;  yet  to  my  mind  there  Ul 
alwavs  something  on  view,  or  eomething  going  ou  within  the  poata 
radius,  of  a  nature  to  interest  uud  amuse  those  fortunate  iniii> 
vidunls  who  have  nothing  to  do  save  to  stroll  about  the  street) 
and  amuse  themselves.  Ilad  I  any  disposable  leisure  of  my  own^ 
I  should  be  glad,  when  in  England,  to  serve  as  a  guide  and  in- 
tei'preter  to  tias^  people  of  the  Sir  Chai'les  Coldstream  type,  and 
show  tliera  all  kinds  of  places  and  things  where  and  by  wliich  the; 
mifiht  he  easily  pleased.  Do  you  know  the  delightful  model  of  thQ 
little  gentleman  in  the  tightly-fitting  silk-pants  and  socks,  and 
the  ex(|uisite  shii't-lront  and  faultless  cuffs,  ut  the  hosier's  shop' 
in  Regent's  Street  ?  Have  you  taken  note  of  liis  superb  litt^ 
whiskers  and  moustaches  ?  And  the  Imperial  Lady  in  wax,  and 
blue-satin  coiset,  perpetually  revolving  at  the  staymaker'S' 
opposite  ?  And  the  young  lady  in  the  riding-habit  and 
■.leman  in  full  hunting-costume  at  the  merchant-tailor's  ? 
remer  junior's  dolls  ?  And  the  pei'manent  wedding- 
;  tlie  French  confectioner's  in  Oxford  Street?  And  the 
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painted  indiarubber  mutton-cutlets,  lizards,  turbots,  lobsters,  and 
death's-heads — all  so  many  tobacco-pouches  iu  disguise — ^at  the 
German  fancy  warehouse  near  the  Lyceum  Theatre.  And  the  tiny 
fountains  and  jets  d'eau  at  the  filter-shop  hard  by  where  Temple 
Bar  formerly  stood  ?  And  the  hundred-ton  guns,  and  the  frigate 
tossed  on  the  waves  of  a  clock-work  ocean,  at  the  Model  Dockyard 
in  Fleet  Street  ?  And  Sir  John  Bennett's  bell-banging  giants  in 
Cheapside  ?  And  the  newest  exhibits  of  the  Stereoscopic  Com- 
pany, east  and  west  ?  And  the  armoury  of  miniature  pots,  pans, 
and  kettles — I  am  delighted  to  find  that  the  business  is  still  car- 
ried on — at  the  corner  of  Bow  Churchyard  ?  And  the  peripatetic 
picture-dealers  who  hang  about  Lothbmy  and  Bartholomew  Lane 
with  gaudily-framed  oil-paintings,  for  which  they  sometimes  ask 
twenty  pounds  from  old  ladies  who  have  come  to  the  Bank  to 
draw  their  dividends,  and  for  which  they  are  generally  willing  to 
take  twenty  shillings?  And  that  wonderful  museum  of  dolls 
in  the  Waterloo  Road;  and  the  Bluecoat  boys  at  play,  'like 
troutlets  in  a  pool,'  behind  the  grating  in  Newgate  Street  ?  And 
the  solemn  little  Foimdlings  quietly  disporting  themselves — ^boys 
on  one  side,  girls  on  another — on  their  spacious  grass-plots  in 
Guilford  Street  ? 

When  I  have  been  absent  a  long  time  from  England  I  return 
to  these  scenes  and  creatures  as  to  old  familiar  friends.  I  miss  a 
well-remembered  crossing-sweeper  now  and  then;  but  still  the 
supply  of  sweepers  who  solicit  *  A  copper,  yer  honour  ! '  seems  to 
be  kept  up.  One  generation  of  blind  men  and  their  dogs  is  suc- 
ceeded by  another ;  and  it  may  be  the  great-grandson  of  the  choice 
monkey  with  the  cocked  hat  that  diverted  me  in  my  youth,  who 
now  goes  through  the  manual  exercise,  sweeps  with  a  long  broom 
the  platform  of  his  tripod,  fires  off  a  rifle,  and,  the  perfoimance 
being  over,  nestles,  with  an  expression  of  resignation  half  comic, 
half  rueful,  in  his  Italian  master's  bosom.  There  is  no  solution 
of  continuity  in  these  gratuitous  spectacles.  Punch  never  seems 
to  grow  older ;  and  Karl  and  Hans  and  Ludwig,  of  the  German 
'  green-baize  band,'  look  as  young  as  though  they  had  been  re- 
juvenated by  some  beneficent  Mephistophiles.  They  and  the 
shops  and  the  gratuitous  street-sights— even  to  the  laying  down 
of  the  wood-pavement,  and  the  laying  bare  of  the  entrails  of  the 
streets  in  the  shape  of  gas  and  water-pipes  and  electric  telegraph- 
wires — seem  all  specially  provided  for  the  benefit  of  those  who 
ai'e  willing  to  be  Easily  Pleased. 

This  being  granted,  it  must  nevertheless  be  borne  in  mind  tha ' 
in  London  long  distances  have  to  be  traversed  before  you  o 
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li^t  oo  the  spots  «li«re  yon  can  W  Easily  PleAsed ;  that  old 
iteiilonbte  ctiiuste  precludes  us — Dolwithsl&uding  Uie  dictum  i 
Charles  II. — frt>m  strolling  aboat  the  streets  at  least  a  hundred 
uid  fifty  days  iu  ererT  year ;  ud  that  there  tire  scores  upon  scores 
of  Loodou  stivets  from  which  absolutely  iio  kind  of  entertainineiit 
can  be  deriveil.  Do  you  think  that  you  could  be  Eiisily  Pleased 
in  Wimpoli*  Street?  Is  there  anytbiug  divertiug  in  Portland 
Place  ?  AVhat  do  you  think  of  Bernard  Street,  Russell  Sqnare, 
as  a  theme  for  philosophic  contemplation  ?  How  about  Golden 
Sqoart)  ?  Have  you  ever  discoTcred  the  humours  of  Stamford  _ 
Street,  Blaotfriars  ?  Did  Burton  Crescent  erer  yield  yon  i 
pleasure  ?  Is  the  Alpha  Road  a  very  tirely  locality  ?  On  1 
othvr  band,  I  contend  that  there  is  no  street,  passage,  plaee^ 
imjkusf,  a\i^nue,  tiuay,  citf,  or  boulevard  within  Paris  where  the 
cheerful  observer  who  is  content  with  little  may  not  he  Easily 
Pleased.  The  Place  Veutsvdour — wliere,  by  ihe  way,  to  the  nation^ 
sliamc,  tlie  noble  Theatre  des  Italieus  is  being  demolished,  to  gire 
place  to  the  Credit  Something  or  Another — is  genei-ally  accountei"  " 
to  be  the  dullest  locality  in  Paris.  A  porte-monnaie  full  of  bank 
notes  lay  there  once,  they  say,  for  four-and-twenly  hours  withoid 
being  discovered ;  but  I  will  undertake  at  any  hour  of  tlie  day  to* 
bo  as  Easily  Pleased  iu  the  Place  Ventadour  as  on  the  Boulevard 
dcs  Italiens.  There  is  always  something  going  ou  in  the  quietest 
03  in  the  busiest  quarters  to  interest  and  to  amuse  the  jMn<w. 
And  that  is  why  the  Parisian — he  need  not  he  n  Frenchman ;  I 
may  be  a  loyal  adopted  son  of  Lntetia,  like  Gammi's  Englis' 
man,  wlio  had  '  Ured  in  Paris  since  the  capture  of  Paris  by  t! 
Euslish  ' — is  th^  most  accomplished  ^rtttnmr  in  the  world. 

Take  the  shop-signs  in  general,  for  instance,  niid  the  eht 
tien'  signs  in  particular.  N\'e  have  remarkably  line  pork  i 
England.  An  English  sucking-pig  is,  in  degn-e,  as  pret^  as  a 
oil-miniattu-e  by  Meissonier.  An  English  side  of  bacon  is  a  noble 
spectacle ;  but  how  wretchedly  tame  and  ineffective  is  the  etalagt 
of  an  English  pork-butcher's !  As  for  a  London  tripe-shop,  it  is 
really  repulsive  to  look  npon ;  and  it  is  only  now  and  again,  in  a 
pytaX  hani-nn  J-beef  shop,  say  in  the  Hampstend  Poad  or  in  Kentiali 
Town,  that  a  feeble  attempt  is  made  to  produce  an  artistic  etaemlU 
by  the  piling  up  of  pyramids  of  pork-pies,  or  the  display  of  hi^ 
bin e-and- white  basins  full  of  coagulated  mock-tnnle  soup.  As  fa^ 
artistic  decoration  of  the  counter  or  the  shop-front,  that  is  vlu 
absent,  and  the  wooden  semblance  of  a  ham,  rudely  gilt,  genen. 
does  duty  as  a  sign.  Now  the  Parisian  ckarcatitr't  is,  on  1 
coQtrary,  all  sporlding  neatness  and  symmetrical  taste    The  si 
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and  the  oi-abesques  decorating  the  door^*amhs,  pninted  in  oil  aud 
scinipulously  defended  by  plate-glass  panels,  m-e  frequently  really 
excellent  works  of  art.  I  have  been  told  recently  of  the  sad- end 
of  a  moat  capable  aitist,  who  for  many  years  had  devoted  himself 
to  the  decoration  of  the  exteriors  of  pork-sliops.  He  had  under- 
gone a  thorough  academical  ti'aiuing  in  the  studio  of  a  distin- 
guished French  painter,  and  he  had  once  competed,  albeit  unsuc- 
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cessfully,  for  the  Giiind  Prix  de  Rome.  The  subject  given  o 
on  tlie  occasion  when  the  unfortunate  deceased  competed  for  tJ 
prize  was  '  TrimalcioD'a  Banquet.'  The  poor  painter  made  t'  ^ 
necessary  sketches,  and  was  then  securely  locked  up  in  hia  loge 
at  tlie  Ecole  des  Beaux  Arts  to  paint  his  picture.  The  coinmia- 
sion,  by  whom  it  was  subsequently  examined,  acknowledged  that 
all  the  details  of  still  life  in  the  picture  were  admirebly  exscuted, 
Kotliuig  could  be  moi'e  microscopically  faithful  to  nature  than  tlte 
crayfish  and  the  red  mullet,  the  boais'  heads  and  the  peacocks, 
the  oysters  ami  the  wild  ducks.  Ab  ovo  tisqtie  ad  malum,  all  tlie 
eatables  were  superbly  imitated  ;  only  the  human  personages  were 
\illanously  drawn  and  vilely  coloured,  so  the  Examining  Com- 
mission did  not  send  the  unlucky  competitor  to  the  Villa  Medicis. 
The  result  was  that  he  became  a  iiainter  of  nature  morte. 
vegetated  long  and  miserably  as  a  picture-dealer's  hack,  bi^ 
at  length  found  more  remuneruUvc  patronage  among  the  porii 
butcbex-s.  _ 

As  a  painter  of  chtvcateric  the  unsucceasful  competitor  for  the" 
Grand  Prix  de  Rome  obtained  a  kind  of  renown.  His  garlands  of 
sausages,  displayed  against  a  sky  of  pure  azure  flecked  with  fleecy 
clouds,  were  enUiUsiastically  spoken  of  in  the  Rue  du  Bac ;  he  bada 
a  prodigious  success  on  the  BouleYkrd  de  Strasbourg  with  a  httn 
de  sanglkr — a  boar's  head  austerely  posed  on  a  platter  of  i 
Faenzaware;  and  the  Faubourg  St.  Denis  was  in  raptures  witlij 
the  exquisite  finish  of  his  terrincs  de  foie  (jras  and  his  andouilletlet 
dc  Ti-o\jcs.  He  was  the  Teniers  of  pigs'  feet  d  la  Saints  Meiii- 
hoidd ;  the  Paul  Potter  of  cowheel  d  la,  Biribi,  the  Rufaelle  of 
snails  with  veal-stuSiug,  the  Michael  Angelo  of  jamhom  de  Bay- 
minc.  He  excelled  in  Gorgoniola  cheese.  Few  could  touch  him 
iu  Bologna  moTtadclla,  Hia  bacon  was  magisterial,  his  t)*uSled 
turkey  ti'uly  grand.  He  earned  a  handsome  livelihood  by  the  exer- 
cise of  porcine  art ;  but  his  Iriends  I'emarked  with  sorrowful  anx- 
iety that  a  settled  gloom  had  taken  possession  of  him.  He  gi-ew 
more  and  more  morose  and  desponding.  A  foiinight  since — I  telt 
the  story  as  it  was  told  to  me — the  poor  fellow  was  found  banging 
from  a  ci'oss-beani  in  liis  studio.  He  was  quite  dead.  On  his 
table  was  found  a  slip  of  paper  containing  these  words  :  '  Let  no 
man  be  accused  of  my  death.  I  am  determined  to  destroy  myself 
because  these  six  months  past  /  have  failed  inisemhly  in  savour^^ 
jeUi/,'  Poor  man  !  It  was  hard  enougli  to  have  missed  the  Grauofl 
Prix  de  Rome ;  hut  to  break  down  in  the  simulation  of  galantin^M 
^^^JITortune's  unkindest  cut  of  all.  ■ 

^^H»u  may  be  us  Easily  Pleased  in  the  humblest  little  Parisiaifl 
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bye-street,  say  off  the  Bue  Dauphine,  as  when  yon  are  standing  in 
front  of  the  lordliest  charcutier's  in  the  Faubourg  Montmartre.  I 
can  go  farther,  and  say  that,  as  a  spectacle,  Potel  and  Chalot  do 
not  take  my  breath  away,  and  that  even  the  superb  Chevet  does 
not  astound  me  over-much.  I  can  see  finer  whole  salmon  at 
Groves's  than  the  traditional  fish  which  is  a  piece  de  rdsUtance  at 
Chevet's.  Indeed  a  great  part  of  Chevet's  show  consists  in  the 
artistic '  make-up.'  Take,  for  example,  these  festoons  of  bananas. 
Bananas  are  not  reckoned  of  much  account  in  Covent  Garden 
Market.  Consider  that  cunning  bordering  of  oranges  and  cocoa- 
nuts  to  a  saddle  of  not  very  appetising  mutton  pr^-sal/,  I 
dai'esay  that  the  oranges  are  a  franc  apiece,  and  that  the  most 
fanciful  prices  are  charged  for  the  cocoa-nuts,  the  '  coster's*  price 
of  which  in  London  is  fourpence  each.  But  in  that  little  b3'e- 
street  off  the  Rue  Dauphine  I  am  Easily  Pleased  by  more  natural, 
and,  to  me,  more  picturesque,  bits  of  life,  animated  and  still. 
Every  little  greengi'ocer's  shop,  every  tiny  cr4merie  is  a  picture. 
What  richness  of  colour,  what  velvety  smoothness  of  texture,  in 
that  neatly-piled  cone  of  ready-boiled  spinach  on  its  snowy  cloth, 
and  with  the  clean  wooden  spatula  for  serving  out  the  wholesome 
toothsome  vegetable !  Where  can  I  buy  cold  boiled  spinach  in 
London  ?  And  what  a  dirty  hole  is  a  London  fried-fish  shop  ! 
They  are  frying  away  furiously  in  the  little  bye-street  off  the  Rue 
Dauphine.  Here  is  a  famous  friture  of  gudgeons ;  in  another 
snug  corner  potatoes  leap,  crackling,  in  their  scalding  bath  of  oil 
Yonder,  a  mighty  old  dame,  who  might  be  the  grandmother  of  the 
Gracchi,  in  a  clean  white  bib  and  apron,  is  frying  eels  with  the 
loftiest  of  airs.  Next  door  to  a  cobbler  working  lustily  away  in 
his  stall — few  and  far  between  are  the  cobblers'  stalls  left  in  Lon- 
don— is  a  triangular  niche,  which  proudly  announces  itself,  on  a 
capitally  painted  sign,  to  be  the  '  Petite  Renomm6e  de  la  Galette.' 
A  pretty  girl,  in  a  blue-duffel  dress,  a  white  apron,  and  white-linen 
sleeves,  is  continually  dispensing  slabs  of  the  greasy  delicacy. 
Exiguous  as  is  the  niche,  it  has  a  background,  and  there  I  can 
dimly  discern  an  oven,  and  the  pretty  girl's  father  baking  galette 
seemingly  for  ever  and  ever.  He  has  been  baking  it  to  my  know- 
ledge tliese  forty  years  past.  To  me  it  is  always  the  same  galette, 
always  hot,  always  fresh,  always  young,  like  the  royal  countenance 
on  the  coinage  and  the  postage-stamps. 

I  will  buy  two  sous'-worth  of  that  galette,  and  devour  it,  stir 
place,  even  if  I  expire  forthwith  of  indigestion.  Ah,  I  have  eaten 
the  galette  over  and  over  again  in  the  time  that  is  dead  and  so 
dear  to  me.     Steeped  in  poverty  to  the  lips,  but  Easily  Pleased 
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and  passaLly  content,  what  did  you  want  when  you  were  young, 
iiuracked  by  disease,  unwiung  by  regrets,  beyond  tlie  few  penny- 
worths of  sustenance  tliatyou  could  procm-e  in  the  little  bye-street? 
You  scarcely  ever  visited  the  fasliionable  side  of  the  Seine.  Mon» 
sieur  Dnsnutoy,  the  tailor,  might  go  to  Hong  Kong  for  you. 
Where  waa  the  Cafe  Anglais  ?  \Vbnt  kind  of  people  dined  at  tirt 
Maiaon  Dor^e  ?  You  scarcely  knew.  Assuredly  you  never  cared. 
Yours  the  slumbers  light,  the  early  wander,  the  modest  breakfast 
on  what  the  crfmeiic,  the  greengrocer's,  the  fried-fish  shop  woulj', 
yield ;  the  two  aous'-wortJi  of  caporal  tobacco,  or  the  petit  Bot^ 
deaux  cigar,  which  cost  btit  a  80U ;  and  then  the  serious  business 
of  the  day — the  business  of  doing  nothing  save  sweepuig  witli 
cnger  eyes  over  all  the  printed  treasures  of  the  bookstalls,  all  the 
graphic  and  ceramic  marvels  of  the  curiosity- shops  from  the  Qnai 
aux  rieure  to  the  Qmii  d'Oreay-  Was  tliere  any  harm  in  haviDg 
ft  small  parcel  containing  fried  potatoes  in  yoiu-  coat-pocket  whiltf 
you  were  consulting  an  antique  edition  of  Montaigne  ?  "Waa  ii 
iiigh  ti-eason  to  munch  a  crust-and-butter  and  a  hard-boiled  egtf 
nhile  you  scanned  a  rare  Ilobert  Strange,  a  precious  Rnphae 
Morgheu  ?  Did  you  derogate  from  your  social  position  by  walking 
into  the  nearest  cabaret  and  ordering  a  chopine  ?  I  think  not!  I 
think  so  still,  as  I  munch  the  pennyworth  of  galette — not  without 
a  kmd  of  suflbcatiug  sensation  in  tlie  throat.  It  mvst  be  immi* 
nent  indigestion  ;  but  what  is  it  Sh"  John  Falstaif  says  about  hia 
old  friends  who  are  dead  ? 

The  rdtisseiirs,  all  over  Paris,  seem  equally  capable  of  easily 
pleasing  people.  The  Paris  'roaster'  is  something  more  and 
something  less  than  a  London  cooksltop-keeper.  As  a  mle,  he 
does  not  have  a  restam'ant  attached  to  Ids  estabhshment.  He 
deals  not  m  made  dishes.  He  does  not  serve  portiojis.  He  has 
nothing  to  do  witli  vegetables  or  sweets.  But  he  continues  witli- 
ont  intermission  to  i-oast  poultiy,  game,  and  joints.  Hia  spits 
are  never  idle.  Supposing  that  yon,  a  modest  rentier,  or  a  pro- 
fessional man  with  no  very  extensive  accommodation  in  yonr  own 
npparlemcnt,  propose  to  entertain  a  few  friends  at  dinner.  The' 
Boup  is  always  safe.  Every  Frenchwoman — and,  for  the  matter  of' 
that,  almost  every  Frenchman — cim  make  soup.  Yon  can  get  as 
many  oysters  as  yon  like  at  a  franc  and  a  half  a  dozen,  at  the 
^caiUatje  at  the  comer.  Fish  is  not  necessarily  expected.  Ths 
bouilli  from  the  soup,  garnished,  makes  an  ejitr^e  de  vxande  d€ 
boucheric.  The  hors-d'ccuvres  you  buy  at  the  charcutier't;  the 
pdtigsier  sends  you  the  sweets.  But  you  still  lack  your  roasU 
W  von  to  obtain  yonr  pitfot  c^lit  d  point,  your  rosb^  " 
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I'A  ngltate,  your  diitde  aax  marrons,  your  brace  of  pheRaants  or 
partridgeB,  your  fat  capon,  or  your  spring  chickens  ?  In  your 
dilemma  tlie  rdtisteur  stands  }'our  friend.  You  order  in  the 
morning  the  joint,  or  the  poultry,  or  game  which  you  require,  and 
at  the  appointed  time  your  bomie  calls  for  it,  or  the  rdtUteur't 
hoy  brings  the  viand  to  your  abode,  piping  hot. 

I  cannot  help  faocyiog  that  the  roaster's  functions  might  be 
made  very  easily  adaptable  to  the  requirements  of  civilisation  in 
London.  Innumerable  families  when  they  wish  to  give  an  extra- 
ordinary entertainment,  have  the  dinner  '  sent  in  from  the  pastry- 
cook's,*  to  the  diso^anisation  of  the  entire  household,  and  the 
secret  wrath  of  the  cook,  who — good  woman — could  manage  a 
small  dinner  very  well,  hut  is  somewhat  overweighted  with  a  large 
one.  Foasibly  she  has  no  gas-stove,  and  her  ^tchen-range  will 
not  accommodate  three  roasts  at  a  time.  Under  such  circum- 
stances what  8  benefactor  would  the  rotisseur  be !  A  sirloin  of 
beef,  a  roast  goose,  a  pair  of  fowls,  a  haunch  of  mutton,  a  brace  of 
pheasants,  a  roost  hare — the  Magician  of  the  Spit  would  furnish 
all  these  viands  with  promptitude  and  despatch,  and  the  hostess 
would  be  rescued  from  the  many  emban-assments  which  environ 
the  '  pastrycook's  dinner  '  including  the  sahle-clad  waiter  with  the 
large  feet  and  the  Berlin  gloves,  whose  solemn  presence  and  con- 
tinuous— albeit  secretly  indulged— thirst  always  vaguely  remind 
you  of  those  other  sable-clad  semtors  who  are  associated  with 
cake  and  wine,  black  gloves,  scarves,  and  hat-bands. 
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Hion  HOLIDAY  IS   THE   CtlT. 

Oct.  24. 

TnE  joiirnnls  of  Barcelona  gave,  a  few  da}'s  since,  nn  account 

of  a  vei'y  remarkable /t-fifrt  which  had  taken  place  at  Villareol,  near 

Castellon,  on  the  bordei-a  of  Valencia  ;  a  region  which,  fiom  the 

amiable  temper  and  affable  manners  of  its  inhabitants,  haa  acquired 

the  name  of  im pa radiso  hahiiado  fior  demonios — a  paradise  in- 

bahit*><l    by  fiends.      The   ViUareol   festival  was    an    eminent!;; 

'  >tic  one.     A  bull  was  let  loose  in  the  streets,  which 

trricaded.     Thronghout  the  whole  day  the  poop  ' 

,  worried,  and  tortured   by  auiateui-  toreros; 
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plunged  scissors  into  its  hide,  the  very  children  prodded  it  with 
forks,  and  at  length,  about  sunset,  the  bull  was  brought  into  the 
plaza,  where  four  streets  converge ;  the  wretched  creature  was  tied 
down  to  beams  placed  across  a  great  pile  of  dried  esparto,  and  then 
the  bull,  amid  the  shouts  of  a  sympathetic  population,  was 
slowly  roasted  to  death.  This  monstrous  act  of  cinielty  was  perpe- 
trated on  the  16th  of  this  present  month  of  October.  Thus,  there 
would  have  been  plenty  of  time  for  any  notable  inhabitant  of 
Villarcal  de  Castellon,  anxious  to  ascertain  from  personal  observa- 
tion how  public  festivities  are  organised  in  the  capital  of  France, 
to  have  taken  the  train  for  Barcelona,  and  thence,  either  by  the 
way  of  Gerona  and  Perpignan  or  by  that  of  Marseilles  and  Lyons, 
to  have  come  to  Paris  to  participate  in  the  '  Grandes  Fdtes  de  la 
Distribution  des  Recompenses,'  a  series  of  merrymakings  which 
began  on  Saturday  evening  and  continued  without  intermission 
throughout  the  whole  of  Sunday  and  Monday,  and  were  supple- 
mented on  Tuesday  evening  by  a  stupendous  ball  and  illumination 
at  Versailles.  Failing  the  advent  of  the  Alcalde  or  the  Cura  of 
Yillareal,  there  is  a  multitude  of  Spaniards  just  now  who  are  to  be 
found  at  most  hours  of  the  day  and  night  puffing  their  papelitos 
outside  the  Cafe  de  Madrid,  and  who  might  vouch  for  the  fact 
that  they  order  these  things — that  ia,fites — much  better  in  France. 
First  let  me  briefly  sum  up  what  has  been  done  in  the  way  of 
public  rejoicings.  The  State  has,  so  far  as  the  million  is  con- 
cerned, very  wisely  done  scarcely  anything  at  all,  and  has  left  the 
million  to  do  everything  for  themselves.  '  Hang  out  your  banners 
on  your  outward  walls ;  light  up  your  girandoles  and  your  Chinese 
lanterns  ;  sing  whatever  songs  you  please,  and  joy  go  with  you.* 
Such  has  been  practically  the  counsel  given  by  au&ority  to  the 
public  at  large  ;  and  the  advice  has  been  universally  and  enthu- 
siastically followed.  Only  from  eighteen  to  twenty  thousand 
spectators  could  be  privileged  to  witness  the  somewhat  tedious 
ceremony  of  the  distribution  of  prizes  in  the  Palais  de  Tlndustrie. 
The  real  pageant  was  to  be  seen  out  of  doors,  and  that  pageant 
was  provided  by  the  population  at  large.  Dr.  Johnson  said  that 
he  went  to  Ranelagh  Gardens  to  look  at  ten  thousand  people,  and 
to  feel  that  ten  thousand  people  were  looking  at  him.  WiUi  an 
analogous  intent  did  the  gentleman  with  the  horns,  hoofs,  and  tul, 
in  Southey's  '  Devil's  Walk,' '  stand  in  Tottenham  Court  Boad, 
either  by  choice  or  by  whim ;  And  there  he  saw  Brothers  the 
Prophet,  And  Brothers  the  Prophet  saw  him.'  Since  Saturday 
night  a  million  and  a  half  of  Parisians,  and  some  scores  of  thou- 
sands of  foreigners,  have  been  flocking  up  and  down  the  main 
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thoroughfares  of  Pwis  staring  at  one  another,  and  deriving,  i  ^ 
patently,  the  most  intense  enjoyment  from  the  spectacle.  '  08 
irons-nouB  a,  present  ?  Nous  avuns  et^  un  peu  partont ' — '  ^\'hert 
shall  we  go  uuw  ?  We  have  been  almost  everywhere ' — I  heard  a 
stout  French  husband  say  to  his  stonter  wife,  on  Monday  aftei^ 
noon.  '  Descendons  encore  U 
Boulevard  des  Italiens,'  said  thfl 
lady,  fieemingly  not  in  the  lesf 
tired ;  and  off  they  went  to  en 
joy  a  fresh  lease  of  sturing  ant 
being  Btaied  at.  The  pleasure  o 
promenading  never  palia  on  the 
essentially  out-of-door  people^ 
When  they  have  stared  at  ead 
other  they  stare  into  the  Bho|>< 
windows  and  newspaper  kiosquesj 
then  they  stare  at  the  cabs 
omnibuseB ;  and  if  a  shower  < 
rain  comes  on,  they  crowd  into 
the  passages  or  under  the  arcades  of  the  Kue  de  Rivoli,  and  find 
new  faces  and  things  to  stai'e  at.  "NMiere  is  the  nse  of  paying  a 
extravagant  price  to  witness,  in  an  over-heated  and  over-erowdedj 
theatre,  a  performance  in  a  language  with  which  you  may  be 
imperfectly  acquainted,  when  you  may  witness  one  of  the  live 
liest  dramas  ever  performed  on  the  stage  of  that  great  theatre 
the  World,  in  the  cool,  open,  spacious  streets,  for  nothing  at  all  9 
Paris  broke  out  in  bunting  on  Saturday  afternoon.  From  care- 
ful inquiry  I  ascertained  in  the  Rue  St.  Denis  that  a  tricolored 
flag  of  a  gay  but  'sleezy '  fabric  could  be  purchased,  pole,  tassels, 
gilt  spearhead,  and  all,  for  3f.  50e. ;  but  there  were  mora  modest 
gonfalons  in  calico  which  could  be  obtained  at  a  much  cheaper 
rate.  Tricolored  cockades  in  silk  were  freely  offered  at  fiftyJ 
centimes  apiece  ;  in  cardboard  tliey  were  quoted  at  two  sous  each.1 
Miniature  tricolored  adornments  for  the  headstalls  of  horses  werai 
to  be  had  for  a  franc  a  dozen  ;  and  a  very  nice  Chinese  lantern 
could  be  bought  for  ten  sous.  The  humblest  houses  in  the  hum- 
blest streets  displayed  one  or  more  of  these  cheerful  and  graceful 
decorations ;  while  in  the  principal  thoroughfares  the  proprietors 
of  the  great  shops  and  cafes  had  only  to  bring  out  their  reserve  J 
s*  '  "iqs  and  banners  which  they  had  laid  in  for  the  Nationa).! 
80th  of  June  last.  With  one  exception  the  nation^ 
ilpartially  and  liberally  represented  from  an  heraldiq 
w  on  the  boulevards.     The  Italian  tricolor  and  1' 


'I 

n 

1- 
ceful 
Btors  ^— 
serve  ^1 
ionai^l 
Lion^H 
aldi«H 


HIGH   HOLIDAY    IN   THE    CITY.  823 

Cross  of  Savoy,  the  Ausinan  Schwrn-z-gelt,  the  Eussian  flag  with 
the  double-headed  eagle  on  the  vast  field  of  yellow,  the  American 
stars  and  stripes,  and  our  own  Union  Jack,  together  with  the 
Spanish  tricolor,  '  blood  to  the  fingers'  ends,'  and  a  number  of 
bizarre  cognisances  belonging  to  less  known  nationalities,  flaunted 
and  fluttered  from  thousands  of  windows.  I  even  saw,  at  a  per- 
fumer's on  the  Bpulevard  Montmartre,  a  very  creditable  imitation 
of  the  stateHest  banner  in  the  world — the  Royal  Standard  of 
England.  It  is  true  that  the  designer  had  thrown  in  a  leopard 
or  two,  and  the  Prince  of  Wales's  plumes  and  the  Order  of  the 
Garter,  and  had  thus  caused  some  confusion  among  the  quarter- 
ings  ;  nor,  perhaps,  was  a  superimposed  escutcheon  of  Britannia 
riding  on  a  lion,  and  looking  like  Danncker's  Ariadne,  who  had 
suddenly  bethought  herself  of  donning  a  helmet  and  some  light 
drapery  in  order  not  to  be  thought '  schkocking,'  strictly  in  accord- 
ance with  the  proper  laws  of  blazonry ;  still  the  intent  was  excel- 
lent and  the  effect  superb.  Opinions  were  divided  as  to  whether 
the  perfumer's  ensign  was  the  banner  of  the  Lord  Ma3'or  of  London 
or  of  his  Royal  Highness  himself;  but  the  majority  held  that  it 
was  the  device  of  the  Prince  whose  photograph  is  in  every  shop- 
window,  whose  eflBgy  decorates  ladies'  neckties,  boxes  of  gloves, 
cakes  of  soap  and  chocolate,  and  corners  of  pocket-handkerchiefs, 
and  whose  name  is  on  every  Parisian  lip. 

Among  other  privileges  conceded  to  the  Parisians  on  occasions  of 
high  holiday  such  as  the  present  is  to  play  in  the  public  thorough- 
fares on  that  detestable  instrument,  the  French  horn.  It  is  only 
during  the  Carnival,  on  the  evening  of  the  Mi-Car6me,  and  on  fete 
days,  that  the  sound  of  this  moumfullest  of  wind  instruments  is 
tolerated ;  at  other  seasons — legal  torture  having  been  abolished  in 
1789 — ^the  horn  is  rigorously  prohibited  by  the  police.  But  since 
Saturday  the  excruciatingly  dismal  wheezings  and  croakings  of  the 
French  horn  have  been  audible  all  over  Paris.  Chiefly  is  it  notice- 
able in  the  bye-streets ;  for  in  the  main  thoroughfares  the  roar  of 
the  passing  vehicles  is  so  loud  and  so  incessant  tibat  the  lugubrious 
strains  laboriously  pumped  out  from  this  execrable  shawm  attract 
but  little  attention.  In  a  bye-street '  le  Monsieur  qui  sonne  du 
cor '  has  things  all  his  own  way,  and  can  gratify  to  the  full  his 
desire,  which  is  obviously  to  please  himself  by  making  as  many  of 
his  neighbours  wretched  as  he  possibly  can.  He  is  not  a  pro- 
fessional musician.  O,  dear  no !  He  is  only  an  amateur  of 
human  misery,  an  unconscious  disciple  of  the  gifted  but  anony- 
mous Euglish  misanthrope  who  wrote  that  fascinating  book,  the 
Art  of  Ingeniously  Tormenting.    The  *  Monsieur  qui  sonne  du 
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btarted  King  mnst  bare  been  wofnlly  nggravatei 
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to  tbe  ftccumpaninieat  of  a  Frencb  bom,     I  a! 
^^^tbe  French  bora-player  is  Timon  of  Paria. 
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the  *  Sire  de  Framboisy/  the  waltz  from  La  FiUe  de  Madame 
Angot,  '  Quand  j'^tais  roi '  from  Orphee  aux  En/era,  the  '  Chorus 
of  Old  Men '  from  Faust,  the  '  Wedding  March/  the  '  Chant  du 
Depart/  and  the  '  Marseillaise ; '  and  this  afternoon,  passing  down 
the  Rue  St.  Anne,  I  heard  Timon  of  Paris,  as  usual,  at  the  win- 
dow of  his  entresol,  excoriating  the  graceful  melody  of  '  God  Bless 
the  Prince  of  Wales.'  This  performance  was,  no  doubt,  highly 
complimentary  to  the  Prince ;  still  I  am  glad  that  Mr.  Brinley 
Bichards  was  not  passing  at  the  moment  in  question.  There 
might  have  been  '  a  Fite,*  as  Artemus  Ward  phrased  it,  between 
Timon  and  Apemantus.  It  is  nevertheless  amusing  to  reflect  that, 
even  three  years  since,  one  might  as  soon  have  expected  to  hear 
the  air  of  '  God  Bless  the  Prince  of  Wales  '  as  *  Hold  the  Fort '  or 
the  '  Old  Hundredth  '  played  at  a  Parisian  window.  Every  day 
seems  to  add,  to  all  appearance,  to  the  friendly  feeling  with  which 
the  people  of  the  city  of  Paris  regard  the  heretofore  perfides  AU 
bionnais.  Scores  of  English  words  are  being  imported,  not  into 
Academical,  but  into  Boulevard  French.  Members  of  *  le  high 
life  *  tell  their  '  ghrooms '  to  put  '  le  steppeur  *  into  '  le  T-quart.' 
I  heard  a  French  gentleman  recently  substitute  for  the  French 
verb  atteler,  to  harness,  the  to  me  extraordinary  teim  '  hicher.' 
'  Mais  c'est  de  Tanglais,'  he  said  to  me,  apparently  surprised  at 
my  inability  to  understand  what  '  hicher  meant.  Suddenly  I 
remembered  that  the  Americans  occasionally  '  hitch,'  instead  of 
harnessing,  or  *  putting  the  horses  to  *  a  carriage ;  and  I  am  not 
prepared  to  say  that  *  hitch  *  is  not  the  tersest  and  most  compre- 
hensive term  of  the  three. 

Some  thousands  of  horses  were  '  hitched '  to  carriages,  open 
and  closed,  for  the  benefit  of  sightseers  anxious  to  witness  the 
illuminations.  The  omnibuses,  moreover,  were  all  crammed  in- 
side and  outside,  the  ladies  scaling  the  knifeboard  in  the  most 
gallant  manner  imaginable.  Equally  overladen  with  humanity 
were  the  enormous  tapissiires  and  chars-a-bancs,  drawn  by  three 
horses  abreast,  which  perform  le  service  de  VExposition.  These 
prodigious  caravans  are  of  very  ancient  origin.  These  indeed  were 
the  Rheda  in  use  in  Roman  Gaul ;  and  you  may  see  the  vehicles 
accurately  figured  in  Mr.  Anthony  Rich's  Dictionary  of  Greek  and 
Roman  A  ntiquities.  These  ponderous  vehicles,  owing  much  of  their 
velocity  to  their  own  momentum,  usually  go  *  pounding '  along  at  a 
terrible  rate,  pulling  up  for  nobody,  and  occasionally  running  down 
and  smashing  the  poor  crazy  little  victorias.  But  on  the  night  of  the 
illuminations,  omnibuses,  tapissihres,  and  chars-d-bancs  were  all 
bound  to  move  at  a  snail's  pace,  if  indeed  they  could  move  at  all. 
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The  block  from  the  Madeleine  to  the  CLateaa  d'Eau  was  almost^ 
continuous,  and  persons  who  had  hired  carriages  at  fumioe  prices  I 
were  kept  for  tliree-quarters  of  an  hour  staring  at  tlie  gas-devicea  1 
architectonically  defiuing  the  lines  of  the  huge  premises  of  Uial 
Credit  Lyonnais,   or  half  blinded   by  the  electric  light  in  thaf 
Avenue  de  I'Op^ra ;  ivbereas,  had  they  been  on  foot,  they  might  have  1 
been  borne  gently  in  tlje  midst  of  the  best-tempered  crowd  in  the 
world  along  the  whole  length  of  the  Boulevards.     It  is  a  capital 
thing  to  take  a  carriage  to  see  the  streets  of  a  great  city  illumi- 
nated, if  you  can  only  pei-snade  your  neighbours  to  stay  at  home, 
or  to  refrain  from  hiring  carriages.     So,  I  should  imagine,  a  vast  J 
number  of  sightseers  thought.     As  fm*  as  the  pedesbians  weral 
concerned,  there  were  a  few  ugly  crushes  and  i-ushes,  principally! 
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at  such  always  perilous  comers  as  those  of  the  Hue  Lafitte,  the 
Rue  de  la  Chaussde  d'Antin,  and  especially  the  Rue  du  Faubourg 
Montmartre ;  but,  on  the  whole,  all  things  went  very  smoothly, 
and  I  was  not  more  than  one  hour  and  three-quarters  getting 
over  an  amount  of  pavement  space  which,  under  normal  conditions, 
I  could  have  easily  perambulated  in  twenty  minutes.     Certain  of 
the  crowd,  not  content  with  the  tricolor  rosettes,  which  the  great 
majority  wore,   transformed  themselves    into    itinerant  illumi- 
nations, carrying  lighted  Chinese  lanterns  in  their  hands,  sus- 
pending them  to  open  umbrellas,  and  even  wearing  them  on  their 
simple  heads.     With  all  this,  the  behaviour  of  the  crowd  was, 
as  a  rule,  simply  perfect.     Bad  language,  coarse  ribaldry,  and 
brutal  horseplay  were  altogether  absent ;  and  it  was  only  towards 
midnight,   when  the  crowd  was  thinning,  that  a  few  troops  of 
gawky  lads  began  to  make  themselves  obnoxious  by  tramping 
along,  waving  coloured  lanterns  and  yelping  the  *  Marseilkose.' 
They  were  only  the  younger  brothers  of  the  gawky  lads  whom  I 
watched  on  the  Boulevards  in  July,  1870,  trooping  along,  and 
howling,  at  the  top  of  their  voices,  *  A  Berlin,  i  Berlin  !  *    Poor 
gawky  lads  I    A  more  serious  drawback  to  enjoyment  was  the  in- 
cessant discharge  from  houses  in  the  back  streets,  or  by  Gavroches 
on  the  pavement,  of  petards,  or  squibs  and  crackers.   On  the  occa- 
sion of  every  popular /<?te  in  Paris,  horses  are  terrified  and  thrown 
down,  and  human  life  and  limb  endangered,  by  the  reckless  dis- 
charge of  these  explosives,  which  rival  in  their  noxious  abundance 
the  squibs  and  crackers  of  a  4th  of  July  celebration  in  New  York. 
It  is  quite  time  that  the  Paris  police  put  the  pitards  down. 

Some  of  my  readers  will  no  doubt  remember  the  *  aristocratic 
fete '  at  poor  old  Cremome  Gardens.  The  festival  in  question, 
organised  by  a  noble  lord  of  artistic  tastes,  must  have  taken  place 
(how  the  time  slips  by !)  nearly  twenty  years  ago.  Cremome  was 
then  in  its  glory ;  the  gardens  were  exquisitely  pretty ;  the  enter- 
tainments were  varied,  sparkling,  and  attractive  ;  and  it  occurred 
to  the  noble  lord  that  it  would  be  a  very  nice  thing  to  charter 
Mr.  Simpson's  premises  for  a  single  evening,  form  a  committee  of 
ladies  patronesses,  and,  by  the  maintenance  of  a  rigid  system  of 
vouchers,  exclude  all  but  the  crime  de  la  crime  of  society  from  the 
bowers,  the  buffets,  the  marionette  theatre,  and  the  dancing- 
platform  for  that  night  only.  The  festival,  harmless  and  even 
ingenious  in  its  inception,  duly  took  place.  The  Brahminical 
classes  came,  if  not  in  their  thousands,  at  least  in  their  hundreds, 
to  the  Chelsea  Casino.  There  was  music ;  there  was  dancing ; 
*  twenty  thousand  additional  lamps '  shone  upon  fiEur  women  and 
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the  boulerards,  to  wit;  to  sajnothingof  the  tempers  ofinnomenible 
promenoders  who  were  overtaken  by  the  ehowers  and  could  not  get 
cabs.  At  Vei'snilles  the  rain  and  the  wind  worked  between  them 
even  more  mischief;  and  the  foulest  of  foul  weather  did  its  best  to 
spoil  the  magnificent  ^t«  given  in  the  palace  and  gardens  of  Ver- 
sailles by  the  President  of  the  French  Republic  and  Madame  la 
Mar^chale  de  MacMahon,  Duchesse  de  Magenta,  to  the  foreign 
princes  and  grandees  sojourning  in  Paris  and  the  elite  of  Parisian 
society.     The  gardens  became  one  vast  morass  of  mud  ;  the  water 


880  FABIS   HEBSELF   AGilS. 

was  Ktilde-fleep  ia  the  Ul-pnved  Cour  de  Marbre  ;  large  miinbers  ol 
ladies  had  to  walk  a  handred  jards  from  their  carriages  to  I' 
staircnae  of  entrance  ;  trains  were  trodden  upoa  ;  tace  scarres  m 
soolted  ;  eilk  stockings  were  splashed  ;  back  hair  caiae  down  l' 
and  damp,   and   gentlemen's  white   cravats   hung  peodent  i 
moistere.    In  the  palace  the  crush  was  bo  great  th^  bonra  we 
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consumed  ia  arriving  iu  the  presence  of  the  Maiechale.  Stout 
determined  ladies  who  engaged  in  the  struggle  with  confidence 
at  the  outset  often  had  to  abandon  it  long  before  they  reached  the 
goal.  To  crown  the  drawbacks  of  the  evening,  the  means  of  eiut 
were  so  ill-arrangod  that  when  the  hour  of  departure  arrived  every- 
body experienced  the  greatest  difficulty  in  getting  nway.  Ladies 
waited  for  long  houi-s  together  on  the  staircases  and  in  the  vesti- 
bules, unable  to  reach  their  carriages ;  while  gentlemen  sought 
despairingly  for  their  greatcoats  in  toe  confusion  that  prevailed  in 
the  vestiaire.  The  cloak-room  arrangements  were  imperfect ;  the 
attendants  had' lost  theii' heads;'  Ulsterawere  handed  to  people  who 
ought  to  have  had  Inverness  capes,  and  the  lawful  owners  of  over- 
coats witli  Astracan  collars  could  not  obtain  theii'  property  at  all. 
Apropos  of  this  subject,  one  of  the  saUies  of  Si.  Paul  de 
Cassagnac,  during  the  debate  in  the  Chamber  on  the  motion  for 
invalidating  his  election,  was  as  humorous  as  it  was  hard-hitting. 
Some  disparaging  observations  on  the  wasteful  expenditure  of 
money  on  the  fetes  given  at  Conipiiigne  under  the  Empire  having 
been  made  by  one  of  his  adverearies,  M.  Paul  de  Cassagnac  at 
once  fired  up.  '  At  least,"  he  retorted,  '  when  the  Emperor  gave  a 
ball,  he  did  not  condscate  the  greatcoats  of  his  guests,  as  you  did 
the  other  night  at  Versailles.' 
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I  HAVE  often  wondered  when  passing  that  veiy  fashionable  florist' 
shop  close  to  the  Grand  Hotel  des  Capucines,  wlio  can  be  the  pia 
chasers  of  the  enormous  bouquets — '  bowpots,'  our  grandmothei 
used  to  call  them — which  display  their  rainbow  hues  in  the  midi 
of  envelopes  of  paper  large  enough,  to  all  seeming,  to  serve  s 
tablecloths  for  a  party  of  four.  No  lady,  I  should  say,  of  a  statni 
shorter  than  that  of  the  Nova-Scotian  Giantess  could  carry  one  < 
those  big  bouquets.  There  are  very  few  fashionable  balls  just  I 
present ;  as  society  in  tJie  noble  faubourg  is  waiting  for  the  pr< 
vincials  and  the  '  Expo  sitionards '  to  go  away  before  the  real  Pari 
season  begins.  Presidential  receptions  and  ministerial  dinners  d 
not  take  place  every  night.  For  what  purpose,  then,  are  thog 
tremendous  bouquets  at  the  florist's  near  the  Grand  Hotel  in 
tended  ?  I  noticed  tliat  they  grew  bigger  and  bigger  as  the  da 
for  the  Distribution  of  Prizes  drew  nearer,  and  I  began  to  fano 
that  the  prodigious  assemblages  of  flowers  would  be  presented- 
of  course,  by  young  ladies  in  white  muslin  (foiu"  3-oung  ladies  i 
eacli  bouquet) — to  Madame  la  Marechale  de  MacMahon  and  he 
princely  and  illustrious  guests  on  their  arrival  at  the  Palaia  d 
rinduatrie.  No,  tlie  big  bouquets  remaiuod  at  the  florist's  on  t 
Boulevard  des  Capucines  throughout  the  rejoicings  of  that  d^ 
On  the  day  following  I  went  to  Uie  Exhibition ;  and,  entering  li 
the  Porte  Rapp,  one  of  the  first  objects  that  met  luy  eye  was  tl 
biggest  of  all  the  big  bouquets  that  the  Paiis  florists  cotdd  gatht 
together  glowing  on  tlie  axle  of  an  immeuse  wheel  in  the  Freno 
machinery  department.  I  am  not  interested  in  machinery,  an 
""6  ignorant  of  the  attributes  of  the  particular  piece  ( 
m  in  question.     I  only  know  that  it  is  verylarge,  that  it 
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odour  is  not  at  nil  pleasant,  and  that  when  in  motion  it  nnikes  a 
horrible  noiee,  now  reminding  you  of  the  lamentations  of  the  late 
Mr.  Van  Amburgh'a  tawny  pupils  under  his  corrective  crowbai',  and 
now  suggestive  of  their  howls  of  exultation  in  the  supposititious 
ease  of  itr.  Van  Amburgli  dropping  his  crowbar,  and  the  lions  and 
tigers  being  then  in  a  position  to  fall  ujion  and  dine  from  off  liim. 
At  all  events,  tJiere  was  the  machine,  and  there,  casting  sunshine 
in  a.  shady  place,  was  the  big  bouquet.  There  was  something  else. 
Beneath  the  prodigious  posy  was  a  broad  phtque,  on  which  were 
blazoned  the  magic  words  '  Grand  Prix  !  ' 

Very  few  and  far  between,  however,  are  the  machines  and  the 
glass  cases  gay  with  enormoirs  triumphal  bouquets,  and  flaunting 
tie  gleaming  ensigns  which  notify  that  a  Grand  Prize  has  been 
awarded  to  the  fortunate  exhibitor.  Multitudinous  are  the  ejc- 
posants  deprived  of  the  proud  privilege  of  affixing  to  the  forefront 
of  their  stalls  the  bright  tablets,  with  '  Grand  Prix  '  or  even 
*  Medaille  d'Or'  inscribed  thereon,  and  of  celebrating  their  triumph 
by  a  sacriBce  to  Flora. 
In  general,  among  the 
French  exhibitors  dis- 
appointment has  not 
been  met  with  cheer- 
ful or  even  with  rueful 
resignation.  There 
has  been  a  good  deal 
of  clenching  of  Hats, 
of  bending  of  brows, 
and  of  muttering  of 
maledictions  both  loud 
and  deep  over  the 
official  prize-list ;  and 
Cham,tlte  caricaturist, 
with  liis  usual  humor- 
ous exaggeration,  has 
aptly  hinted  at  the 
frame  of  mind  of  a 
non-i-ecipient    of    re- 

I  wards,   who  admlnis- 

'  ters  a  sounding  kick  look  at  my  caf<e  I ' 
to  a  peaceable  indivi- 
dual who  is  looking  at  liis  wares,  '  Puisque  je  n'ai  pas  de  medaille, 
je  ne  veux  plus  qu'on  regarde  dans  ma  vitrine!' — 'No  medal,  no 
more  sightseetngt '  cries  the  enraged  exhibitor.    It  ia  embarrassing 
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t  (by  cijam). 
o  medal,  I'll  not  ntlow  any  c 


r 


to  enter  into  converse  with  tliese  disappoiiiteil  ones.  They  batton-1 
bole  you  with  terrible  tenacity,  and  pour  fearful  tales  of  wi-oDg  iutoa 
your  ears.  '  Imagiue,  my  dear  sir,'  says  Monsieiu-  Philocome,  off 
the  Passage  Postiche,  perfumer,  '  nothing  lor  my  Fomuiade  Pom-J 
padoiir ;  nothing  for  my  Rose  Dubarry  lips-improver ;  nothinA 
for  my  PapMan  eyebrow-archer ;  nothing  for  my  Mitylenian  hair3 
while  that  animal,  that  butor,  that  impostor  Coupechou  of  thai' 
Passage  Grosradis  gets  two  medals — two,  ray  dear  sir,  a  gold  andL 
a  silver  one — for  liis  miserable  Sempiternal  Carrot !  It  la  aaM 
infamy ;  it  is  a  scandal ;  c'est  une  pourriture ! '  The  Sempiteri 
Carrot  is,  I  am  given  to  understand,  a  simulation  in  india-rubberfl 


of  the  vegetable  in  question,  strongly  impregnated  with  the  juices 
of  carrots,  leeks,  onions,  and  so  forth.  On  the  Sempiternal 
Carrot  being  steeped  in  hot  water  the  flavom-  of  julienne  sonp  is, 
after  a  few  minutes,  imparted  to  the  heated  fluid  ;  and  the  carrot 
1  then  be  taken  out,  carefully  dried,  and  ]>ut  aside  for  future 
use  in  gteaila  saculoram.     A  highly  iugenious  invention. 

The  British  public  will  rejoice  to  learn  that  a  goodly  ntinib( 
of  recompenses  of  the  highest  kind  have  been  awarded  to  our  on 
vmen.     We  have  every  reason  to  be  proud  of  the  shoi 
«  have  made  in  the  Trocad^ro  and  the  Champ  de  Mars*] 
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And  once  again  foreigners  have  generously  admitted  that  we  take 
the  lead  in  calicoes  and  woollen  fabrics,  metallurgy,  machinery, 
and  machine  tools,  agricultural  implements,  ceramics,  glass,  bis- 
cuits, preserved  provisions,  whisky,  and  beer.  Sir  Joseph  Whit- 
worth  &  Co.  take  a  more  splendid  rank  at  Paris  in  1878  than 
Herr  Krupp  took  in  1867.  The  Whitworth  exhibit  has  gained  no 
less  than  three  Grand  Prizes  for  machinery  and  metal  working, 
with  a  gold  medal  in  addition  for  artillery.  Altogether  no  less  than 
five  Grand  Prizes  and  twenty-two  gold  medals  have  been  given  to 
British  exhibitors  in  the  single  section  of  mining  and  metallurgy, 
while  in  the  section  of  'Jils  et  tisaus  de  colon*  the  Lancashire  firm 
of  Testal,  Broadhurst  &  Co.  secure  the  Grand  Prix,  and  six  other 
houses  receive  gold  medals  for  products  in  the  same  class.  Further, 
a  Grand  Prix  and  four  gold  medals  have  been  given  for  thread 
and  linen  fabrics,  and  nine  gold  medals  for  woollen  cloths.  The 
manufacturers  of  agricultural  implements  too,  with  Messrs.  John 
Fowler  &  Co.  at  their  head,  have  cairied  oflf  a  Grand  Prix,  and 
fourteen  gold  medals,  besides  which  a  Grand  Prix  and  seven 
gold  medals  have  fallen  to  the  lot  of  exhibitors  in  the  horticul- 
tural section. 

Equally  gratifying  is  the  recognition  accorded  to  the  manufac- 
turers of  pottery  and  of  glass.  In  ceramics  Minton  of  course 
takes  a  Grand  Prix.  Due  justice  has  thus  been  done  to  the  superb 
works  in  ceramics  exhibited  by  the  renowned  firm  of  Stoke-on- 
Trent.  Another  Grand  Prix  has  been  awai'ded  to  Messrs.  Doulton 
for  their  admirable  Lambeth /ai^nce ;  while  gold  medals  have  been 
given  to  the  historic  houses  of  Copeland  and  of  Wedgwood,  to 
Brown,  Westhead  &  Co.,  and  to  the  Worcester  Porcelain  Works 
— not  because  their  productions  are  in  any  way  inferior  to  those 
of  Minton  or  of  Doulton,  but  because  there  were  no  more  Grand 
Prizes  in  this  particular  section  to  give  away.  There  was  one, 
however,  to  be  bestowed  in  the  section  for  glass,  and  this  has 
been  awarded  to  Messrs.  Thomas  Webb  &  Sons,  of  Stourbridge 
and  Loudon,  for  their  varied  and  magnificent  display,  and  notahly 
for  the  unique  specimens  of  engraving  upon  glass  which  formed 
so  splendid  a  feature  of  their  exhibit. 

This  distinguished  firm  of  artistic  glass  manufacturers  un- 
deniably deserve  to  be  placed  in  the  fore&ont  of  the  '  laurdats '  of 
the  Exhibition,  since  to  them  has  been  allotted  the  only  Grand 
Prix  in  their  peculiar  department  of  production.  English  glass 
manufacturers  have  been,  as  a  rule,  regarded  with  extreme  jealousy 
by  French  manufacturers  and  expei*ts,  who  are  justifiably  desirous 
to  uphold  the  prestige  of  their  own  Cristalleries  de  Baccarat^  which 
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nve  viituftUy  n.  State  institution,  being  conducted  by  M.  Michaud 
on  behalf  of  the  French  Government.  Since,  however,  &  Treaty 
of  Commerce  has  been  concluded  between  the  two  gieat  civilising. 
Powers  of  Europe,  and  the  pnblic  mind  in  Fmnce  is  slowly  br'" 
steadily  becoming  imbued  with  a  conviction  of  the  advanta^ 
Free-trade,  this  jealousy  has  been  gi-adually  disappeaiiug.  __ 
regards  ceramics  it  has  well-nigh  entii'ely  disappeared.  French' 
potters  ai-e  beginning  to  acknowledge  that  neither  Sevres  nor  any 
other  private  enterprise  is  endangered  by  the  competition  of 
Jlinton,  of  Wedgwood,  or  of  Doulton ;  and  the  honours  confeiTed 
on  Messrs.  Thomas  Webb  &  Sons  go  far  in  the  direction  i  ' 
proving  that  justice  and  right  feeling  will  be  extended  (o  otlu_ 
branches  of  British  manufacture.  In  many  respects  the  Webl 
display  must  be  held  superior  to  that  of  Baccarat,  which,  all- 
beautiful  as  it  is  in  artistic  design,  has  a  certain  '  milkiness  '  of 
hue  and  a  deficiency  of  shai-pness  of  cutting  which  suggest  either 
want  of  skill  in  mixing  the  '  metal,'  or  coarseness  in  llie  moulds 
emi>loyed  for  the  rough  forms  from  which  such  glass,  which 
cannot  be  blown,  must  originally  be  cast.  The  effect  of  Baccarat 
glass  is,  on  the  -whole,  too  cold  and  pale.  It  lacks  what  diamond 
merehauts  call '  show ; '  and  the  brilliance  of  its  '  water,'  as  com- 
pai-ed  with  that  of  first-rate  Enghsb  glass,  is  as  the  brilliance  of 
gas  as  compai'ed  with  that  of  the  electric  light. 

All  styles  and  periods  are  illustrated  in  the  ornamental  glas^' 
of  Messrs.  Webb.  There  are  specimens  in  the  Egyptian,  the 
Assyrian,  the  Persian,  the  Indian,  the  Greek,  the  Italian,  and  the 
Celtic  styles ;  there  is  glass  of  Byzantine,  of  Gothic,  of  Renais- 
sance, and  of  Rococo  design  and  decoration.  In  particular  must 
artistic  beauty  and  technical  skill  be  recognised  in  the  cameo- 
sculptured  vases  in  the  manner  of  the  renowned  Portland  Vase 
whicJi  Josiah  Wedgwood  successfully  imitated  in  ceramics,  but 
which  Messrs.  Webb  have  been  the  first  to  produce  in  the  genuine 
material  of  which  the  Portland  Vase  is  composed — blue  and  white 
opaque  and  semi-translucent  glass.  These  exquisite  vases  have, 
however,  been  pui'poscly  excluded  by  the  jury  from  tlieir  con^, 
sidei-ation  of  this  particular  display,  which  has  been  judged  on  itita 
tiTie  decorative  and  technical  merits,  quite  apart  from  tJie  uniqud 
characteristics  of  the  cameo-sculptured  vases.  The  most  conj 
spicuous  object  is  tlie  Panathenaic  glass  vase,  superbly  engra^'ed  isa 
high  relief  with  a  design  adapted  from  the  frieze  of  the  ParthenonJ 
Then  tliere  is  a  superb  Renaissance  vase,  covered  with  engravedfl 
fli-(i*'"-'""'s  with  classical  subjects  in  tlie  cartouches.  This  has  beem 
)  6000  francs,  as  one  of  the  prizes  in  the  Exhibitioflj 
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Lottery.  A  Perso-Gotliic  service,  engraved  with  a  qiiniiitlymediroval 
diaper,  and  ft  Gothic  cup  or  tankard — what  the  French  term  a  hanap 
— with  a  fantastically  grotesque  design  engraved  upon  it,  next  uaJl 
for  attention  ;  and  thei-e  is  likewise 
It  vase  of  Inilinn  form,  so  exquisitely 
delicate  in  its  engraved  tracer)',  tliat, 
to  iny  mind,  it  ought  to  be  called 
the  '  Cobweb  '  Vase. 

Of  useful  objects  of  n  high  ai'tistic 
chai-acter,  such  ns  clai'et  and  water 
jugs,  the  firm  make  a  very  interest- 
ing display,  alike  in  the  Classic, 
Henaissance,  Gothic,  and  Roeoco 
styles,  one  handsome  example  of 
the  former  being  decorated  with  a 
d^cately-engraved  equestrian  pro- 
cessiou  from  the  Parthenon  fiieze, 
Equally  elegant  are  the  mngnuui 
claret  jugs  designed  by  Mr.  D. 
Pearco,  and  either  ovei-spread  with 
a  rich  tracery  of  trelUsed  floT^era 
and  foliage  interspersed  with  bii-ds 
flnd  insects,  or  ornamented  with 
classical  groups  enclosed  in  a  Boml 
framework  of  graceful  design.  In 
n  fur  bolder  style  h  ii  jewel-handled 
jug  deeply  engrnve<l  with  eagles  and 
interlacing  oak  -  branches  encom- 
passing a  central  shield  designed  to 
contain  a  crest.  Add  to  the  fort- 
going  0.  remai'kable  and  substantially 
unique  specimen  of  boldly -perfo- 
rated glass,  in  the  '  water  sen-ice,' 
and  some  triumphs  of  under-cutting 
in  dishes,  salt-cellars,  sugar-basins, 
and  the  like,  so  lustrous  in  tlicir 
sheen  that  they  look  like  half  n 
dozen  Koh-i-noors  welded  together; 
^gantic  'hair-twist'  and  Queen 
Anne  chandeliers;  towering  can delabm  of  cut  glass;  and  a  pfr- 
fectly  unique  vase  in  what,  for  want  of  a  better  definition, 
be  technically  qualified  as  '  iridescent-polj-chromfltic-crackle,"  but 
vbicb,  I  believe,  from  the  pattern  of  its  decoration,  will  be  more 
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u  beaateous,  aud  aa  honourable  to  English  skill  and  mts-.^ 

as  the  prodoctioos  of  the  Klkingtons  in  orjicrtrif.  and  of  M^a' 
RDil  others  in  potter}'.     The  bronzed  glass  of  Messrs.  M'ebb  if 
ftko  exceedingly  fine,  and  they  exhibit  likewise  a  uultitade  ol 
charming  little  toys  and  table  ornaments  in  glass,  which  aa  it 
perienced  observer  might  imagine  to  be  articUs  de   Pari*, 
which  are  nevertheless,   like   the   more   important   and 
examples  of  sculptured  cameo,  intaglio,  and  engrared  glass,  e 
sively  due  in  the  talent  and  ingenuity  of  British  workmen  I 
executants.     I  hold  this  to  be  a  most  important  point,  ail:' 
•anally  considered.     I   admire  and  respect  the 
nan  in  bis  own  atelier .-  but  in  the  studio  and  tlie  « 
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shop  of  the  British  manufacturer  I  want  to  see  the  British 
designer  and  craftsman  reigning  supreme,  and  holding  their  own 
against  all  comers.  This  they  do  at  Stourbridge,  where  a  host  of 
native  talent  numbers  among  its  more  conspicuous  representatives 
such  notable  artists  as  Messrs.  Pearce,  North  wood,  Kny,  Woodhall, 
and  OTallon,  the  latter  as  familiar  with  the  masterpieces  of  Phidias 
and  Praxiteles  as  with  the  Book  of  Kells  and  the  remotest  examples 
of  Attic  ornamentation  extant. 

The  splendid  distinction  of  a  Grand  Prix,  the  only  one  awarded 
to  exhibitors  of  furniture  in  the  British  section,  has  also  been  con- 
ferred on  Messrs.  Jackson  &  Graham,  a  firm  which  for  years  past  has 
taken  the  lead  in  England  in  the  production  of  artistic  furniture 
of  the  very  highest  class ;  such,  for  instance,  as  the  beautiful  objects 
manufactui*ed  by  them  for  Mr.  Alfred  Morrison  from  Owen  Jones's 
designs.  The  whole  of  Messrs.  Jackson  &  Graham's  Paris  exhibit 
is  of  a  nature  to  sustain  the  high  reputation  of  the  house,  which 
counts  among  the  honours  it  has  secured  at  former  Industrial 
Exhibitions  numerous  gold  medals  and  gi*and  diplomas,  together 
with  the  Cross  of  the  Legion  of  Honour  and  the  Order  of  Franz- 
Josef  conferred  upon  its  leading  representatives.  The  master- 
pieces of  the  film  at  the  present  Exhibition  are  a  couple  of  cabinets, 
both  of  them  in  ebony,  skilfully  relieved  with  other  woods,  and 
exquisitely  inlaid  with  ivory.  The  more  ornate  of  these  productions 
is  the  so-called  Juno  Cabinet,  which  in  the  symmetry  of  its  design 
— displaying  great  originality  without  being  in  anywise  eccentric 
— the  elaborateness  of  its  ornamentation,  and  the  astonishing  deli- 
cacy and  skilfulness  of  its  technical  execution,  surpasses,  as  an  ex- 
ample of  artistic  cabinet-making,  the  most  brilliant  achievements 
of  the  Italian  and  Flemish  Renaissance  and  Sixteenth-century 
eb^nistes.  The  principal  panel  of  this  admirable  specimen  of  art- 
workmanship  is  occupied  by  the  head  of  Juno,  sedate  and  queenly- 
looking  ;  and  in  a  shield  on  the  pediment  above  is  the  traditional 
peacock.  Heads  of  Venus  and  Minerva  decorate  the  panels  on  the 
right  and  left;  the  intermediate  spaces  being  occupied  with  repre- 
sentations of  the  Earth  and  the  Ocean,  flanked  by  narrow  panels 
inlaid  with  semblances  of  peacocks'  feathers ;  other  emblems, 
such  as  the  golden  apple,  the  olive,  rose,  and  myrUe,  filling  the 
lower  panels  of  the  cabinet.  The  whole  of  these  decorations  are 
daintily  inlaid  with  box  and  other  fancy  woods,  ivory  and  mother- 
of-pearl,  besides  which,  exquisitely  dehcate  i2lays  of  ivory  enter 
largely  into  the  ornamentation  of  all  the  mouldings. 

The  second  cabinet,  in  the  style  of  the  Italian  Benaissance,  is 
a  work  of  equal  beauty,  marked  by  the  same  elaboration  of  detail 
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and  marvelloua  finish  of  execution.  It  is  of  figured  ebony,  thaji 
box,  and  ivoir,  with  palmwood  panels,  the  whole  being  skilfiill 
disposed  to  produce  n  harmonious  blending  of  contrjistiDgcoloorBS 
and  the  dehcate  inlays  and  exquisite  engravings  relieTing.  and,  i 
it  were,  illuminating,  this  admirable  work,  of  which  Mr.  Hem 
Brassey  lias  become  the  fortunate  possessor.  Another  interesting! 
object  in  Messrs.  Jackson  &  Graliam's  display  is  an  escritoire  of 
Bondal  and  other  woods,  varied  by  inlaj-s  and  mouldings  of  ivory, 
in  the  light  and  graceful  style  of  the  French  Renaissance,  a 
charming  piece  of  fumitm-e  which  Mrs.  John  ISalli  has  shown  her 
taste  by  acquiiing.  The  exhibits  of  this  firm  further  comprise  an 
exquisitely  finished  inlaid  boxwood  cabinet,  with  mantelpiece  and 
chimney  omaments  en  suite,  a  Chippendale  rilrine  of  box-wood 
for  displaying  objects  of  icr(»,  and  a  cabinet  and  bonheur  dujattrf 
inlaid  with  ivorj'  and  various  coloured  woods,  but  chiefly  remark- 
able for  their  panels  of  rare  old  Japanese  niello  and  lacquer  work. 
Graceful  and  elegant  as  the  decorative  furniture  in  the  FrencK 
section  unquestionably  is,  it  excels  neither  as  i-egards  perfection 
of  taste,  nor  delicacy  and  skilfulness  of  workmanship,  the  hnlP. 
dozen  notable  objects  which  form  the  strength  of  Messrs.  Jacksoa 
&  Graham's  m-tistic  display. 

The  tiuiqiie  Grand  Prix,  given  in  the  French  as  in  the 
Enghsh  furniture  depai-traent,  has  not  fallen  to  the  lot  of  M, 
Penon,  the  exliibitor  of  the  sumptuously  appointed  ckamhrc  d 
couclier  d'tine  grande  dame,  upon  which  I  remai-ked  rather  fully  ia 
one  of  my  early  letters,  hut  to  the  famous  house  of  Foaniinois, 
whose  more  chaste  and  more  severely  artistic  exhibition  has  very 
properly  seciu-ed  the  exceptional  award. 

Amongst  the  principal  features  of  their  exhibit  are  two  pairs  of 
elaborately  carved  doors,  one  of  them  of  various  dark  woods,  de- 
signed for  a  librar}',  being  in  the  Greek  style,  with  medallions  of 
Apollo  and  Minerva  in  the  centre  panels,  and  a  graceful  reclining'' 
iigure  personifj-ing  Study  in  the  pediment.  The  otlier  doors,  also 
of  the  classic  type,  are  fai-  richer  as  regai-ds  colour  as  well  as  mora, 
moniunental  in  character,  being  intended  indeed  for  the  entrance  to 
a  gallerj'.  They  oi-e  of  polished  walnut,  with  the  heavy  framework 
of  the  doorway  in  richly-carved  oak,  relieved  with  mouldings  of 
antique  red  marble,  and  are  decorated  with  marqueterie,  bronze 
panels   co  '•roups   symbolical  of  the  Arts   and   enatnel, 

Diedallio  ;e  scale,  superbly  executed  by  M.  Hippolyta 

Gousse  dinois  likewise  exhibits  a  Penaissance  table 

in  pa  sd  by  gi-acefully  designed  caryatides;  a  gilt 

Loi  ,  with  the  legs  linked  together  with  richly 
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cai'ved  garlands  of  flowei-s  ;  a  fine  oak  bookcase,  inlaid  with  brass 
and  steel  and  decorated  with  enamels ;  a  superb  Renaissance  and 
n  Louis  Seize  cabinet;  also  some  utagniJicent  lampadaires  and 
toirka'ca;  and  a  perfect  little  geni  of  ai-tistic  fuinituie  in  the 
foiTU   of  a  jewel  cabinet  and  escritoire   in   satinwood,  lavishly 


enriched  with  carred  and  inlaid  silver-work  and  delicate  enamel 
miniatures,  and  witli  iletacLed  colunuis  of  bronze  and  lapis  lazulii 
sujiporling  dnintilj-caived  ivorj-  statuettes. 

On  HevenJ  occasions  I  have  cm'sorily  alluded  to  the  excellenci? 
of  the  display  made  by  Messrs.  Doalton  of  the  Lambeth  Potteries; 
but  liitherto  1  have  lacked  the  time  to  examine  their  exhibits  in 
<Ietail.  I  find,  no^v,  the  most  conspicuous  objects  among  tlient 
are,  first  the  coloured  stone  ware,  genencnlly  known  as  '  Doultoii 
>vai'e,'  in  which  wai-mth  of  hue  and  bnllianee  of  glaze  give  life  and 
harmony  toanonnallysombre  material.  Panels  and  plaques  of  tarra- 
cutta,  with  borders  of '  l>onlton  ware,'  intended  for  the  decoration 
of  walls,  also  columns  of  tlie  same  wore,  together  with  baluBt^a 
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for  staircases  and  balconies,  likewise  attract  attention.     It  is  ■ 
while  reminding  foreign  amateurs  of  pottery  that  Messrs.  Doulton*! 
houee,  although  established  at  the  beginning  of  the  present  centuiy? 
confined  themselves,  until  about  twenty  3'ear3  ago,  mainly  to  the 
production  of  earthenware  of  a  strictly  utilitai'ian  character — pipes 
and  pots  for  domestic  and  mannfactuiing  pui'poses.     By  degrees 
the  fabrication  of  articles  in  fine  clay  was  added ;  and  ( 
ally  the  energies  of  the  film  were  devoted  to  teira-cotta,  and  £ 
Ihe  making  of  the  characteristic  metallic  blue  wai-e.   The  skilfuUei 
of  modeller  and  draughtsmen  from  tlie  neighbouring  Lambeu 
School  of  Art — it  is  onT_ 
uecessai'y  in  this  connec 
tlon  to  mention  the  nai 
of  Mr.   Tinwoi-th- 
secured    to    design 
ornament  the  new  wareg 
and,  as  time  progressej,^ 
many  oiiginal  processij 
both  in  colouring,  gla 
ing,  firing,  and   gen* 
mauipidutiou,    enhance 
Ihe    beauty   and         ^ 
larity    of    the     articled 
Jewelling,       '  appliqafi,*  ' 
'cloisonne,'  'champ-levfi,' 
'  enamelling,'   '  incision,' 
were  all  pressed  into  the 
service   of    decoratinff' 
earthenware;  the  choice^ 
classical   and    mediEen 
forms  were  chosen,   ' 
richest     decorations 
the  ern-ly  and  later  1 
naissauce  vjSte  adopteda 
the     triumphant     rem  ~ 
being  a  wave  thorongl 
8ui    generis,    combit ' 
the  very  finest  gualitiaj 
of  the  old  Italian  ftu 
*  grea  Flamand,  while   preserving  a  distinct 
araeter. 

onof'Doultonware' — accomplished  substanti 
We  immediately  after  the  object  leaves  the  potten'i 


wlieel,  and  is  effected  by  incrusting  the  surface  with  a  raised  deooia- 
tive  pattern  ;  oi-  else  by  indenting  the  required  design,  or  by  engrav- 
ing the  Btu-face  with  incised  lines  in  tlie  '  sgraffito  '  manner;  and 
further,  by  painting  the  patterns  thus  produced  in  various  colours. 
When  the  ornamentation  is  completed,  the  object  is  exposed  to  the 
fierce  white  heat  of  a  furnace  for  several  dnys ;  nnd  suit  being  thrown 


'in,  the  delicate  transparent  glnzinf*,  for  which  tlie  ware  is  noted, 
results.  Ewers  nnd  (or^f,  vases  and  pfrt/fdiiaiof'Donlton  ware'  are 
now  eagerly  prized  by  French  nniateui-s  of  ceramics,  nnd  are  rapidly 
BiiperscdinR  the  modem  reproductions  of  Palissy  ware,  of  which,  a 
few  yeai-3  ngo,  the  French  were  so  immoderately  fond.  Almost 
an  equally  interesting  feature  of  Messrs.  T>oulton'8  exhibit  is  the 
many  beautiful  examples  of  their  so-called  LambetJt  fairnct,  a 
species  of  revived  majolica,  among  which  are  some  grand  plaqttes, 
painted  with  birds,  flowers,  and  landscapes — one  of  these  being  no 
less  than  live  feet  in  diameter.  The  recompenses  awarded  to 
Messrs.  Doulton  comprise  the  Grand  Prix  for  Architectural  leu  a- 


Mr.  G«ocee 

the  gifted  ait- 

Frooaa 

sa<!::&  ostessiUj-  Imb!'' 

appe«r  to  be  «  fClT  nr 

•UgoiSed  deaeept;'  1. 
IntenutiasHl  ExhOiti' 
jaj4«s  ue  Tery  cstbr^- 
bodies  iodeed,  and,  i^uk 
dktriboting  Grands  Vm 
andGuM  Medals  amou; 
the  Webbs,  the  TiAsfi. 
tbe  K  Uringtons.  ibe  Dottl- 
u>ns.  snd  the  Jackson  i 
Gr&luuus,  they  b<dd  bj 
the  doctrine  that  tlioat 
iriu)  miiuster  to  tbe 
comforts  &s  well  as  those 
whose  pruUut;'^  ijuiilii.G  lu  the  elegance  of  domestic  life  are  en- 
titled to  a  fur  abare  in  tbe  splendid  distiactions  which  it  is  iu 
their  power  to  confer.  Xbe  ovlx  Grand  Prix  in  the  Alimentoir 
Department  which  goes  to  EnRlund  has  been  awarded  to  Messrs. 
Huntley  &.  Pahnen,  biscuit  miuia£ncturers,  vliose  indeCatigabk 
Continental  agent,  Hr,  Joseph  Leete,  has  spared  no  pains  tu 
make  the  display  of  the  renowned  Heading  firm  sttrsctive 
anc"  "lete.     Although  Huntley  A;   Pahners'  mann&ctoiy  in 

i<  ume  fifty  jears  ago,  was  of  a  vcrj-  modest  chanKter, 

a  town  in  itself,  lite  Saltaire  in  Yorkshire,  and  !« 
^ance,  and  employs  about  3000  hands.     ETcryy 
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the  '  great  biscuit  town'  on  the  Kennet  sends  forth  many  thousands 
of  tons  of  biscuits  of  eveiy  form  and  flavour,  and  cakes  of  all 
descriptions.  I  lack  tlie  space  to  enumerate  even  a  tithe  of  the 
astonishingly  varied  assortment  of  biscuits  exhibited  by  Huntley 
&  Palmers  in  their  handsome  kiosque  in  the  Champ  de  Mars, 
and  shrink  from  the  peril  of  losing  myself  in  the  wilderness  of 
*Abernethys,'  'Alberts,'  *Argyles,'  'Bijous,'  'Brightons,*  'Button 
Nuts,'  *  Citrons,'  '  Combinations,'  *  Cracknels,*  *  Diets,'  *  Diges- 
tives,' 'Dovers,'  '  Excui-sions,'  *  Festals,'  '  Fijis,'  *  Gems,'  *Ice 
Creiuns  and  Wafers,'  *  Joujous,'  'Knobbles,'  'Lemons,'  'Lomes,* 
'  Macaroons,'  *  Maries,*  'Mediums,*  '  Meat  Wafers,'  *  Orientals,* 
'Osbornes,'  'Pearls,'  'Picnics,'  'Princes,'  'Queens,'  'Raspberries,' 
'Savoys,'  'Sponge  Rusks,'  'Stars,'  'Sodas,'  'Travellers,'  'Unions,' 
'  Vanillas,'  '  Walnuts,'  '  Wafers,'  and  '  Yachts ; '  but  specimens  of 
all  these,  and  a  few  score  more,  in  tins,  square  and  round,  long  and 
short,  thick  and  thin,  or  arranged  in  fanciful  patterns,  present  a 
most  appetising  appeai'ance  in  the  Reading  kiosque,  around  which 
a  biscuit  scramble  goes  on  every  afternoon,  when,  thanks  to  the 
gallantry  of  the  young  gentleman  in  charge  of  these  attractive  deli- 
cacies, tiie  youngest  and  the  prettiest  of  the  fair  sex  invariably 
emerge  victorious.  I  am  not  inclined  to  think  that  the  jury,  in 
awarding  the  Grand  Prix  to  this  remarkable  ahmentary  display, 
were  over-influenced  by  the  appearance  under  a  glass  case  of  a 
colossal  and  superb  bride-cake.  The  symmetiical  form  and  the 
sumptuous  decoration  of  the  gateau  de  noces  may  have  made  a  due 
impression  on  them  ;  but  the  more  imprejudiced  and  experienced 
among  the  real  expei*ts  must  have  been  led  to  acknowledge  the 
superlative  excellence  of  Huntley  &  Palmers'  biscuits  from  con- 
siderations based  on  the  simple  fact  that  the  French,  eminent  and 
even  illustrious  as  they  are  as  pastrycooks  and  confectioners, 
are  incompetent  to  make  biscuits  that  will  keep.  French  bis- 
cuits are  sweet,  showy,  and  succulent;  but,  after  a  day  or  two, 
cen  est  Jini  avec  eiix.  They  lose  their  gloss,  their  flavour,  and 
their  ciispness,  and  become  Ump,  sour,  dry,  and  tasteless.  Tlie 
English  biscuit,  scrupulously  prepared  and  as  scrupulously 
packed,  will  defy  time  and  climate.  That  is  why  scarcely  a  ship 
sails  from  England  without  a  consignment  of  Reading  biscuits  in 
its  hold ;  and  this  is  why  you  will  find  Huntley  &  Palmers'  biscuits, 
just  as  you  will  find  Elkington's  spoons  and  forks,  and  Allsopp's 
pale  ale — ^the  great  firm  of  Burton-on-Trent  ai*e  not  exhibitors,  but 
their  beer  is  to  be  found  at  any  buflfet  in  the  parks  of  the  Troca- 
dero  and  the  Champ  de  Mars — the  whole  world  over,  not  only  in 
the  great  centres  of  civilisation,  but  in  the  remotest  and  most 
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'  Ah,  je  n'ai  pas  de  medailie  ! '  yells  on  exasperated  French  exhi- 
bitor, in  Cham's  latest  cartoon  in  the  Cltariinri,  The  exasperated 
exhibitor  is  a  pianoforte  manufacturer ;  and,  on  the  principle  of  a 
man  being  pri^■ileged  to  do  what  he  likes  with  hia  own,  he  is 
executing  a  coni^erto  of  the  most  violent  description  on  the  instru- 
ment on  which  a  grudging  international  jurj-  have  declined  to 
confer  a  recompense.  '  No  medal,  eh  ? '  screams  tlie  exhibitor. 
Whack  !  go  three  octaves  at  one  blow  of  his  infuriate  fist.  '  Pas 
de  medaiUe  ! '  Bang !  The  heel  of  tlie  exhibitor's  boot  has  de- 
stroyed another  half-score  of  flats  and  shai-ps.  The  pedals  have 
already  come  to  grief.  May  not  a  man  do  what  he  likes  with  liis 
own  ?  The  famous  Bulwerian  query,  '  ^\'hat  will  he  do  with  it  ? ' 
applies,  however,  to  a  vast  number  of  articles  in  tlie  Exhibition  in 
addition  to  objects  whicli  ha^'e  failed  to  gain  a  prize.  I  notice 
among  the  gifts  made  by  spirited  expoaanta  to  swell  the  list  of 


«ia  he  jnA^  far  a  fcv 

tii..|»>|i»..niiiWl&i 

t^iiiiwiiwrfhrfc^ 


but  it 

h±n  seen 

■^  of  tW  3Iexkaii5,  b 

of  ImnuiuLg- 

toch  a  pbe- 

rKftOs  tn-o 

s  and  iuter- 

B  dtt  Champ  de  Mars 
dsrs  b  e^e.     Th«re  is,  in 
^Kevh^Sueet,  Bumingluun,  a 
ta  the  IVionss  of  Wales,  on 
T^X  to  th*  HuUand  metro- 


of  tol  flavcn,  ^  Inres  u^  petak  of  nbidt 
hf  Means  of  fa«t  ■^■«i«™**  processes  of  electro- 
DoMtn^af  as  iMBj  fiftscnt  metals— gold.  alTer, 
I  m  aot  «nle  save  dud  th^e  is  uot  ft  fiftli 
metalinthedapeof  ahndnia^  A  GBuIkTbat  emn  more  intei- 
estii^  bmiefc  td  Soven  is  pceserred  ander  a  glass  ra5«  in  the 
dnwiDg-.tooni  of  a  -nay  great  ladj-  indeed  in  London.  It  is  more 
than  a  qaailer  of  a  ceatar?  old,  and  is  eatitelv  gill.  It  is  worth 
a  doable  and  a  ^ple  ccating  of  ^'>Id,  for  it  was  presented  to  the 
preat  Litjr  hv  Artliar  WeBeslcr.  Pake  of  Wellington  and  Prince  of 

^oe&tioo,  which  is  ilisturbiug 
"""■     n's  tirpical  manufacturer 
of  his  fellow-exlubitors 
ional  congress  of  art 
__iuess  is  not  with  the 
gold  medals,  but  with 
ihe  merits  of  whose  dis- 
hy the  ntrards  of  the 
about  to  do,  to  the 
Uritish  section  on 
been  conferred,  it 
failed  to  render  full 
__iy  made  by  Messrs. 
who  have  gained  the 
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Gold  Medal  for  glass,  seeing  that  the  name  of  Osier  is  inseparably 
connected  with  the  history  of  International  Exhibitions.  Osier's 
great  Crystal  Fountain  stood  in  the  centre  of  the  transept  of  the 
Palace  of  Glass  in  Hyde  Park  in  1851 ;  and  the  house  has  ever 
since  maintained  its  fame  as  manufacturers,  not  only  of  every 
variety  of  table  and  ornamental  glass,  but  of  works  of  a  monu- 
mental character — what  the  French  call  grosses  pieces.  There 
may  be  those  among  my  readers  who  can  remember  '51  in  Hyde 
Park.  Osier's  fountain  was  a  favourite  try  sting- place  then,  just 
as  Gustave  Dore's  vase  is  in  the  Paris  Exhibition  now.  *  Meet  me 
at  the  Crystal  Fountain  at  a  quarter  to  four,'  you  used  to  say  to  the 
adored  one  of  your  heart.  She  smiled  and  blushed  consent ;  and 
she  was  true  to  her  rendezvous,  judiciously  bringing  her  youngest 
sister,  aged  nine,  with  her.  It  was  the  adored  one  of  your  heart 
who  broke  it  by  marr3'ing  Captain  Prosser,  late  of  the  Bombay 
Fencibles.  You  met  her  the  other  day  looking  at  Barbedienne's 
bronzes  in  the  Exhibition.  She  is  the  mother  of  eight,  and  a 
grandmother — ha,  ha ! — a  grandmother  !  She  remarked  that  you 
had  grown  stout.  You  managed  to  get  that  heart  which  she 
broke  mended  ;  but  now  and  again  you  feel  the  brass  rivets  which 
keep  the  cracked  organ  together  pressing  against  your  ribs.  Stout, 
indeed  !  You  watched  her  breakfasting  at  the  Restaurant  Cate- 
lain,  and  she  ate  *  biftek  aux  pommes'  enough  for  two — she  who 
could  with  difficulty  be  persuaded  in  '51  to  partake  of  so  much 
as  a  Bath  bun  at  Farrance's. 

The  Due  de  St.  Simon  was  wont  to  ascribe  the  wars  in  which 
the  latter  years  of  the  reign  of  Louis  XIV.  were  passed  to  the 
jealousy  excited  among  the  sovereigns  of  Europe  by  the  then 
unsurpassed  Galerie  des  Glaces  at  Versailles ;  but  it  is  to  be 
hoped  that  no  Power,  civilised,  semi- civilised,  or  barbarous,  will 
be  impelled  to  defy  us  to  mortal  combat  because  Messrs.  Osier, 
after  having  challenged  all  possible  rivalry  with  the  Crystal  Foun- 
tain in  1851,  have  maintained  equal  supremacy  in  every  succeeding 
Exhibition,  and  in  1878  come  forward  with  a  colossal  sideboard,  a 
splendid  crystal  throne,  and  some  of  the  largest  and  most  superb 
crystal  chandeliers  ever  produced.  The  sideboard  is  of  Gothic 
design  ;  and,  with  the  exceptions  of  the  mouldings  of  the  arches, 
which  are  of  gold,  and  the  top  of  the  buffet  and  the  base,  which 
are  of  ebony,  is  wholly  composed  of  glass — glass  in  sheets,  glass 
in  blocks,  in  panels,  in  pilasters,  in  brackets — ^huge  wedges  and 
quoins  and  crockets  and  iinials  of  crystal,  thicker  than  the  inex- 
perienced observer  could  imagine  to  have  ever  been  cast  and  hewn 
and  cut  and  polished  from  so  ostensibly  fragile  a  material^ 
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which  loolc,  nevertheless,  as  hai'd  as  adamant,  and  which  have  t] 
Eiheen  and  the  i>rismaUc  hues  of  tUamonds  of  the  purest  watei 
The  cushion  of  the  throne — fittest,  perhaps,  to  serve  as  the  Jadg 
ment-sent  of  some  Eastern  jiotentate — is  of  crimson  velvet.  Tb 
anna,  legs,  and  back  are  nil  of  pttre  and  radiant  crystal.  I  defei 
entially  venture  to  express  the  opiuioQ  that  if  tliis  crystal  thriHi 
could  be  acquired  by  the  Indian  Goveramont,  and  if  Lord  Lytto] 
were  only  to  send  a  photograph  of  this  dazzhng  piece  of  fumitui 
to  Shere  Ali,  with  on  intimation  that  it  should  be  his  if  he  woid 
only  promise  to  be  a  good  Ameer,  and  have  nothing  more  to  d 
with  those  wicked  Russians,  the  morose  ruler  of  Afghanistan  wouli 
straightway  promise  to  abandon  all  his  intrigues,  to  forswear  I '_ 
Muscovite  alliances,  and  to  welcome  a  British  embassy  with  < 
powerful  escort  three  times  a  week.  Deem  not  the  remedy  whid 
I  have  suggested  a  ridiculous  one.  A  dinner  at  Vary's  in  the  Palai 
Royal,  in  July  1815,  timeously  organised  by  the  Duke  of  Welling 
ton,  was  BuiScieut  to  dissuade  Blucher  from  blowing  up  the  Bridg 
of  Jena.  '  I  must  and  will  blow  it  up,'  gi-umhled  old  '  Marshi 
Vorwarts '  over  his  bisque  soup.  But  when  he  got  to  his  parfait  a\ 
cafe  and  his  thii'd  bottle  of  Moet  and  Chandon,  and  was  prepoiic 
to  light  his  meerschaum,  he  seized  the  Duke's  hand,  and  cried 
'  Nevei'  was  there  such  a  dinner;  I  ivUl  not  hlov}  vp  the  Bridge  o 
Jena,' 

"While  the  exhibit  of  Messrs.  Osier  is  tUstuiguished  for  the  vas 
size  and  rare  quahty  of  the  magisterial  lustres,  equal  excellence  ii 
shown  in  a  varied  assortment  of  smaller  chandeliers  and  girandolm 
of  artistic  metal  work  in  combination  with  crystal  glass.  These  laat 
named  articles  are  especially  worth  attention.  We  have  alreadydooi 
some  surjirisingly  good  things  in  brazen  and  bronze-gilt  chandeliers 
the  only  drawback  to  which,  as  articles  of  decomtion,  is  that  they  an 
somewhat  heavy  in  appearance,  and  have  too  much  of  a  strictly 
ecclesiastical,  or  at  least  mediieva],  look ;  but  in  the  new  combi- 
nation introduced  by  Messrs.  Osier  the  impressive  grandeur  of 
artistic  ally- worked  brass  or  gUt  bronze  is  combined  with  the  ele- 
gance and  the  lightness  of  the  crvstal  surroundings.  Eaily  Enghcji 
still  holds  its  place  in  the  public  favour  at  home  as  a  style  of 
decoration  eminently  suitable  to  our  wants  and  wishes ;  and  Messrs. 
Osier  have  produced  an  article,  the  design  of  which  must  fully 
satisfy  the  ajsthetic  tastes  of  the  admirers  of  Pugin,  of  Gilberts 
Scott,  and  of  Sti'eet ;  while  at  the  same  time  it  ministers  equa" 
to  the  enjoyment  of  those  who  love  the  elegant  richness  of  t  _^ 
Italian,  and  especially  of  the  Venetian,  Renaissance.  Ample  illus- 
trations ai^c  also  given  in  the  Oslei"  display  of  tahle-lamijs  s 
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candelalNra  and  flower-yases  of  great  variety  and  elegance  of  design; 
and  it  is  well  for  the  credit  of  our  glass  manufacturers  that  such 
an  historic  fiim  as  Messrs.  Osier's  should  have  shown  their 
thorough  capacity  to  produce  not  only  the  monumental  articles — 
the  grosses  piices,  the  contemplation  of  which  astonishes  and 
delights  the  spectator,  but  which  only  Emperors  and  Kings,  or 
Sultans  and  Rajahs,  could  purchase— but  likewise  smaller  and  more 
portable  objects  in  glass,  exquisitely  pure  in  material,  perfect  in 
artistic  design,  graceful  alike  in  form  and  ornamentation,  and 
pecuniarily  within  the  means  of  those  who  wish  to  decorate  their 
houses  handsomelj^  but  without  ruining  themselves. 

I  am  told  that  when  the  late  Ibrahim  Pasha  (whom  Wright,  the 
low  comedian,  always  persisted  in  calling  'Abraham  Parker'), 
visited  Birmingham  in  1845,  he  went  over  Messrs.  Osier's  works, 
and  expressed  a  strong  desire  to  purchase  a  colossal  candelabrum. 
Next  day  a  full- sized  drawing  of  the  object  required,  upwards  of  twelve 
feet  high,  was  submitted  to  his  Egyptian  Highness.  On  the  follow- 
ing day  an  order  was  given  for  a  pair  of  candelabra,  each  sustaining 
a  cluster  of  lights;  and  Messrs.  Osier  were  left  to  devise  the  means 
for  carr34ng  out  an  order  involving  the  production  of  masses  of 
glass  far  exceeding  m  size  anything  before  manufactured.  The 
gi'eat  work,  however,  was  finished ;  and  when  it  was  completed, 
they  were  seen  by  Prince  Albeii,  by  the  Duke  of  Wellington,  and 
by  Sir  Robert  Peel.  The  Prince  Consort,  indeed,  waa  so  pleased 
that  he  ordered  a  pair  of  candelabra  of  somewhat  smaller  size  as  a 
birthday  present  for  her  Majesty  the  Queen.  These  are  now  at 
Balmoral.  On  the  arrival  of  Ibrahim  Pasha's  candelabra  in 
Egypt,  the  magnificence  of  the  pieces  created  so  great  an  impression 
that  commissions  were  sent  to  Messrs.  Osier  for  a  second  and  a 
third  pair ;  one  pair  being  destined  for  the  tomb  of  the  Prophet  at 
Medina.  In  the  palaces  of  the  Sultan  at  Constantinople  there  are 
also  many  superb  specimens  of  Osier  s  inain-d^ceuvre. 

When  her  Majesty  Queen  Victoria  visited  Birmingham  in  1858 
to  open  Aston  HaU,  a  magnificent  specimen  of  Tudor  architecture, 
Messrs.  Osier  produced  a  service  of  glass  in  the  Tudor  style  for 
the  royal  luncheon;  and  her  Majesty  was  so  struck  with  the  artistic 
•  beauty  of  the  service  that  she  then  and  there  expressed  a  wish  to 
carry  away  the  glass  from  which  she  had  been  drinking.  Her 
Majesty  subsequently  ordered  more  than  one  set  as  presents  to  the 
royal  children  on  their  marriage ;  viz.  one  for  the  Crown  Princess 
of  Prussia  (Princess  Royal  of  England),  and  another  for  the 
lamented  Princess  Alice  of  Hesse  Darmstadt.  There  are  chander 
liers  and  lustres  of  Messrs.  Osier's  handiwork  in  the  ballroom  and 
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enpper-room  at  Duckinfilinin  Pnlace,  in  the  Waterloo  Gnllery 
"Windsor  Castle,  in  the  Reception-room  auil  the  Eg_vptian  HaU 
the  Mansion  House,  nral  in  the  Council  Chamber  ami  tlie  nei 
Library   at   Guildhall ;   besides   services   of  table-glass   for 
Queen's  table  at  Buckingham  Palace,  and  at  other  royal  rei 
dences. 

I  have  ah-eady  mentioned  that  the  Royal  Worcester  Porcelain 
Works  have  received  the  Gold  Medal  for  tlieir  highly-interesting 
ceramic  display.     It  coidd  scarcely  have  been  oUierwise,  since  the 
mere  enamels  exhibited  merit  tliis  distinction  independently  of  tha. 
jewelled  porcelain  on  which  the  establishment  i)rides  itself,  tL 
delicately-ornamented  ivoiy  ware,  the  graceful  adaptations  tro: 
the  Japanese,  the  attractive  table  aei 
vices  in  the  old  Worcester  style,  and  the' 
colloction   of  vases,   Venetian   botUes, 
plaques,  and  plateau  in  a  new  highly- 
vitrified  fiuence,  wherein  combination 
(if  blue,  white,  and  gold,  are  inl 
tiuced  with  a  superb  effect.    Vftri( 


as  the  collection  altogether  is,  many  of  the  more  recent  produoq 
tions  indicate  in  a  decided  maimer  tlie  ai't-influence  of  Japan  3 
*8  not  BO  much  the  spirit  of  slavish  imitation  that  is  appareati 
jdicious  adaptation  of  the  more  graceful  forms  and  higher  j 
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Btylcfi  of  ornamentation  in  vogue  among  the  testhetit!  and  s 
Orientals,  &om  whom  Europe  and  America  are  alike  derivinL_ 
lessons  in  decorative  art.     Mr.  K  W.  Binna,  the  director  of  tlufl 
Worcester  Porcelain  Works,  wisely  indifferent  to  all  crazes  Blidfl 
fevers  of  fashion,  has  discriminatingly  applied  the  truths  wbiol 
the  Japanese  models  teach,  with  a  result  that  is  much  to  be  oo|~ 
mended.    Among  the  examples  exhibited  there  are  services  J 
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well  as  isolated  pieces  in  which  flowers  and  birds,  treated  after  the 
Japanese  fashion,  are  intermingled  with  butterflies  and  similar 
objects  in  gold  and  bronze  relief,  securing  by  this  means  a  rich 
and  solid  effect  very  far  superior  to  that  of  ordinary  gilding.  The 
perforated  flower-vases  and  jardinieres,  decorated  with  gold  and 
bronze  of  different  shades,  while  retaining  some  of  their  Oriental 
quaintness,  are  certainly  not  devoid  of  grace ;  and  the  same  may 
be  said  of  the  blue  pilgrim-shaped  vase  with  its  Japanese  figures 
and  gold  and  bronze  ornamentation,  and  of  the  flower-vases  of 
novel  form  painted  in  brilliant  blue  and  white.  One  Worcester 
novelty  is  the  imitation  of  the  Namako  glazed  ware,  which  lends 
itself  effectively  to  decorative  purposes  from  the  richness  of  the 
tones  of  its  judiciously-blended  colours. 

Unquestionably  the  most  important  objects  displayed  by  the 
famous  Worcester  establishment  are  the  pair  of  large  vases  in  the 
Renaissance  style,  ornamented  with  delicately-modelled  bas-reliefs 
in  richly-framed  compartments  on  their  sides.  The  subjects  on 
the  one  vase  comprise  the  medieeval  potter  working  at  his  wheel 
and  the  modeller  applying  the  finishing  touches  to  the  statuette  of 
some  saint,  while  represented  on  the  other  are  the  painter  engaged 
on  the  decoration  of  a  vase  and  the  furnace-man  intent  upon  his 
anxious  task.  Admirably  moulded  heads  of  celebrated  artists  of 
the  period  of  the  Renaissance,  who  lent  the  aid  of  their  great 
talents  towards  the  production  of  the  ceramic  masterpieces  of  the 
epoch,  form  the  handles  of  this  fine  pair  of  vases,  which  certainly 
sustain  the  ancient  reputation  of  the  Royal  Worcester  Works. 

A  proof  of  how  the  prosperity  of  one  branch  of  manufacture 
conduces  to  the  advantage  of  another  which  is  altogether  dissimilar 
is  to  be  found  in  the  way  in  which  the  existing  craze  for  the  posses- 
sion and  display  of  ceramic  rarities  has  influenced  the  production 
of  high-class  decorative  furniture.  People  do  not  pay  fabulous  smns 
for  rare  Sevres  and  Dresden,  ancient  majoUca  and  old  Chelsea,  blue 
Nankin  and  veritable  Palissy  ware,  or  compete  for  the  chefs-d'cexivre 
of  our  modem  potters,  in  order  to  hide  them  away  in  cupboards 
and  closets;  and  they  are,  I  trust,  beginning  to  realise  the  inartistic 
stupidity  of  suspending  against  their  walls  articles  never  intended 
to  be  displayed  in  this  fashion.  Hence  the  impulse  given  to  that 
manufacture  of  cabinets  and  buffets  expressly  intended  for  the 
exposition  of  these  and  similar  art-treasures.  It  is  requisite  that 
the  shrine  should  be  worthy  of  the  saint,  and  the  cabinet  or  buffet 
is  therefore  planned  to  rival  in  symmetry  of  form  and  appropriate- 
ness of  decoration  the  ceramic  gems  which  it  is  designed  to  display. 
On  the  other  hand,  the  beauties  of  a  masterpiece  of  this  kind  can 
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only  be  properly  api>reciated  wlieu    it   is    duly    bedecked 
gamished. 

No  class  indulges  more  lavishly  in  objects  of  this  descriptii 
tlian  the  wealthy  manufacturers  of  the  North  of  England, 
evidently  need  not  go  far  to  gratify  any  taste  tliey  may 
for  decorative  funiiture  of  the  highest  class,  since  the  ateli 
of  Manchester  can  supply  all  that  they  desire.  Tlie  buffet 
the  cabinet  aliown  by  Mr.  James  Lamb  of  John  Dalton  Sti 
Manchester,  and  which  Iiave  secured  for  their  exhibitor  the 
of  a  Gold  Medal,  will  bear  the  keenest  inspection  as  to  wor  _ 
ship  nud  the  sharpest  criticism  as  to  design.  Tiie  plan  of  the 
buflet  has  evidently  been  inspired  by  a  reminiscence  of  the  Middle 
Ages,  when  this  article  consisted  mainly  of  sundry  shelves  for  the 
reception  of  the  household  tankards  and  platters ;  when  people  dis- 
played in  their  dining-halls  all  the  treasures  that  were  not  stowed 
away  under  lock  and  key  in  huge  iron-bauded  oaken  chests  witli 
elaborately  shaped  hinges ;  and  when  an  accurate  idea  of  the  status 
and  wealth  of  Sir  Thomas  of  Eii>ingham,  or  Baron  Walter  of  "  ~ 
Grange,  could  be  gathered  from  a  glance  at  his  sideboard.  Si 
as  well  as  wealth,  because  the  number  of  superposed  shelves 
fixed  in  strict  accordance  with  the  rank  of  their  oivner,  though 
is  probable  that  such  regulations  shared  the  general  fate  of  all  sump- 
tuary  laws,  which,  being  continually  renewed,  always  began  with  a 
'  whereas,'  to  the  etfect  tliat  tlie  enactment  last  passed  on  the  same 
subject  had  been  disregarded  by  his  Majesty's  lieges,  Bame  AUcia 
Fitzwalter,  in  tlie  fifteenth  centurj',  thought  no  more,  it  may  be, 
of  trimming  her  kirtle  with  a  prohibited  fur,  or  wearing  aouiier«  «  la 
poulaine  a  span  beyond  the  prescribed  length,  than  did  Lady  Bett 
Featherhead  in  the  eighteenth  of  decking  hei-self  with  smuggli 
MechUn  cap  and  pinners,  or  sipping  out  of  eggshell  china  tea 
had  never  paid  the  State  a  farthing  of  duty. 

^Vhile  retaining  a  decided  reminiscence  of  the  old  English" 
style,  the  buffet  is  boldly  and  avowedly  intended  to  be  Victorian, 
being  neither  precisely  mediieval  nor  like  any  modem  version  of 
medifevalisQ],  but  claiming  to  be  distinctly  individual.  Embodying 
firmness  and  solidity  without  heaviness,  its  most  djstingaishiu" 
feature  is  the  luxuriance  of  its  mouldings,  carved  as  thai 
are  with  a  variety  of  patterns,  imparting  an  air  of  great  rich- 
ness, without  impairing  the  effect  of  the  straight  lines  and 
general  square  style  of  treatment.  The  material  is  old  brown 
English  oak  from  Sherwood  Forest,  relieved  with  moulding: 
and  bands  of  ebony,  and  panels  of  carved  walnut.  The  o 
— which   was   grooving   when    '  Shawes  were  sheene   and   leai 
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were  large  and  longe/  and  Bobin  Hood  found  'lit  menye 
walkyng  in  the  fayre  forrest  To  heare  the  small  birde's  song  * 
— has  acquired,  with  time,  a  very  full-striped  brown  tint — lie 
'  leopard-skin  figure '  so  highly  prized  by  connoisseurs — the  rich 
mellow  effect  of  which  is  enhanced  by  a  background  of  green 
velvet,  warm  enough  in  tone  to  help  the  colour  of  the  wood.  The 
lower  portion  of  the  buffet  is  fitted  with  the  usual  quota  of  drawers, 
cupboards,  cellarettes,  &c.,  all  duly  firamed,  panelled,  moulded, 
and  carved  secundum  artem ;  whilst  above  are  shelves,  spaces,  and 
divisions  for  the  reception  and  display  of  various  decorative  objects 
— Cellini  salvers,  mediaeval  hanaps,  Bohemian  beakers,  Venetian 
goblets,  Queen  Anne  flagons,  peg-tankards,  gold  and  silver  plate, 
Palissy  dishes,  Dresden  statuettes.  Oriental  vases,  Satsuma  jars, 
china  punchbowls,  pilgrim-bottles,  Gres  de  Flandres,  old  Nankin, 
Crown  Worcester,  or  whatever  else  the  owner  may  be  the  fortunate 
possessor  of.  There  are,  moreover,  some  ingeniously  contrived 
niches  with  glass  doors,for  the  preservation  of  objects  of  special  value 
or  exceptional  fragility,  from  the  onslaughts  of  the  feather-broom 
or  the  perils  of  the  duster ;  and  in  the  centre  of  the  buffet  is  a 
mirror,  with  a  gilt  frame  and  inlaid  border  of  ebony  and  boxwood, 
flanked  on  either  side  by  walnut  panels  skilfully  carved  with  well- 
designed  figures  of  Bacchus  and  Ceres,  the  twin  patrons  of  the 
so-called  good  things  of  this  life. 

Chasteness  of  design  and  perfect  finish  of  execution  are  the 
leading  characteristics  of  the  cabinet  of  ebony,  enriched  with 
margins  of  Coromandel  wood  and  stiings  and  borderings  of 
inlaid  silver,  which  forms  another  exhibit  of  Mr.  James  Lamb. 
The  columns,  balustrades,  mouldings,  and  panels  of  carved  ebony 
conduce  materially  to  the  ornamentation  of  this  stately  piece  of 
i'limiture,  although  its  most  effective  decorative  featiure  is  unques- 
tionably the  inlaid  silver  work,  the  flowing  patterns  of  which  are 
exceedingly  refined  and  gi*aceful.  The  cabinet  having  been  ex- 
pressly planned  for  the  reception  and  display  of  otfevrerie,  gems, 
enamels,  and  the  like  costly  rarities,  its  unusuidly  minute  mouldings 
iind  delicate  ornamentation  are  in  perfect  keeping  with  this  design. 
In  the  upper  part  is  a  lai*ge  central  mirror  in  a  frame  of  ebony, 
relieved  with  ornaments  of  oxidised  silver ;  the  panels,  of  pale- 
blue  satin-damask  on  either  side,  containing  small  convex  mirrors, 
framed  in  repousse  silver,  and  seizing  as  sconces.  Carved  bas- 
reliefs  of  Beauty  and  Knowledge,  typified  by  female  figures,  adorn 
the  two  end  compartments  of  the  lower  portion  of  the  cabinet,  which 
has  a  landscape  at  its  summit,  flanked  by  female  figures  re- 
presenting   Morning   and   Evening.      Botli   buffet  and   cabinet 
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are  accompanied  by  chairs  of  con-eaponding  woods,  which,  whiU 
partnkiiig  of  the  priueipnl  extenial  characteristics  of  the  more  im^ 
portaiit  articles  of  furniture,  have  been  designed  with  a  view  1 
coinfnrt  as  well  as  to  effect. 

The  single  jeweller  in  the  British  section  whose  display  oB 
precious  wares  has  been  rewai'ded  with  a  Gold  Medal  ia  MrJ 
John  Brogden,  recently  of  Henrietta  Street,  Covent  Garden,  bun 
now  of  No.  6,  Grand  Hotel  Buildings,  Charing  Cross.     Not  onljq 
has  he  received  the  Gold  Medal,  but  the  Cross  of  the  Legion  o 
Honour  has  likewise  been   confen'ed  upon   him.     The  leading 
articles   in   Mr.    Brogden's    exhibit    are   a   Pompeian   bracelet 
decorated   with   delicately-tinted   birds   and  flowers  on  a  blad 
ground  ;  a  massive  gold  armlet  of  Greek  design,  with  an  antiq^ut 
gera  set  in  the  middle  ;  a  bracelet  of  Etruscan  design,  inerusted* 
with  antique  gems  ;  and  an  onj-x  cameo,  smrounded  by  precious 
stones,  and  in  that  Celtic  style  in  which  Mr.  O'Fallon  has  designed 
so  many  beautiful   articles   for  tho   engraved   glass  in  Messrs. 
Webb's  exhibit,  and  which  is  mpidly  gi'owing  in  public  favour. 
The  monument  to  be  erected  by  her  Majesty  the   Queen  to  th^ 
memory  of  the  late  Sh-  Thomas  Biddulph  is  to  take  the  form  of  « 
Celtic  cross ;  and  it  is  high  time  that  Celtic  ornamentation,  boldly 
yet  delicately  fanciful  as  it  is,  should  be  studied  by  our  jewellers 
and  our  decorative  artists  in  general.     There  is,  at  the  same  tini^ 
great  catholicity  in  the  styles  of  which  Mr.  .John  Brogden  exhibits 
specimens.     Thus  I  find  an  exquisitely  tasteful  cross  of  sapphire! 
and  pearls,  taken  from  Quintin  Matsys'  '  Salvator  Mundi,'  ' 
National  Gallery.     This  beautiful  object  has  been  purchased  b_ 
H.R.H.   Piince    Leopold,     I   find   also  a  Venetian  cross  from 
the  house  of  Marco  Polo ;  a  Pompeian  lamp,  to  be  used  as  ft 
vinaigi-ette ;  a  bi'acelet  of  Assj^ian  design  from  a  cylinder  in  the 
British  Museum  :  an  Etruscan  bracelet ;  an  Etruscan  scarab^ns,. 
to  be  worn  as  a  ring ;  and  a  niunber  of  pins,  earrings,  pendants, 
and  lockets  in  the  Greek,  the  Byzantine,  and  the  old  Russian 
styles.     A  pendent  ornament  for  a  watchchain,  in  the  form  of  the  ■ 
cylinder,  with  handles,  used  by  the  Assyrian  kings  to  sign  state  i 
documents,  is  peculiarly  quaint  and  chai'acteristic  ;  and  tliere  ia. 
superb  goldsmith's  work  in  the  rose-water  fiagon  ornamented  with ' 
the  subject  of  the  '  Council  of  Juno,'  in  gold  rilievo  :  tlie  attributes 
of  Jupiter  and  Juno  fonning  a  Pompeian  seroU-woili  border  to 
tlie  subject,  while  in  the  centre  of  the  handle  is  encrusted  a  mafj-t- 
nificent  engraved  carbuncle.     There  is  likewise  a  superb  ebonr 
',  ornamented  with   lBX)is -lazuli,  cai'buucles,   garnets,   axok 
I  of  dnrk-blue  enamel  and  grisaille,  depicting  incidents  ir^ 
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the  history  of  the  Marquises  of  Worcester  and  the  ducal  house  of 
Beaufort  generally.  The  Great  Marquis,  who  shares  with  the 
Frenchman  Denis  Papin — but  not  by  any  means  with  the  crazy 
hydraulic  engineer  Salomon  de  Caux — the  honour  of  the  invention 
of  the  steam-engine,  is  obviously  and  conspicuously  represented  in 
this  casket,  the  handles  of  which  are  enriched  with  richly-chased 
statuettes  in  silver-gilt,  and  which  is  surmounted  by  a  trophy  of 
the  arms  of  the  present  Marquis  of  Worcester,  to  whom  this  splen- 
did testimonial  was  presented  by  the  magistrates  of  the  county  of 
Monmouth.  I  cannot  quit  Mr.  John  Brogden's  sumptuous  display 
of  jewelry  and  orfevrerie  without  glancing  at  a  wedding  brooch 
of  antique  Boman  design,  which,  could  Chaucer's  Prioress  revisit 
this  mortal  scene,  would  surely  have  fascinated  the  delicate  lady, 
who  spoke  French  after  the  school  of  Stratford-atte-Bowe,  seeing 
that  French  of  Paris  was  to  her  unknown.  The  lady  in  the  Canter- 
bury Tales  wore  a  brooch  bearing  the  inscription  'Amor,'  or  *Boma,* 
read  it  which  way  you  like  ;  and  such  brooches  may  be  seen  at  this 
day  in  the  jewellers'  shops  in  the  Via  Condotti  at  Eome ;  but  Mr. 
Brogden's  Boman  brooch  is  more  elaborately  and  more  significantly 
inscribed.     It  bears  the  legend : 


UBI  TU  ciiua 
IBI  £00  CAIA. 


There  would  have  been  no  harm  in  the  Prioress  wearing  a  brooch 
with  such  a  legend.  She  might  have  had  a  brother  or  an  uncle 
whose  name  was  Caius.  On  the  other  hand,  the  pretty  trinket  is 
just  such  a  one  as  HeloYse  might  have  presented  to  Abelard. 

Certain  of  my  readers  will  of  coiurse  remember,  and  wiU  even 
have  been  wearers  of,  the  old  beaver  hat,  remarkable  alike  for  its 
weight,  its  warmth,  its  costliness,  and  its  fluffiness  of  texture. 
Specimens  of  it  linger,  I  believe,  in  a  quasi-fossil  condition  in 
remote  agricultural  districts,  where  they  have  been  handed  down 
as  heirlooms,  and  in  theatrical  wardrobes,  whence  they  are  trans- 
fenred  from  time  to  time  to  the  head  of  the  actor  who  plays  the 
part  of  Paul  Pry  and  similar  characters.  Moreover,  certain  noble- 
men and  gentlemen  of  sporting  proclivities,  who  adhere  pertina- 
ciously to  the  fashions  of  their  youth,  may  still  be  seen  wearing 
this  antiquated  headgear  in  the  paddock  at  Doncaster  and  on  the 
lawn  at  Goodwood.  As  a  rule,  however,  the  beaver  Hat  is  little 
else  than  a  tradition  with  the  existing  generation,  whose  obliga- 
tions are  mainly  due  to  the  well-known  Piccadilly  firm  of  Lincoln, 
Bennett,  &  Co.,  for  having  relieved  their  heads  fi:om  this  weighty 
load.    To  the  firm  in  question,  established  as  far  back  as  the  year 
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of  the  Treaty  of  Tilsit,  we  owe  i\.<.  .u\i:-u,i-.,,.^-u  of  tlie  perfected* 
silk  hat,  which  ia  so  much  lighter  nud  cheaper  than  its  flocculent 
prcdecoBsor.  One  of  the  earliest  hats  of  velvet-piled  silk,  the  pre- 
cursor of  the  velvet-napped  silk  now  in  general  use,  was  made  for 
the  late  Lord  I^yndhurst,  who  ia  said  to  have  been  the  first  English 
nobleman  to  adopt  the  silk  hat,  OriginftUy  the  material  on  which 
Ihe  silk  was  fixed  wna  of  Bttifif  or  felt;  but  after  a  time  these  were 
Hiipplonted  by  the  perforated  willow  hody,  giviug  rise  to  tlie  well~g 
known  '  gossamer  hat.'  The  famous  Piccadilly  firm,  liowever,  wer( 
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the  first  to  have  recourse  to  muslin  and  cambric — securing  thereby 
the  much-desired  lightness — as  well  as  to  a  chemical  composition 
technically  known  as  *  coodle '  for  proofing  in  lieu  of  the  customary 
size,  glue,  resin,  pitch,  oil,  and  naphtha,  the  presence  of  which 
was  apt  to  become  unpleasantly  obvious  when  the  warmth  of  the 
head  made  itself  felt.  The  display  of  glossy  hats,  with  every 
variety  of  tasteful  lining,  in  Messrs.  Lincoln,  Bennett,  &  Co.'s 
elegantly  arranged  case  is  supplemented  by  military  helmets  and 
felt  hats  of  superb  finish,  constructed  on  what  is  known  as  the 
firm's  *  pull  over  *  system,  whereby  fine  quality  is  combined  with 
great  durability,  a  circumstance  which  those  bent  upon  lengthened 
joumeyings  will  do  weU  to  bear  in  mind.  Properly  enough, 
Messrs.  Lincoln,  Bennett,  &  Co.  have  had  the  Gold  Medal  awarded 
to  them  for  the  excellent  quality  and  splendid  finish  of  the  silk 
and  felt  hats  which  they  exhibit. 

Being,  even  in  the  broad  daylight,  a  dreamer  of  dreams  and  a 
8eer  of  visions,  when  I  halted  the  other  day  in  the  Rue  des 
Nations,  in  front  of  the  Queen  Anne  house  erected  by  Mr.  W.  H. 
Lascelles  of  Bunhill  Bow,  from  the  designs  of  Mr.  B.  Norman 
Shaw,  R.A.,  I  half  expected  to  see  the  dignified  shade  of  the 
Bight  Honourable  Joseph  Addison  step  out  on  the  balcony,  to  gaze 
wi&  majestic  disapproval  at  an  equally  shadowy  figure  with  a 
staggering  gait,  a  cocked  hat  considerably  on  one  side,  and  a 
Steinkirk  cravat  very  much  awry,  who  ought  to  have  arrived  an 
hoiur  ago,  but  who  prefers  drinking  in  Fleet  Street  taverns  to  con- 
sulting with  his  grave  collaboratettr  as  to  the  best  subject  for  the 
next  essay  in  the  Spectator.  In  like  manner,  when  peepmg  through 
the  bay-window,  I  thought  to  behold  the  elegant  phantom  of  Mr. 
Secretary  St.  John,  listening,  with  an  amused  air,  to  a  visionary 
<;lergyman  with  a  strongly  marked  satui'nine  face — ^who  is  lecturing 
him,  with  a  slight  Lish  accent,  on  the  enormity  of  indulging  too 
freely  in  champagne  and  burgundy,  and  who,  it  is  rumoured,  is  to 
be  made  a  bishop  for  his  scathing  political  satires.  Failing  this,  I 
at  least  hoped  to  catch  a  glimpse  of  the  diminutive  shade  of  Mr. 
Alexander  Pope,  gliding  through  the  portal  on  a  visit  to  the  some- 
what shaky  spectre  of  Mr.  William  Wycherley.  But  no  such 
visions  as  these  were  vouchsafed  me.  It  was  Belinda,  who  gazed 
with  tearful  eyes  from  the  balcony  at  the  retreating  figure  of  Sir 
Plume,  twirling  his  clouded  cane  as  he  sallied  forth  in  quest  of 
the  ravished  lock.  It  was  Lord  Ogleby  and  Sir  Harry  Wildair, 
who  paused  in  front  of  the  bay-window  to  watch  Beatrice  Esmond 
handed  into  her  chair  by  her  cousin  Henry,  and  to  discuss  the 
approaching  union  of  Colonel  Fainwell  and  Saccharissa  between 
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two  pinches  of  impalpable  snu£f.  It  was  Sir  Roger  de  Coverley 
and  Mr.  Isaac  Bickerstaff,  who  had  called  to  inquire  after  the 
health  of  Captain  Tobias  Shandy,  lately  returned  from  Flanders, 
and  who  were  met  at  the  door  of  the  house  by  the  captain's  ser- 
vant Tiim. 

For  the  house  itself  is  only  a  ghost — albeit  a  veiy  well-con- 
structed and  substantial  one — of  a  bygone  age,  and  the  only  phan- 
toms that  can  haunt  it  are  the  immortal  creations  of  fiction.  It  is 
the  ghost  of  an  old  English  town  house  of  the  first  years  of  the 
eighteenth  centmy,  with  its  red  brickwork — showing  the  alternate 
courses  of  '  headers '  and  *  stretchers '  of  the  *  English  bond ' — its 
white  stone  balcony,  fluted  pilasters,  elaborately  moulded  panel- 
lings, and  ornate  cornices ;  but  instead  of  being  built  of  the  old- 
fashioned  bricks,  it  is  entirely  constructed  of  cubes  of  Mr.  Lascelles' 
patented  red  cement,  which  are  truer,  harder,  and  quite  impervious 
to  wet,  and  to  which  he  has  succeeded  in  imparting  the  cheerful 
red  tone  characteristic  of  the  epoch.  This  interesting  house,  which 
has  obtained  for  Mr.  Lascelles  the  Gold  Medal,  in  conjunction  with 
the  more  highly-prized  distinction  of  the  Cross  of  the  Legion  of 
Honour,  has  been  presented  by  him  to  the  French  Government, 
and  is  to  be  reerected  at  the  close  of  the  Exhibition  in  the  con- 
templated Industrial  Museum  in  the  Tuileries  Gardens.  At  present 
it  is  placed  at  the  disposal  of  the  British  Commissioners,  and  serves 
as  a  haven  of  rest  to  jurymen  exhausted  by  their  arduous  laboiu^. 

Mr.  Lascelles  has  also  erected  some  workmen's  cottages  in  an 
open  area  of  the  Park,  near  the  Quai  d'Orsay,  the  floors,  roofs,  and 
walls  of  which  are  built  of  patent  concrete  slabs,  screwed  on  to  a 
wooden  framework,  without  a  brick,  tile,  lath,  or  floor-board  being 
employed  in  their  construction,  so  that  they  can  readily  be  taken 
down  and  sent  any  distance  for  reerection.  The  prospect  of  being 
able  to  fold  up  his  eligible  double-fronted  family  residence  like  an 
Arab  tent,  and  silently  steal  away  to  his  favourite  watering-place, 
there  to  rebuild  it  in  defiance  of  lodging-house  hai'pies,  must  be  a 
tempting  one  to  Paterfamilias,  though  ground  landlords  might 
object  to  the  generalisation  of  such  a  custom.  These  concrete 
slabs  and  tiles  have  also  been  used  in  the  stable  built  for  the 
Prince  of  Wales  from  the  designs  of  Mr.  Gilbert  R.  Redgrave. 
Another  example  of  constructive  ingenuity  is  presented  in  Mr. 
Lascelles'  bent-wood  conservatory,  built  upon  a  principle  which 
prevents  its  moving  and  cracking  the  glass,  and  illustrating  a  suc- 
cessful attempt  to  obtain  a  maximum  of  sti*ength  with  a  minimum 
of  material ;  the  doorways  being  constructed  to  act  as  buttresses, 
and  the  whole  structure  being  bound  together  by  bent  bars  and 
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lattice  girdera.  A  new  method  of  glazmg  is  likewise  shown  1 
the  adoption  of  which  glass  stnictures  can  be  erected  witlioi 
skilled  labour,  paint,  or  pntly  in  a  very  short  time.  Ench  shM 
of  glass  is  tui-ned  up  at  one  edge,  turned  down  at  the  other,  ana 
Itooked  at  tlie  top  something  like  a  common  roof  tile,  and  can  be 
put  up  and  taken  down  witli  facility.  Mr,  Lascelles'  conservatory 
lias  been  purchased,  I  hear,  by  Sir  Richard  Wallace,  who  intends 
reerecting  it  upon  his  Norfcilk  estate. 
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B  Great  Iiotter;  of  the  Kxhibition  bids  fair  to  become  a  very 
Kisiderftble  nuismice  in  Paris.  You  cannot  enter  a  dfbit  da 
tahac  to  buy  a  cJtJar  or  a  poetaffe-stiumt  without  beinp  pestered  to 
purchase  lottery -tickets.  Fortunately,  I  am  nut  a  direcrt  Insimyei' 
in  Fi-ance ;  or,  in  addition  to  ray  other  woes.  I  should  be  inipor- 
tuncd  by  the  lociU  rate-collector  to  invest  in  tliis  omnipresent 
lotter}-.  Tht!  Minister  of  Finance  has  issued  cirmlars  to  all  the 
percepteun,  or  tnx-gatherers,  ordering  them  to  exereise  their  influ- 
ence over  their  cuntribuahlet  to  induce  them  to  tiike  tickets  in  the 
Audacious  ruffle  which  the  Exhibition  CommineionerH  have  so  ill- 
ndvisedly  sanctioned  to  tlie  discredit  of  a  uoble,  magnificent,  and 
aaccesBful  enterprise. 


I 
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I  am  glad  to  notice  that  the  French  press  are  almost  nnaoimoiii 
in  blaming  a  scheme  which  is  fast  attaining  the  proportionB  of  a] 
scandal.  A  raffle  for  a  gold  watch  or  a  silver  teapot  (the  Catholie 
lotteries  in  Ireland  Bometimes  offer  a  horse  and  gig  as  a  prize), 
or  a  Derby  '  sweep '  at  a  club  or  on  tlie  course,  may  do  no  very 
great  harm,  now  and  again ;  but  as  to  the  folly  and  immorality  of 
a  National  Lottery  there  con  be,  I  apprehend,  no  manner  of  doubt. 
The  Banco  di  Lotto  has  kept  Italy  poor  these  many  years  past ; 
and  the  same  may  be  said  of  Spain;  while  the  Royal  Havana 
Lottery — ^which  is  drawn  once  a  month,  and  the  first  prize  in 
which  IS  100,000  dollars,  or  20,000i.— not  only  keeps  the  Island 
of  Cuba  m  a  constant  state  of  fennent,  but  extends  its  maleficent 
influence  to  the  United  States. 

Perhaps  I  should  speak  of  the  Havana  Lottery  in  the  past 
tense.     Changes  of  all  kinds  may  have  taken  place  in  the  island 
during  the  insurrection ;  but  I  remember  veiy  well  fifteen  years 
ago  liow  all  the  caf^s  and  public  promenades  of  the  Pearl  of  the 
Antilles  used  to  be  infested  by  ragged  men  and  boys  haw"  * 
halves,  quartera,  eights,  and  even  sixteenths  of  lottery  ticketai 
1  need  scarcely  say  that  it  is  one  thing  to  preach  against  the  im-' 
morality  of  lotteries,  and  another  to  practise  abstention  fr 
veiy  fascinating  form  of  gaming :  thus  I  do  not  hesitate  to  avoi 
that  in  1863  I  went  shares  with  a  friend  in  the  purchase  of 
'  entero,'  a.  whole  ticket.     It  cost  us  an  '  oiua,'  or  doubloon,  othi 
wise  three  pounds  ten  shillings  sterling.     My  friend  was  going 
England  ;  I  was  returning  to  the  States;  and  he  left  me  the  cus' 
todiau  of  the  precious  chance.     How  many  sleepless  nights  did 
pass  before  the  day  of  drawing  arrived  !     At  length  the  list 
prizes  was  published  in  the  Neiv  York  Herald.     It  was  the  m 
ber  16,303  that  won  the  20,000i.  prize.     Our  ticket  was  16,805 
Only  two  removes  fi^ora  felicity  I 

Ten  millions  of  tickets  at  a  franc  apiece  for  this  prodigioi 
Paris  raffle  have  already  been  issued ;  and  tlie  emission  of 
more  millions  is  talked  of,  which  woidd  biing  the  sum  '  s 
scribed 'by  the  public  for  the  Encouragement  of  Industry  and 
i-'ine  Ai'ts  up  to  neai'ly  half  a  million  pounds  sterhng.  There 
to  be  no  money  prizes ;  but  I  hear  of  one  thousand  two  hnnt 
iind  seventy-seven  ijros  lots,  headed  by  a  service  of  plate 
Jive  thousand  poimds  sterling,  and  a  parure  of  diamonds  of  almoE 
tqual  value,  and  ending  with  five  hundred  kilogrammes  of 
bonate  of  soda,  estimated  at  being  worth  a  thousand  francs, 
forty  pounds.  What  is  tlie  favourite  of  Fortune  to  do  with 
iif  eai'bonate  of  soda?     He  might  sell  it;  but  prices  might  rul< 
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very  low  in  the  market  for  chemicals  when  he  brought  his  intoler- 
able mass  of  soda  into  it,  aod  the  forty  poonds'  estimate  misht  sinlc 
to  a  contumelious  offer  of  a  ten-poimd  note  '  for  the  lot.  Bat, 
fortunately,  there  is  a  saTing  clause  for  the  benefit  of  certain  poten- 
tial prize-winners ;  and  if  the  '  miserable '  to  whom  the  mass  of 
carbonate  falls  should  happen  to  belong  to  this  category  he  can 
have  the  full  money  value  in  place  of  his  prize,  otherwise  untold 
woes  may  light  on  the  head  of  the'  unfortunate  mortal  who  wins 
tlie  ton  of  cai'bonate.  French  innkeepers  have  an  unpleasant  habit 
of  making  grievous  charges  for  warehousing  goods  left  in  their 
custody,  A  traveller  leaves  a  trunk  at  an  hotel  by  mistake,  and, 
on  returning,  say,  in  a  year's  time,  to  the  same  caravanserai,  a 
demand  for  so  many  francs  for  taking  care  of  the  property  is  made 
upon  him.  Suppose  the  Lottery  Commissioners  should  take  a 
leaf  out  of  the  book  of  the  hotelkeepers.  Suppose  the  deplorable 
winner  of  the  carbonate  of  soda  to  have  gone  to  Australia  just 
after  purchasing  his  ticket,  and  to  have  forgotten  all  about  it 
tmtil,  passing  through  Paris  £ve  years  afterwards,  he  was  suddenly 
confronted  by  an  employ^  of  the  Commissioners,  who  peremptorily 
bade  him  take  away  his  ton  of  carbonate  of  soda,  and  pay  the 


stun  of  fifteen  hundred  and  ninety-eight  frnucs  five  centimes  f 
stoiing  the  stuflf  in  the  cellai-s  of  the  Pal[iis  de  I'lndustrie  t 

Still,  carbonate  of  soda  ia  not  by  any  means  the  most  e: 
rassing  among  the  heterogeneous  articles  which  the  '  lucky ' 
culators  in  the  Universal  Exhibition  Lottery  may  secure, 
list  of  lots  is  incongruous  enough  to  recall  the  miscellai 
articles  of  property  which  the  bill-discounters  of  the  past,  desc 
in  the  novels  of  Chai-Ies  Lever  and  Theodore  Hook,  used  to  o 
to  their  clients  as  part  value  for  the  amount  of  a  promissory  E 
'  Half  cash,  and  the  rest  in  logwood-loaded  port  or  fiery  shen,. 
in  pictures  "after"  Titian,  flint  muskets  from  the  Tower,  ivory 
Mgates,  camels'  bridles  and  bits,  and  keyboards  for  pianofortes." 
Who  has  not  heard  of  the  '  discount  dennet,"  a  kind  of  gig  which 
a  Dublin  usurer  was  continually  forcing  his  victims  to  accept  as^ 
substitute  for  cash,  buying  the  vehicle  back  for  a  trifling  sii^| 
through  a  third  party,  and  then  palming  it  otf  on  a  freab  dup^H 
This  ingenious  Trapbois  was  Ukewise  the  proprietor  of  a  real  I^| 
of  Spanish  mahogany,  which  had  been  the  temporary  property  i^M 
innumerable  subalterns  of  improvident  habits.  Thus,  in  the  Pai^| 
Lottery,  prizes  of  plate,  jewelry,  painting,  statuary,  ceramii^H 
bronzes,  crystals,  organs,  pianofortes,  and  carved  cabinets  a^| 
mingled  with  carbonate  of  soda,  cranes,  lighthouse  reflectors,  so^H 
chocolate,  corsets,  citrate  of  magnesia,  pickles,  dolls,  Lidiou  co^H 
sardines,  vfire  rope,  tarpaulin,  microscopes,  and  blacking.  Wl^| 
do  you  think,  moreover,  of  a  voucher  for  a  dinner  for  twenty  persaJ^| 
at  a  well-known  Falais  Iloyal  restaurant,  a  barrel  of  coal-tar^H 
model  of  the  Place  VendSme  Column  in  chocolate,  a  series  ^| 
photogi-aphs  representing  fossU  human  skulls  discovered  in  ^^| 
department  of  the  Sarthe,  an  electrical  hairbrush,  and  a  collecti^H 
of  pamphlets  pubUshed  by  the  Society  for  Discountenancing  t^| 
Abuse  of  Tobacco  ?  ^| 

The  society  in  question,  by  the  way,  has  just  presented  a  n^H 
morial  to  M.  Albert  Gigot,  X'refect  of  Pohce,  pointing  out  that  ^^M 
Poiis  cab-drivers  persist  in  smoking  while  on  duty,  in  defiance^H 
the  diseiphnai-y  regulations  forbidding  the  practice  in  questi^H 
The  fumes  emitted  from  the  pipes  and  cigai's  of  the  cabbies  a^H 
it  seems,  particularly  ofl'ensive  to  ladies.  This  reminds  me  of^H 
anecdote  related  of  the  late  excellent  Queen  of  Holland.  £^H 
Majesty  was  taking  a  solitary  sti'oll  in  the  Wood  at  Loo  one  an^^l 
mer's  eveuijig,  when  she  beciuiie  aware  of  a  SGutinel  who  ^^M 
indulging  in  a  few  forbidden  whiffs  inside  his  box.  The  pc^H 
'  "'^w,  with  no  end  of  courts -martial  before  his  eyes,  threw  aiT^| 
le,  and,  in  broken  accents,  piteously  begged  the  Queen  l^| 
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to  denounce  him  to  the  authorities.  *  Don't  be  afraid/  answered 
the  kindly  sovereign  ;  *  and  here  is  a  ducat  for  you  to  buy  some 
good  tobacco.  I  wonder  you  can  smoke  such  nasty-smelling 
vstuff.'  If  the  Parisian  Jehus  would  only  smoke  a  tolerably-decent 
preparation  of  the  Indian  weed,  the  ladies  might  be  more  tolerant 
of  their  infringement  of  the  cab-laws. 

One  anecdote  may  be  reckoned  upon,  as  a  rule,  to  suggest 
another.  The  story  about  the  Queen  of  Holland  reminds  me  of 
one  told  of  Frederick  the  Great,  who,  wandering  in  disguise  through 
the  camp  one  bitterly  cold  winter's  night,  tried  to  tempt  a  sentry 
into  the  commission  of  the  iUicit  act  of  smoking.  *  It's  forbidden,' 
replied  the  soldier  doggedly.  *  But  I'll  give  you  permission,' 
persisted  Frederick.  '  You  give  me  permission  ! '  cried  the  grena- 
dier disdainfully  ;  '  who  are  you,  I  should  like  to  know  ? '  *  I  am 
the  king.'  '  The  king  be  hanged  ! '  exclaimed  the  incorruptible 
sentinel ;  *  what  loould  my  captain  say  ?  *  The  great  Fritz  was 
immensely  x^leased  to  learn  how  strictly  discipline  was  preserved 
among  his  troops  ;  and  I  fancy  that  it  was  not  long  before  that 
incorruptible  sentinel  was  promoted  to  be  a  sergeant.  Perhaps 
he  was  wise  in  his  generation,  and  had  known  ver}'  well  to  whom 
he  was  speaking.  There  is  a  way  of  flattering  the  great,  even 
while  appearing  to  be  rude  to  them.  Did  not  Mr.  Pye  get  his 
poet-laureateship  through  anathematising  the  wig  of  George  III. 
to  his  Majesty's  face  ? 

It  is  decided  tliat  the  jewellers  and  goldsmiths  from  whom  the 
<(i'and  prizes  in  diamonds  and  plate  have  been  purchased  for  the 
Exliibition  Lottery  will  give  the  winners  cash  for  their  gros  lots, 
less,  hien  entendii,  a  reasonable  discount.  In  St.  Petersburg,  when 
the  artistes  of  the  Italian  Opera  sing  at  a  concert  at  the  Winter 
Palace  they  receive  no  remuneration  for  their  services,  but  his 
Imperial  JIajest}'  the  Czar  sends  them  a  honorarium  in  jewelrj*. 
The  prima  donna  assoluta  may  get  a  riviere  in  brilliants;  the 
j>rimo  tenore  may  be  favoured  with  the  gift  of  a  diamond  snuff-box. 
It  is  not,  however,  necessary  that  the  artistes  should  reverently 
presei*ve  the  necklaces  and  snuff-boxes  as  souvenirs  of  the  Imperial 
appreciation  of  their  talents.  They  are  at  liberty  to  take  the 
glittering  trinkets  to  the  Treasury  at  the  Hermitage,  where  they 
will  receive  rouble-notes  to  the  estimated  value  of  their  presents, 
with  *  five-and-twenty  per  cent,  off.*  A  similar  system,  equally 
graceful  and  business-like  as  it  is,  will  be  pursued  in  the  forth- 
coming Exhibition  Lottery.  Those  who,  failing  to  win  diamond 
necklaces,  ruby  and  emerald  bracelets,  or  pearl  aigrettes,  are  yet 
foilunate  enough  to  be  the  holders  of  tickets  entitling  them  to 
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Barbeilienne  or  Susse  bronzes,  Cluistofie  eiiniiiels,  S&iTes  rases,  1 
or  Gobelins  taiiestrj-,  will  at  once  be  nble  lo  get  tiie  worth,  or  i 
nearly  the  worth,  of  their  prizes  iii  nionej- ;  and  in  particular  the  I 
winiieru  of  oil  pointinjjs,  water-colour  dramngs,  and  term-cottos  I 
■B-ill  liave  little  difficulty,  I  ahoiild  say,  in  disposinR  of  the  gifts  I 
n-liich  Fortune  rany  send  them ;  but  very  different  will  be  the  case,  1 1 
fear,  with  those  who  win  some  of  the  extraordinarily  heterogeneous  I 
objects  whicii  have  either  been  purchased  by  the  Commissioners  ' 
for  the  Lottery,  or  liave  been  presented  thereto  by  nmnufactarers 
and  tradesmen  anxious  to  manifest  their  munificence  and  to  adrer-  ] 
I  tise  their  wares  at  one  and  the  snme  time. 
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There  will  be  a  snrpHsing  number  of  white  elephants  woo  i 
this  rafBe,  each  suygtsting  the  momentous  fjuestion,  '  What  Vi 
they  do  with  it  ? '     For  example,  from  Mr.  Willa's  conservatory  tl 
Commiasionei-s  have  purchased,  iu  addition  to  a  number  of  tropical 
plants,  four  palm-trees.     If  Mr.  Jamrach  or  Kir.  Frank  Bucklandl 
won  an  elephant  in  a  lottery,  either  of  these  gentlemen  would  i 
once  know  what  to  do  with  the  quadruped ;  and  only  fancy  MrJ 
id's  delight  if  he  won  a  live  gorilla,  or  a  crocodile  froi 
if  Wan-anted  to  have  eaten  foiu*  deported  Communards ;  bnj 
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who,  '  barring '  Sir  WiUiam  Hooker,  would  know  what  to  do  with 
a  quartette  of  palm-trees  ?  They  are  not  even  date-bearing  palms, 
else  the  winner  might  purchase  a  cask  of  sugar,  preserve  ^e  stony 
fruit,  and  set-up  in  business  as  a  grocer.  If  he  were  indeed  ad- 
dicted to  horticultural  pursuits,  and  wished  to  keep  his  palms,  he 
would  have  to  build  a  hothouse  for  their  reception.  Among  the 
remaining  prizes  which  are  to  be  exhibited  shortly  at  the  Palais 
de  rindustrie  there  is  a  multitude  of  pianos,  organs,  harmoniums, 
fiuTiiture,  carpets,  scent-fountains,  sewing-machines,  shawls, 
robes,  mantles,  bonnets,  lace,  gloves,  cradles,  baby-linen,  wine, 
spirits  and  liqueurs,  books,  clocks,  watches,  toys,  engravings,  per- 
fumery, and  underclothing  for  ladies  and  gentlemen.  What  is  a 
prize-winning  bachelor  to  do  with  a  baby-jumper,  a  child's  cot,  or 
complete  layette  ?  What  would  a  demure  spinster  say  when  she 
learned thatshehad won  acavalry  sabre,  a  cocked  hat  richlytrimmed 
with  gold  lace — both  of  these  articles  are  in  the  prize-list — or  a 
complete  hunting  costume,  scarlet  coat,  top  boots,  buckskins,  and 
all  ?  What  will  be  the  sensation  of  a  gentleman  residing  in  a 
garret  au  ciiiquieme,  who  hates  music,  and  who  discovers  to  his 
horror  that  he  has  won  an  organ  ? 

Once  more,  then,  the  world  is  to  be  favoured  with  a  performance 
of  the  admired  comedy  called  Blind  Chance,  preceded  by  a  brief 
*  lever  de  rideau,'  mathematically  demonstrating  that,  come  what 
may,  so  many  millions  of  ticket-holders  must  lose,  and  followed 
by  Disappointmejit,  a  farce.  Wealthy  and  adventurous  speculators, 
who  have  bought  tickets  by  the  thousand  at  a  time,  may  find  them- 
selves left  out  in  the  cold,  while  the  125,000  francs*  worth  of  plate 
may  fall  to  the  lot  of  a  schoolboy  or  a  concierge.  Chance  is  blind. 
A  gamester  once  at  Hombourg  placed  a  pile  of  gold  on  every  num- 
ber save  one  of  the  thirty-six  numbers  on  the  roulette-board.  Nor 
did  he  fail  to  insure  in  '  zero.*  The  wheel  turned ;  the  ball  re- 
volved, and  the  winning  number  was  the  very  one  which  the  player 
had  left  uncovered.  He  repeated  the  same  operation  three  times, 
with  the  same  result ;  then  he  covered  the  fortunate  number,  leav- 
ing *  zero  '  uncovered.  *  Zero  '  turned  up ;  and  the  gamester,  by 
this  time  totally  ruined,  went  out  into  the  highly  picturesque  park 
of  the  Kursaal  and  hanged  himself.  Chance  is  blind.  On  the 
evening  of  the  15th  of  August  1815,  Napoleon  I.,  on  his  wapr  on 
board  the  Northumberland  to  St.  Helena,  sate  down  to  play '  vmgt- 
et-un  '  with  his  suite.  In  the  course  of  three  hours  he  won  stakes 
equivalent  to  250,000Z.  sterling.  Of  course  he  did  not  claim  his 
winnings ;  and  he  might  as  well  have  played  '  for  love.'  It  hap- 
pened to  be  his  birthday,  and  everybody  congratulated  the  ex- 

B  B  S 


Emperor  on  his  luck.     His  luck  '     Poor  bioken,  l>aiJiinpt,  ban 
ished  man  !     Fortune  the  Fii.kle  lias  uo  doubt,  suipii&es  quite  a 

startling  as  any  of  the  wildest  of  her  pianka  that  a 
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'  Why,  mj  (liiar,  I  never  knew  you  liad  it  baby  !'      I 

'  U'lint,  dijii't  you  bear  that  IgBmed  one  at  tliafl 

Lolleiyl'  ■ 
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'  Law  uiay  be  &  lottery  ;  hnl  witL  an  ijiot  of  no  aJvoiattn  like 
you,  the  bone«t  iiuin  liasu't  the  ehAilov  of  a  chance.' 

tJiose  of  her  votaries  who  Lave  specuktpd  in  the  Uiiireraal  Paris 
Bxibition  Lottery-,  which  has  about  as  much  to  do  with  the 
Exhibition  as  the  ohl  Frankfort  Lotterj- — in  wliich  the  'gros  lot' 
sometimes  conasted  of  a  castle  and  a  vineyard  on  the  Rhine,  with 
a  title  of  Count — had  to  do  with  the  Germanic  Confederation. 

The  Act  of  Parliument  by  which  lotteries  were  very  wisely 
abolished  in  England  was  fi-amed  by  statesmen  old  enough  to 
remember  the  widespread  misery  and  demoralisation  caused  by 
lotteries  in  the  concluding  years  of  the  last  century  and  the  first 
years  of  the  present  one.  Lotteries  were  the  means  of  sowing  the 
Beeds  of  fraud  and  corruption  among  all  classes  of  the  popalation. 
Hanging  on  to  the  periodical  Goveramental  gambling  sclietnea 
were  a  crew  of  knavish  scoundrels  called  loiter)-  insurers,  who  for 
n  certain  sum  proposed  to  secure  cver^'  ticket-holder  against  los8< 
These  sham  insurance  offices  were  multiplied  to  a  woaderfdl 
extent  as  the  time  for  drawing  the  prizes  approached.  The  in- 
surers had  handsome  offices  in  the  heart  of  the  City  of  London, 
where  clerks  sat  at  the  receipt  of  custom  all  day  long ;  wliile  a 
regular  house  to  house  visitation  was  made  in  districts  inhabited 
by  the  middle  and  working  classes  by  touts  or  agents  of  tlie 
insurers,  whose  mission  it  was  to  cajole  foolish  people  to  beconn- 
advfuturuve.     From  the   scarlet-covered   memorandum-books  in 
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which  they  entered  the  particulars  of  their  swindling  transactions, 
these  touts  were  known  as  'morocco  men,'  a  term  which  has 
escaped  the  attention  of  the  compiler  of  the  most  recent  Slang 
Dictionary,  and  which,  without  explanation,  might  sorely  puzzle 
a  modern  reader  who  came  across  a  *  morocco  man '  in  a  newspaper 
of  the  Georgian  era.  Rendered  intrepid  by  success,  the  insurers 
started  lottery-wheels  on  their  own  account;  and  these,  which 
constructively  were  about  as  free  from  suspicion  as  the  roulette- 
wheels  and  'E.  O.'  tables  on  the  racecourses,  were  nicknamed 
'  Little  Goes,'  a  term  which  still  survives  in  the  innocent  form  of 
a  college  examination.  Thus  a  gambling  fever  was  kept  up  in 
some  measure  all  the  year  round  among  all  ranks  of  the  com- 
munity, working  incalculable  mischief.  Insui'ance  was  applied  to 
every  kind  of  bets.  Wagers  were  laid  and  '  insm^ed '  to  the  extent 
of  130,000Z.  on  the  sex  of  the  Chevalier  d'Eon ;  card  and  dice 
gambling  at  the  clubs  ruined  hundreds  of  noblemen  and  gentle- 
men in  the  course  of  every  year ;  and  ladies  of  the  highest  rank 
did  not  hesitate  to  hold  faro  banks  at  their  own  houses,  until  Lord 
Chief  Justice  Kenyon,  in  indignant  despair  at  these  enormities, 
declai-ed  in  court  that  if  any  of  the  Duchesses  and  Countesses  who 
kept  faro  banks  were  brought  before  him  he  would  consign  them 
to  the  tender  mercies  of  the  pillory  and  the  cart's-tail.  The  age, 
it  must  be  admitted,  was  a  gambUng  one ;  but  mankind  are  in- 
veterately  addicted  to  gaming,  in  some  form  or  another ;  and  the 
'  enormities '  which  so  shocked  Lord  Kenyon  might  be  repeated 
to-morrow,  were  the  sanction  of  the  State  given  to  public  and 
systematic  play. 

In  the  year  1800  it  was  calculated  that,  of  one  hundred  thou- 
sand families  resident  in  the  metropolis,  there  were  on  an  average 
two  servants  kept  in  each  house,  and  that  one  servant  with  another 
insured  annually  to  the  extent  of  twenty-five  shillings  in  the  Eng- 
lish, and  the  same  sum  in  the  Ldsh,  lottery ;  the  aggregate  amount 
thus  lost  by  the  wage-eaniing  class  alone  being  hcdf  a  million 
sterling.  The  amount  of  the  '  insurances '  effected  by  the  masters 
and  mistresses  of  households  was  not  estimated.  In  1795  it  was 
calculated  that  there  were  in  London  one  thousand  lottery  agents 
and  clerks,  and  seven  thousand  five  hundred  '  morocco  men,'  to  say 
nothing  of  *  bludgeon  men,'  who  were  hired  by  the  Association  of 
lottery-office-keepers  meeting  regulaily  in  committee  at  a  tavern 
near  Oxford  Market  twice  or  thrice  a  week  during  tlie  drawing  of 
the  lotter}\  The  business  of  the  bludgeon  men  was  to  hustle  and 
maltreat  people  who  came  to  see  the  lottery  drawn,  and  to  rob 
them  of  their  tickets  if  they  had  any;  and  it  was  found  that,  not- 
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withstanding  repented  warnings,  the  owners  of  clinnces — the  men 
generally,  the  women  almost  invaiiably — bruught  their  tickets 
w  ith  them.  To  such  a  fearful  extent  had  the  lottery  mania  spread 
that  it  was  proposed  to  insert  in  a  Bill  relative  to  friendly  societies 
then  hefore  Parliament  a  clause  to  expel  from  any  such  society  or 
benefit-club  any  member  who  could  be  proved  to  have  effected  an 
insurance  in  the  lotterj'. 

It  may  be  useful  to  refresh  the  public  memory  on  these  niat- 
tera,  obsolete  as  tbey  are,  since  it  is  only  a  quarter  of  a  century 
ago  that  London  and  the  chief  proi-incial  towns  positively  swarmed 
with  betting-offices  connected  with  horsemcing    and    conducted 
with  unblushing  publicity.     Through  the  efforts  of  Sir  Alexander  ] 
Cockbum  these  public  pests  and  nuisances  were  put  down,  but   i 
not  before  much  mischief  bad  been  wrought  to  the  morals  of  the 
peoi)le.     It  would  be  perfectly  idle  to  contend  that  gambling  on 
horseraeing  exhibits  any  ajnaptoma  of  decline,  or  that  gambling 
in  the  stock-morket,  at  some  of  tlie  clubs,  and  in  biUiard-rooms  is 
not  scandalously  xirevalent.     It  is  in  the  nature  of  things,  and  of 
an  advanced  stage  of  civilisation,  that  it  should  be  so.    The  spirit 
of  gambling  is  a  disease,  assuming  a   multiplicity   of  aspects. 
Abrogate  it  in  one  fonn,  and  it  starts  up  in  another.     We  cannot 
liope  to  extirpate  it  utterly,  any  more  than  we  can  hope  wholly  to 
extirpate  disease  from  tlje  human  frame ;  but  we  can  limit  the 
area  of  its  rjjvages.     Gambling  on  horseraces  and  in  stocks  and  i 
shares  are  maladies  mainly  confined  to  the  ruder  sex ;  but  a  lottery  | 
mania  affects  everj'body — man,  woman,  and  child — alike.  Itisthel 
Plague ;  but  it  is  possible,  by  the  quarantine  and  tbe  sanitai-y  cordons  ■ 
of  i-epressive  legislation,  to  stamp  out  the  lotterj-  pestilence.* 

•  lu  the  drawin-,'  uf  Hie  Paris  Exliibitioii  Lotttrj-,  Fortune  favoureil  thfj 
eleventh  seriei',  allotting  to  it  no  fewer  tliim  131  jnn  tots;  wliile  next  in  i 
CBiiie  the  first  *erie»,  whicli  enrried  off  128  prizes.  Tlie  most  unlucky  wa 
ninlli,  with  7fl  prixtw  only  ;  the  seventh,  with  83,  being  almost  as  Iwd. 
wrics  neareRt  to  the  nvemge,  the  only  one  to  bear  out  mathenintical  cd 
tionB,  vniB  the  fiftli  series,  with  107  prizes.     In  the  doily  drawings  the  Iwi 

I'xtnnies  were  44  prixcs,  which  fell  to  tlie  fii«t  series  on  the  fourth  day,  ani 

14  to  tlie  eighth  tieries  on  the  xeeond  ilny.  HolderB  of  thu  uiuth  series  thought 
nomethinu  was  wrong  with  the  wheel — that  it  wus  not  emmlly  weigltted,  which 
id  not  nnUkely,  as  nil  the  lucky  eeiien  were  togetheT ;  and  it  was  the  same  with 
the  unlucky  onw,  ua  if  one  part  of  the  wheel  iiad  a  tendency  to  ho  loweimost. 
PeiBona  in  uhoodn)^  their  tick<'t3  itroitled  tltose  ostainina  two  ntunemls  of  dif' 
same  raluej  whereas  tiie  li>ft  of  the  winning  niunbers  snowed  how  miitaknq 
was  the  idea;  for  eight  ont  of  ten  contiiined  identical  numerals,  and  in  foB 
cftseJt  onl  of  ten  the  numerals  were  together,  whilst  one  winning  number  t 
twentj-  eontnincd  the  three  Bnme  nunieraU  aiile  bv  side.  In  one  case 
.iil>!i'  '>Hl^-O0O0BO ;  and  in  another  four,  willi  two  onps— 100010.    : 
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haps  the  Bttangeet  freak  of  Fortune  happened  with  prizes  ISfl  and  190,  both 
of  them  landous,  both  of  the  value  of  1601.,  and  which  fell  gaccessively  to 

517,805  and  597,805  of  the  ume  series,  a  difference  of  one  nnmerol  onlj. 

AU  kinds  of  fchlea  were  current  for  a  time  reapecting  Aubriol,  the  working 
currier,  who  won  tlie  grot  lot.  Of  coureo  he  was  paseionately  besought  by 
nil  his  rKlatives,  near  or  distant,  and  by  the  inajoritji^  of  his  irienda  and  ac- 
(^uaintauces,  to  give  or  to  lend  them  money.  The  journeyman  comer  waa 
luoreoTor  alfectionately  requested  to  adopt  uephewa  and  nieces  by  the  Bcore, 
and  iuiportuued  by  legions  of  inventive  geiuuses  of  the  'promoter'  class  to 
embark  a  portion  of  his  capital  in  euterjirisea  warranted  to  make  him  and 
themselves  wealthy  beyond  the  dreams  of  avarice.  The  lucky  currier,  how- 
ever, showed  himself  to  be  a  very  sensible  fellow,  if  there  be  any  truth  in  the 
iitatement  that  he  had  a  circular  printed  in  the  lollowinK  terms  ;  '  Sir, — Were 
I  to  accede  to  alt  the  demands  made  upon  my  purse,  1  sliould  have  to  go  bock 
to  work  on  Monday.    I  salute  you — Acbbiol. 

A  long  time  after  the  drawing  was  OT'er,  the  number  of  prizes  that  remained 
untlnimed  amounted  to  many  thoiiwuds.  Some  of  the  '  white  elephants '  did  not 
turn  out  M  unprofitable  as  was  anticiiinted.  The  winner  of  the  condemned  ton 
of  carbonate  of  soda,  for  institnce,  sola  it  for  40/.,  and  the  gentleman  from  Ken- 
tuiky  who  won  the  agricultural  ^team-engine  promptly  obtained  80i.  for  it. 


'Indeeil !  Tlien  I     ,,     .     ,--  . 

'  Just  BO,  tmU's.';  you  like  to  enter  my  service. 


■ 
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Sons,  of  Bristol  and  London,  for  tlieir  chocolate  and  cocoas, 
jury  basing  tLeii'  award  on  the  perfection  of  manufacture  shown  il 
the  products,  the  skilful  selection  of  tlie  raw  material,  and  the 
of  highly-improved  machinei-y.     That  such  a  recompense  shoi 
be  given  to  an  English  finu  in  France,  the  country  par  excellence 
of  chocolate  manufacturers,  is  pleasantly  significant.     The  house 
of  Fry  &  Sons  took  medals  at  the  Paris  Eidiihitiona  of  1865  and 
1867;  and  the  fresh  and  splendid  distinction  of  a  Gold  Medal  now 
given  proves  that  the  French  have  had  at  once  the  genero&ify 
and  the  common  sense  to  acknowledge  tlie  good  qualities  of  the 
British  inanufacttu'e,  alike  of  '  Chocolat  de  sante,'  '  Chocolat  A 
la  vnnille,'  and  '  Caracas  cocoa.'     '  HomcEopathic  cocoa,'  '  CocoB 
exti'act,'  and  '  Milk  cocoa '  ai'e  forms  of  the  x>reparation  of  the 
cocoa  with  which  our  neighbours  have  only  very  recently  becoi 
familiarised ;  but  tlie  wares  of  Messrs.  Fry  &,  Sons  will  ci 
gain  increased  acceptance  among  a  people  who  ai'e  not  only  pi 
digioua  chocolate-eatei-s,  but  are  also  yevj  partial  to  cbocolal 
as   a  beverage.      Coffee,   lamentably   adulterated   during   ibeae 
latter  days  with  chicory,  is  the  staple  beverage  at  every  French 
cafe,  and  in  the  majority  of  French  fimiiUes.     The  Spaniards, 
on  the  other  hand,  are  inveterate  swallowers  of  chocolate  in  the 
liquid,  but  i-nrely  consume  it  in  the  concrete  form.     I  wish  that 
Messra.  Fry's  excellent  '  Cocoa  extract,"  which  possesses  the  fiill 
flavour  and  pure  aroma  of  the  choicest  cocoa  with  merely  the 
superfluous  oil  extracted,  could  find  its  way  in  more  extenaivi ' 
quantities  to  the  Iberian  peninsula.     Spanisli  chocolate  is  vi 
dehcious,  when  you  can  get  nothing  else  for  breakfast ;  but  it 
decidedly  bilious,  and  the  glass  of  water  swallowed  after  it  tern 
rather  to  aggravate  than  to  diminish  the  bilious  symptoms, 
the  consumption  of  the  article  tlu'oughout  Uie  dominions  of  D< 
Alphonso  is  simply  enormous.     I  have  seen  in  the  gi'eat  pol 
works  of  tlie  Marquis  de  Pickman — an  Englishman  long  domiciJi 
in  Spain,  and  ennobled  by  the  ex-King  Amadeo — at  the  CartujOi 
near  Seviile,  rooms  stacked  to  a  height  of  thirty  feet  with  little 
white  pots  for  holding  the  chocolate  so  dear  to  the  popular  palate. 
These  pots  are  made  at  the  Catuja  hterally  by  the  million ;  bat 
notwithstanding   the   universal   consumption   of   chocolate, 
article  is  not  good  iu  quality.     It  is  unskilfully  manufacture' 
the  sugar  combined  ^vith  it  is  ill-refined,  and  the  uicorporatiou 
the  sugar  witli  the  chocolate  is  imperfect.     A  course  of  Fry's 
'Cocoa  extract,'  'Homoeopathic  cocon,'  or  'Chocolat  de  sant^,' 
would,  I  am  convinced,  do  the  Spaniards  a  gieat  deal  of  good,  not, 
onf"  sanitary,  but  from  a  iJoUtical,  point  of  view.    Their  to( 
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oleaginous  chocolate  is  decidedly  unwholesome,  and  biliousness 
encourages;  not  only  liver-complaints,  but  pronunciamientos. 

I  see  that  the  firm  of  Ervan,  Lucas  Bols,  the  great  Batavian 
strong  liquor-makers,  who  exhibit  a  pile  of  diinkables  formidable 
enough  to  set  the  whole  United  Kingdom  Alliance  shuddering,  and 
to  bring  melancholy  to  the  mind  of  Mr.  John  B.  Gough,  have 
actually  had  a  couple  of  Gold  Medals  awarded  to  them,  one  for 
liqueurs  and  one  for  spiriteux.  The  .firm  have  a  branch  establish- 
ment  in  the  French  capital,  where  it  is  understood  that  they  do  ft 
considerable  trade.  A  tremendous  quantity  of  liqueurs,  to  say 
nothing  of  absinthe  and  vermouth,  is,  to  all  appearance,  consumed 
by  the  eminently  temperate  French  people.  They  must  take  them, 
I  should  say,  medicinally,  as  cordials  for  that  complaint  which 
Albert  Smith's  old-lady  patient  used  to  call  *  spiders  at  the  heart,' 
and  for  which  Albert's  invariable  and  gratefully  received  pre- 
scription was  gin  coloured  pink,  with  cardamons. 

If  the  merits  of  the  Batavian  strong  drinks  have  been  amply 
recognised,  'justice  to  Ireland'  has  certainly  been  meted  out  by 
those  members  of  the  international  jury  who  were  charged  with 
adjudicating  upon  British  spirits,  for  no  less  than  three  Gold 
Medals  have  been  awarded  to  exhibitors  of  Irish  whiskey,  including 
Kinahan  &  Co.  of  Dublin,  Dunville  &  Co.  of  BelfiEkst,  and  the 
Cork  Distilleries  Company.  Ireland  may  be  proud  of  this  recogni- 
tion of  one  of  its  staple  products;  for  foreigners  are  commonly  so 
prejudiced  in  favour  of  the  spirits  they  produce  themselves,  as  to 
be  utterly  oblivious  to  the  merits  of  rival  alcohols.  The  experts,  I 
hear,  were  unanimous,  however,  in  their  commendations  of  the  purity 
of  the  Irish  whiskeys,  and  the  triple  award  was  the  result.  Among 
the  Parisians  the  historic  *  L.L.'  or  Lord-Lieutenant  whiskey  of 
the  famous  house  of  Kinahan  &  Co.  has,  of  recent  years,  been 
gradually  coming  into  favour.  Hot  whiskey-and-water  has  ^to  a 
great  extent  superseded  rum-and-water,  which  the  frequenters  of 
the  Parisian  cafes,  so  soon  as  ever  the  chilliness  of  October  had 
set  in,  began  to  drink  with  serious  assiduity,  from  eleven  in  the 
morning  until  midnight,  without  apparently  doing  themselves  the 
slightest  harm.  It  is  true  that  they  put  about  a  teaspoonful  and 
a  half  of  spirits  to  half  a  dozen  lumps  of  sugar,  a  large  slice  of 
lemon,  and  half  a  pint  of  hot  water ;  still,  I  do  wish  iMt,  when 
they  imbibe  Kinahan's  '  L.L.'  hot,  they  would  not  call  the  mixture 
a  *  Grog  Americain.'  Surely  it  shoiild  be  a  '  Grog  Irlandais.' 
Our  Celtic  compatriots  evidently  have  a  grievance  here. 

Apropos  of  tiie  alcoholic  question,  I  am  told  that  when  the 
international  jury  came  to  taste  the  spirits  distilled  from  rice,  and 
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wholly  uiuectified,  in  the  Chinese  section  of  the  Exhibition,  Hii 
flavour  of  the  Celestial '  schnick  '  was  found  by  the  experta  to  b 
so  atrocious  tliat,  after  mftking  various  iviy  faces  nud  undei 
going  fearful  qualms,  they  were  about  to  pass  Chinese  spirits  bj 
altogether,  when  the  '  htippy  thought '  occurred  to  some  congeni 
of  Mr.  Bumandaniong  the  jurors  to  arrive  at  an  idea  of  tJie  relati^ 
qualities  of  the  Chinese  exhibits  by  corporal  expeiiunents  on 
Chinese  cmptoij^s  in  the  section.  The  pig-tailed  connoisseurs  ii 
aamahu  delivered  their  opinion  by  pantomimic  gestures,  and  tl 
international  experts  framed  tlieir  verdict  accordingly.  ThuB,  wL) 
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A  sample  of  spirits  vas  submitted  to  a  Celestial,  and  lie  made, 
while  imbibiDg  it,  a  hideous  grimace,  the  sample  was  classed  as 
'  zero.'  If,  on  the  other  hand,  the  Chinaman's  comitenance 
assumed  a  dubious  expression,  the  spirit  was  allowed  the  benefit  of 
the  doubt,  and  was  voted  worthy  of  '  Honourable  Mention,'  which, 
I  may  parenthetically  remark,  a  disappointed  French  exhibitor 
lately  defined  to  me  as  a  distinction  juat  a  little  worse  than  having 


'  Bo  off  with  you  ;  ilon't  stnncl  in  front  of  my  shop.' 

'  Yoli  I  gu  and  hide  your  hend  ia  a  bag,  old  bronze  m^dal.' 

your  ears  boxed,  and  just  a  httle  better  than  being  kicked  down- 
stairs. When,  however,  tlie  eyes  of  the  heathen  Chinee  glistened, 
and  he  licked  his  lips,  the  samsku  was  at  once  set  down  for  a 
Bronze  Medal;  and  finnlly,  if  he  broke  out  in  exclamations  of 
delight,  and  passed  his  hand  approvingly  over  the  region  of  the 
stomach,  a  Silver  Medal  was  accorded  to  the  fortunate  liqaeor. 

I^rominent  among  the  prize-winners  in  the  alimentary  depart- 
ment of  the  Britisli  section,  the  importance  of  which  it  would  be 
mischievous  to  undervalue,  are  the  firm  of  Messrs.  J.  &  J.  Colman,  to 
whom  two  Gold  Medals  have  been  awarded,  one  for  mustard  and 
another  for  starch.  In  the  course  of  my  tours  through  the 
restaurants  of  Paris  I  have  more  than  once  had  occasion  to  com- 
plain of  the  shortcomings  of  the  French-made  mustard,  nor  are 
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mad  elephants,'  Charles  Dickens,  in  Hard  Timeg,  called  some 
engine  of  the  kind  which  he  saw  in  Lancashire.  But  where  had  I 
seen  the  melancholy-mad  elephants  before  ?  Not  at  Preston  nor 
Blackbum.  Not  at  Hudderslield  nor  Leeds.  Far  away  did  my 
memory  take  me,  sixteen  years  back.  Far  away  from  Colman's 
mustard  factory,  through  the  Southern  Atlantic,  round  the  storm- 
tormented  Hatteraa,  along  the  sandy  coast  of  Florida,  and  thus, 
threading  the  shiny  Antilles,  across  the  blue  Gulf  to  Vera  Cmz, 
and  so  through  the  Tierra  Caliente  and  the  deserts  of  sand  and 
cactus,  up  the  gloomy  Cambus,  and  through  the  fearsome  caflons 
to  the  great  city  of  Tenostitlan.  And  then,  miles  away  from  the 
shadow  of  Popocatapetl  and  IstclasiwatI,  '  the  virgin  in  white 
reclining,'  far  away  through  savage  mountain-gorges  to  the  ailTer 
mines  of  Heal  del  Monte  in  Alexico ;  and  there,  at  the  mouth  of 
each  shaft,  from  Pachuca  to  the  Falls  of  Regla,  used  I,  day  by  day 
and  night  by  night,  to  watch  the  melancholy-mad  elephants — 
colossal  cylinders  of  timber  shod  with  iron,  which  might  have 
crushed  Colman  and  all  his  mustard  into  the  Impalpabilities  in 
five  minutes — plodding  up  and  down,  up  and  down,  pounding  the 
silver  ore  under 
their  tremendons 
toes.  It  was  a 
rebellions  ore ; 
but  the  huge 
pedals  crushed 
out  the  precious 
stuff  at  last — got 
it  out  by  slow 
and  unwcarj-ing 
persistence,  as 
the  pithis  picked 
out  of  a  reed,  or 
ns  misery  crushes 
the  heart  out  of 
a  man.  But  my 
mind  came  verj' 
svriftly  back  from 
Mexico  to  con- 
template a  Eiu-g- 
ing  crowd  of 
vivacious  Oauls  who  were  struggUng  for  some  packets  of  mastard 
which  were  being  gratuitously  distributed  in  front  of  Messrs. 
J.  Sl  J.  Colman's  show-case.    They  are  quite  as  eager  when  there 
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is  ft  biscuit  scramble  at  Huntley  and  ralmers'  kiosque ;  and  they 
iipnrly  fiiiffocati?  wLile  thronging  round  the  obliging  gentleman 
nt  the  pei-fumery  fountain  in  the  French  section,  who,  it  is  said, 
HRenta  20,000  pocket  handkei'chiefs  a.  day  for  nothing.  One 
person,  abusing  this  generosity,  tendered  four  mouckoirs  for 
gratuitous  odoiiferous  treatment.  'Mais  il  est  done  \m  "pick- 
pocket," ce  maraudem'-la,'  murmured  the  obliging  gentleman,  out 
of  all  patience. 

Wliile   mentioning   the  fact    of  a    Gold   Medal  having   been 
awarded  to  the  firm  of  Orlando  Jones  it  Co.,  starch  manufacturers, 
ftt  Battersea,  I  wish  to  point  out  that  Mr.  Orlando  Jones  iB  himself 
the  inventor  of  the  process  of  making  the  Patent  Eiee  Starch,  or 
'  Amidon  de  Riz,'  winch  bears  Ids  name.    The  invention  in  guestioii 
dates  from  the   year   1840,  since   which  period   the   fiiiu  have 
received  no  less  than  nine  medals  of  honour  at  various  Inter- 
national Exliibitions,  the  reasons  given  by  the  juries  for  these 
awards   being  the   invention  of  the   process,  the   excellence  of 
manufacture,  and  the  extended  use  of  the  product.     Some  of  my 
readers   will,  no  doubt,  remember   the  time — which,  thanks  to 
Free-trade  and  Inter-oeeanic  Navigation,  we  are  scfti'cely  likely  to 
see  again — when  bread  was  at  famine  prices,  and  mob  orators 
made  a  grand  point   by  hotly  denouncing   the  waste   of   good 
wheaten  flour  used  for  stareliing  the  cravats  of  the  aristocracy  and 
])owdering  the  heads  of  their  flunkeys.   By  employing  rice  for  ihs 
manufacture  of  starch,  Mr.  Orlando  Jones  not  only  wiped  out  tUU 
reproach,  but  succeeded  in  producing  a  material  which  loses  nO^H 
of  its  stiffness  in  damp  weather,  a  thing  impossible  with  gtmU 
made  from  wheat.     How  grateful  Queen  Elizabeth's  maids  ifl 
lionom'  and  tire-women  would  have  been  for  snch  a  boon  whU 
that  irascible  Sovereign's  voluminous  ruffs    drooped   under  nH 
influence  of  our  tearful  climate ;  and  how  proud  Brummell's  vaVH 
would  have  felt  could  he  but  have  adjusted  the  Beau's  indup^H 
sable  white  cravat  witliout  a  daily  heap  of  failures !  l|^| 

All  discoveries  in  relation  to  starch  have  not  proved  din4H 
happy  ones.  Does  not  worthy  Master  Stubbes,  in  his  AnatoSIM 
nf  AbiiscH,  denounce  it  as  a  direct  invention  of  the  Evil  Ooe,  4I^| 
lelate  a  teiTible  tale  of  a  pretty  young  Dutchwoman  who  could  jttfl 
pleat  her  imperfectly  stiffened  rufl"  to  her  satisfaction,  and  irtui^l 
appeal  for  aid  to  the  Infernal  Powers  was  answered  in  person  hj^M 
very  dark  but  comely  gallant  ?  He  pleated  tlie  ruff  to  perfectjf^H 
hut  he  fitted  it  so  tightly  round  the  poor  woman's  neck  that  |^| 
then  and  there  died.  And  did  not  Mrs.  Mary  Turner,  procttn^| 
I  >ner,  who  helped  to  murder  that  self-seeking  intxigd^| 
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Sir  Thomas  Overbury,  at  the  instigation  of  his  bosom-friend  Lord 
Somerset,  make  her  last  public  appearance  at  Tyburn  or  Tower 
Hill,  I  forget  which,  in  one  of  those  famous  yellow  starched  ruffs, 
the  getting  up  of  which  was  one  of  her  more  reputable  sources  of 
income  ?  Thenceforward  and  for  ever,  yellow  starch  became  an 
abomination ;  whereas  a  continuously  increasing  popularity  seems 
to  attend  the  pure  white  material  which  Mr.  Orlando  Jones  obtains 
from  the  Oryza  sativa. 

While  M.  JablochkoflF  and  Mr.  Edison,  and  I  know  not  how 
many  more  inventors  and  patentees  of  the  electric  light,  are  con- 
verting night  into  day,  and  causing  the  eyes  of  the  weaksighted  to 
blink,  even  like  unto  those  of  the  melancholy  and  moping  owl 
while  sitting  in  an  ivy-bush,  and  wliile  you  hear  on  all  sides  that 
gas  will  speedily  become  a  thing  of  the  past — it  will  last  our  time^ 
and  longer,  I  fancy — I  may  just  direct  one  glance  at  the  very 
handsome  and  interesting  display  of  Price's  Patent  Candle  Com- 
pany, enslirined  beneath  its  crystal  dome  appropriately  supported 
by  inter-arching  palm-tree  columns,  I  am  tolerably  well  acquainted 
witli  the  history  of  candles ;  and,  so  far  as  France  is  concerned,  I 
can  remember  when  there  were  only  two  kinds  of  candles  to  be  had 
in  Paris — I  am  speaking  of  from  thirty  to  forty  years  ago — '  la 
bougie,*  the  wax  candle,  which  was  superlatively  good,  but  very 
dear ;  and  *  la  chandelle,'  commonly  so  called,  which  was  only  an 
exaggerated  rushlight  with  very  feeble  powers  of  illumination. 
The  French  continue  to  make  excellent  bougies,  and  within  recent 
years  they  have  been  manufacturing  a  variety  of  candles  made 
from  other  substances  than  wax ;  but  I  claim  for  my  own  country- 
men that  they  have  taught  the  French  to  make  successively  not 
only  the  old  *  mould  *  candles,  but  the  more  modem  '  composites/ 
— which  were  first  introduced  in  1840,  on  the  occasion  of  her 
Majesty's  marriage,  by  Messrs,  Edward  Price  &  Co.,  the  founders 
of  the  present  firm, — and  the  still  more  modem  *  paraffin.'  But 
the  French  have  not  improved  on  our  candles,  and  our  manu- 
facturers indisputably  continue  to  keep  the  lead.  Price's  patent 
candles  have  taken  Gold  Medals  this  quarter  of  a  century  past  at 
Exhibitions  in  London,  Paris,  Moscow,  Philadelphia,  Dublin, 
Brussels,  Lj'ons,  Amsterdam,  and  Vienna — at  the  last-named  two 
of  the  highest  medals  that  could  be  awarded — and  the  Company  is 
once  more  in  the  forefront  at  the  Paris  Exhibition. 

The  award  of  the  Gold  Medal  is  especially  merited  by  the 
exhibits  of  the  *  Palmitine  *  ornamental  candles — palmitine  is  a 
mixture  of  paraffin  and  stearine,  the  combination  producing  all 
the   brilliancy    without   the   drawbacks   of   unmingled    paraffin, 

c  c  2 


I 
I 

I 


388  PARIS    HERSELF    AGAIN. 

which  has  a  tendency  to  give  off  smoke  in  burniug  and  to  1 
in  a  wnrm  atmosphere,  besides  being  equally  transparent  nitb  t 
Anest  spenn  candles.  The  raw  material,  whence  the  stearine  is' 
obtained,  is  that  strange -looking  orange -coloured  bntter  known  as 
palm-oil,  some  7000  tons  of  which  are  annually  consumed  by  the 
firm.  '  Quashee  ma  boo,  Uie  slave  trade  is  no  more ! '  exclaim 
Messrs.  Smith  in  Rejected  Addreaea ;  and  this  result  is  stated 
by  competent  authorities  to  be  due  quite  as  much  to  the  impetus 
given  to  the  steaiine  manufactui-e  as  to  the  efforts  of  British 
cmisers  on  the  Benin  coast  King  Boriabungalahoo  finds  it  more 
profitable  to  employ  liis  sable  subjects  in  planting  palm-trees  than 
to  sell  them  right  off  to  Captnin  Ammadab  P.  Dowsetter,  of  the 
Saucy  Sarali  schooner,  through  the  intermediary  of  Don  Pacbeeo 
Sanchez.  It  is  to  the  stearine  that  the  Palmitine  candles  owe 
their  hai'dnesB,  their  slowness  of  combustion  and  brilliancy  of 
illuminating  power  being  duo  to  the  paraffin ;  tlie  net  result,  in 
conunercinl  phraseology,  being  a  hght  as  soft  as,  and  more  lasting 
than,  that  of  a  wax  candle,  at  a  price  hut  little  over  that  paid, 
some  years  back,  for  the  common  tallow  mould. 

Among  the  thu'ty-two  qualities  of  candles,  moulded  into  twice 
as  many  different  shapes  and  sizes,  whlcli  Price's  Patent  Candle 
Company  produce,  the  most  notable  are  the  'Primrose'  and 
'National'  wax,  the  'Bebnontines,'  the  'Composites,'  the  'Sher- 
wood '  and  '  Belmont '  spemis,  the  '  snuffless  dips,'  and  the  carriage 
lamp  candles  of  Ceylon  wax.  Then  there  are  the  patent  'night- 
lights,' which  under  tlie  name  of  eitlier  'Price's,'  'Albert's/  or 
'  Child's,'  have  been  known  tliese  many  years  past  all  the  world 
over.  To  these  have  now  to  be  added  a  new  variety  which  the 
Company  are  producing  fi-om  stearine  obtained  from  the  coker- 
nut-tree — one  of  the  palm  family — a  material  remarkable  for  its 
whiteness  of  flame  and  utter  freedom  from  smoke,  for  which  reason 
it  was  selected  as  fuel  for  the  sledging  jmrties  in  the  last  Arctic 
expedition.  Of  the  Company's  household  and  toilette  soaps,  in- 
cluding the  famous  glycerine  which  they  introduced  some  twenty 
years  back,  it  is  unnecessary  to  speak. 

When  George  IV.  landed  at  the  hamlet  on  the  Irish  coast  subse- 
quently dignified  with  the  name  of  Kingstown,  it  is  related  thiit 
one  enthusiastically  loyal  Paddy  thrust  himself  forward,  and  un- 
ceremoniously grasped  the  hand  of  the  First  Gentleman  in  Europe. 
Then,  gazing  respectfidly  at  the  grimy  paw  that  bad  thus  been 
honoured  by  actual  contact  with  Royalty,  the  delighted  tatterde- 
malion exclaimed,  '  Soap  nor  water  sh^  niver  touch  this  hand 
till  '  day.'     The  Bashaw  of  Brighton,  whose  devotion  to 


the  duties  of  the  tuilette  has  been  recorded  by  Mr.  Greville, 
sometime  Clerk  of  tlie  Cloaet,  shuddered  nt  the  idea  of  this  pro- 
spective pennnce;  ^  -     ,^ 


but  those  around 
liim,  better  ac- 
quainted with  the 
idioB}'nci'asieB  of 
his  Majesty's 
Ii'ish  subjects  in 
those  days.mere- 
ly  smiled  at  the 
notion  of  the 
slightest  incon- 
veaieiice  being 
entailed  thereby. 
Forat  that  epoch 
'the  Great  Un- 
'washed '  was  by 
no  means  a  popu- 
lar misnomer 
vhen  applied  to 
the  buUc  of  the 
inhabitants  on 
«itherside  of  St. 
Ceorge's  Chan- 
nel. Ifthatsoap- 
renouncing  Irishman  could  only  he  present  in  the  flesh — it  would 
be  useless  in  the  spirit — in  the  Palace  of  the  Champ  de  Mars,  he 
would  be  sorely  tempted  to  recant  his  hasty  abjuration  in  the  pre- 
sence of  the  saponaceous  display  of  Messrs.  Hodgson  &  Simpson 
of  the  Calder  Soap-works,  Wakefield,  comprising  countless  cubes  of 
foap  in  piles,  including  the  familiar  'yellow,'  the 'white  curd,'  and 
the  '  brown,'  all  with  their  distinct '  grain' — a  sign,  say  the  initiated 
in  such  matters,  of  perfect  saponification.  Surmounting  these 
pillars  are  pjTamids  of  what  is  styled  '  Queen's  Mottled  Soap,' 
while  around  the  edge  of  the  case  are  tablets  of  toilette  soaps  such 

honey,  glycerine,  and  old  brown  Windsor,  which  used  ori^nally 

be  curd  soap  daikeued  with  age,  hut,  in  these  express  days,  has 

umbrian  hue  imparted  by  the  aid  of  caramel. 

For  the  benefit  of  those  who  follow  the  sage  Napoleonic  axiom, 
and  confine  the  lavation  of  their  soiled  linen  tu  the  domestic 
circle,  Messi's.  Hodgson  &,  Simpson  exhibit  an  array  of  Urge 
ci'j'stals  of  soda  of  unusual  size  and  foim.     The  Wakefield  firm, 
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in  fkr.'t,  combine  all  rlepartments,  from  the  prodnctiaa 
»ofti>s  to  the  making  of  black  ash  or  ball  soda.      Soda  ™t 

han  nnders/orif;  a  great  change  s-ince  kelp  and  barQIa  wen 

gonrces  of  it.H  supply,  and  Orkney  lairds   were  wont  to  wi 

annual  vi.sit  to  Kdinhurcfh,  and  raffle  it  with  the  best  sodecr. 

the  Moslem  Athens,  on  the  procee-la  of  the  product  of  theses., 

forefthore  bor'lerinj;  tlieir  here'litary  patches  of  rock  »r\A  nijl 

land.     When    Nicol;is    Leblanc  of  Issoadun   responded  to  i 

appeal  of  the  French  Government,  on  the  cutting  off  of  i3  a 

accustomed  .sour^eH  of  supply  whence  s<>da  was  derived  ducinz^ 

revolutionarj'   ei>och,  and   showed  that  it  could   be  made  fra] 

common  salt,  he  laid  the  foundation  of  an  indostrv  which  hassiu 

flourished  in  Plngland  to  an  enormous  extent,  and  of  which  ^ 

Calder  Works  are  amongst  the  largest  exemplars.      Soap  and  soa 

are  here  sucoessfully  con jbined — not  mechanically,  but  chemicallT- 

in  wliat  is  styled  the  '  ^^ueen's  Condensed  Soap/  a  powder  doDev 

in  packets,  and  replacing  soda  crystals  in  the  laundrr  with  theii- 

vantage  of  being  less  destnictive  to  garments.     A  gold  medal  ins 

been  awarded  to  Messrs.  Hi^dgson  oc  Simpson,  whose  works  no: 

Wakefield  cover  some  eight  acres  of  ground.     Cheap  soap  being  i 

specialty  of  their  bu=5ines.s,  clieap  carriage  is  also  an  essential 

requisite;  nnd  thoii- factory  borders  a  canal  atfording  water-carriace 

to  Liv<rj)ooi  Oh  the  west,  and  to  Goolr,  Hull,  and  London  on  the 

cast ;  so  tliwt  cargo'-s  of  tallow  and  rosiii,  the  essential  materials  o: 

fine  soft  J) — iff  whirli  the  firm  is  one  of  the  largest  consumers  in  the 

United  Kingdom — cm  h*:  brought  direct  to  the  bailing  coppers  from 

Russiri,  Austniliji,  iih'l  America,  with  only  a  single  transhipmenr. 

There  is  a  glas.->  ea-e  belonging  to  a  ( rold  Medallist  which  ii 

would  be  decidedly  unjust  to  ]»ass  without  mention  ere  the  £xposi' 

tion  f 'niverselle  comes  to  the  frnd  of  its  Wi>ndrou3  career.     I  allude 

to  one  containing  the  sixn-ting  guns  and  ritles  manufactured  bv 

Messrs.  James  I'urdey  x  Sons,  of  Oxford  Street,  London.  Most  of 

the  fowling-j)ieces  and  litles,  complete  in  workmanship  and  exquisite 

in  finish,  exhibited  l>y  Messrs.  Purdey,  who  are  gun-makers  to  the 

Queen  and  the  Prince  of  Wales,  have  been  purchased  by  Eojal  and 

noble  personages,  including  the  Prince  de  Croy,  who  has  secured 

no  less  than  five  of  these  fine  weai)ons,  the  Piince  Impeiial  of 

Austria,  Prince  Mavrocordato,  Prince  lioris-Czetwert^-nski,  the 

Duke  de  Castries,  Baron  Albert  de  llothschild,  M.  Patiice  de 

MacMahon,  and  hist,  thougli  not  least.  Prince  Aiihur  of  Saxe 

Coburg  Gotha.     One  side  of  the  Pui'dey  glass  case  is  decorated 

with  photographs  of  8i)orting  tro2)hies  of  the  game  shot  on  various 

ursions  in  ICurope  by  the  Prince  of  Wales,  the  Emperor  of 
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Bussia,  and  the  late  King  of  Italy,  There  is  also  the  reproduc- 
tion of  a  trophy  of  African  antelopes,  shot  by  two  adventurous 
English  sportsmen,  J.  L.  Garden,  Esq.,  and  Captain  Garden. 
The  well-known  and  indeed  leading  specialty  of  the  Purdey  guns 
is  extreme  lightness,  obtained  without  any  sacrifice  of  strength. 
Another  is  the  new  system  introduced  by  Messrs.  Purdey  of  boring 
for  '  small  charges,'  so  that  longer  range  and  better  results  may 
be  attained  than  can  be  procured  by  the  old  system  of  heavy  guns 
with  large  charges.  The  light  guns  are  altogether  free  from  '  kick* 
or  recoil. 

The  extra  Purdey  exhibit  consists  of  four  guns,  elaborately 
chased  in  the  champ-leve  style,  two  of  which  have  been  embellished 
by  the  talented  artist  Aristido  Barri,  who  was  arrested  at  Vienna 
as  a  Communist,  but  was  subsequently  released,  and  is  now  occu- 
pied in  executing  a  champ-leve  for  the  Emperor  of  Austria.  There 
is  likewise  a  pair  of  very  handsome  guns,  with  stocks  of  orna- 
mental maple,  having  the  appearance  of  tortoiseshell,  and  the  steel 
portions  of  which  are  exquisitely  inlaid  with  gold.  A  pair  of 
beautiful  guns  for  ladies'  use  must  also  claim  a  word.  The  stocks 
of  these  guns  are  ebonised,  and  the  weapons  themselves  are  of 
extreme  lightness;  still  I  am  told  that  a  distinguished  pigeon- 
shot  at  a  recent  Monaco  competition  succeeded  in  killing  with 
one  of  them  fifteen  out  of  eighteen  birds  at  twenty-eight  yards' 
rise.  The  crack  shots  of  Hurlingham  and  Shepherd's  Bush 
are  in  the  habit  of  favouring  with  their  presence  the  competitions 
organised  by  the  brothers  Dennetier,  in  the  diminished  strip  of 
territory  belonging  to  Prince  Charles  of  Monaco,  to  the  sore  dis- 
comfitm'e  of  then*  Continental  rivals.  On  these  occasions  the 
death-dealing  barrels  of  Mr.  Dudley  Ward,  Sir  B.  Musgrave, 
Earl  de  Grey,  and  Captain  Vansittart  give  plenty  of  employ- 
ment to  Nelly,  the  famous  bitch  upon  whom  devolves  the  onerous 
task  of  retrieving  the  slaughtered  pigeons,  which  frequently  average 
six  himdred  per  diem.  Especially  interesting  in  the  Pm*dey  exhibit 
is  an  extremely  ingenious  mechanical  gun,  which,  by  means  of  an 
arrangement  of  screws,  can  be  twisted  and  turned  into  any  shape, 
and  fixed  there  for  measurements  to  be  taken  from  it,  so  that  the 
gun  to  be  manufactured  can  be  suited  to  '  the  mount'  of  any 
particular  sportsman  who  is  in  the  habit  of  shooting  from  the 
right  or  left  eye,  or  from  the  right  or  the  left  shoulder,  respec- 
tively. I  am  informed  that  no  less  than  7000Z.  in  money-prizes 
alone,  exclusive  of  cups,  have  been  won  by  noblemen  and  gentle- 
men using  Purdey  guns  at  Hurlingham  and  the  Gun  Club  last 
year. 
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whom  a  Gold  Medal  has  likewise  been  awarded,  on  tlie  score  of 
the  mingled  strength,  excellence,  and  beaut;  of  workmanship 
shown  in  his  fowling- 
pieces.  Among  the  coU 
lections  of  firearms  dis- 
played at  the  Exhibition 
are  many  admirable  ex- 
amples of  Continental 
and  American  skill;  still, 
judges  possessed  of  the 
requisite  technical  know- 
ledge, who  have  gone 
carefully  through  the 
whole  of  the  exhibits,  do 
not  hesitate  to  place  the 
weapons  of  our  English 
gunsmiths  in  the  fore- 
most rank,  both  as  regai'ds  their  sti'eugtb  and  their  finish.  Even 
the  best  French  and  Belgian  guns  faJ,  they  say,  to  impress  the 
sportsman  with  the  same  idea  of  strength  and  perfect  beauty  of 
action  as  a  thoroughly  well-made  English  fowling-piece.  The 
former  are  altogether  more  toy-like ;  and  it  is  a  notice^le  fact  that 
the  greatmajority  of  French,  German,  and  Belgian  sportsmen,  and 
more  particularly  those  who  are  adepts  at  pigeou-shooting,  invari- 
ably use  guns  of  English  origin,  manufactured  by  such  experienced 
gunsmiths  as  Mr.  Stephen  Grant  and  the  more  notable  of  his  eon- 
frires.  I  am  told,  indeed,  that  the  vast  majority  of  the  prizes  which 
have  recently  fallen  to  competitors  at  shooting-matches,  both  in 
England  and  on  tlie  Continent,  have  been  gained  by  gentlemen 
who  have  used  either  Grant  or  Furdey  guns.  Captain  Aubrey 
Fatton~  who  on  two  consecutive  occasions  carried  off  the  Grand 
Prix,  worth  lOOOI.,  at  the  Monaco  '  tournament  of  doTes,'  shot  with 
a  Grant  breechloader ;  and  Mr.  David  Hope-Johnstone,  who  a  few 
years  since  secured  the  magnificent  piece  of  plate  presented  by  Mr. 
James  Gordon  Bennett  to  be  shot  for  at  the  ground  of  the  Cercle 
dee  Patineurs  in  the  Bois  de  Boulogne,  is  likewise  a  client  of  Mr. 
Stephen  Grant's,  who  counts,  moreover,  the  Prince  of  Wales  and 
the  Duke  of  Edinburgh  among  his  ai'istocratic  patrons. 

Some  five  years  since,  making  a  tour  among  the  numu&ctures 
of  the  Midlands  and  the  North  of  England,  I  came  to  Birmingham, 
and  studied,  as  narrowly  as  within  my  powers  of  observation  lay, 
the  remarkable  processes — ^I  think  there  are  nineteen  in  alt- 
employed  in  the  fabrication  of  steel  pens.     It  was  the  works  (^ 


I 
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Messrs.  Joseph  Gillott  that,  as  k  toUl  stmnger,  I  visited,  Gnt 
because  Gillott  steel  pens  are  admitted  to  be  ,the  best  that  ne 
nude,  and  next  because  the  lutme  and  trade-mark  of  '  Joseph 
Gillott '  are  known  the  whole  world  over.  I  am  glad  to  see  tfait 
the  celebrated  Birmingham  tmn  haTe  had  jostice  done  to  thf^ 
in  the  Champ  de  ilars,  and  have  received  a  Gold  MedaL  Tte 
Gillott  show-case  displays,  in  its  central  compartments,  a  pen- 
holder and  a  '  magnam-boQom '  pen  of  such  gigantic  dimecsiam 
that  the  implement  might  he  best  suited  to  the  nse  of  the  Prinle 
Secretary  to  the  S<irereign  of  Brobdingoag.  The  lateral  ctn- 
partments  display  trophies  with  mouldings  and  central  bosMS 
formed  of  steel  pens  and  holders  of  various  lonns  and  sizes,  and 
of  every  shade  of  metallic  tint ;  while  beneath  are  glass  rases  fiUsd 
with  thousands  of  loose  '  nibs '  and  '  barrel '  pens.  I  notice,  aboi 
that  a  portion  of  the  case  practically  iUustmtes  the  various  pro- 
cesses  of  pen-making,  beginning  with  the  first  plain  strip  of  metal, 
and  showing  it  in  successive  stages  of  punching,  cutting,  stamp- 
ing, piercing,  pointing,  nibbing,  hardening,  annealing,  polishine, 
lettering,  and  so  forth,  until  It  is  tinned  oat  a  pure  and  perK<:t 
pen,  ready  to  join  its  comrades  in  a  cardboard  box  inscribed  wilt 
the  well-kDown  signature  of '  Joseph  Gillott,'  and  to  make  tLc 
'  Tour  dn  Monde.'  What,  I  wonder,  will  become  of  all  there 
thousands  of  '  magnum  bonums,'  hard  and  soft  nibs,  'commercial' 
and  fine-pointed  pens,  and  hthographic  '  crowquills '  ?  They  itill 
he  dispersed,  I  suppose;  they  will  be  scattered  far  and  wiile; 
they  will  find  their  way  to  all  sorts  of  out-of-the-way  regions- 
Tens  of  thousands  of  love-letters,  begging-letters,  and  lawyer' 
letters,  bills  and  invoices,  poems  and  novels,  five-act  tragedies  and 
milk-scores,  leading  articles  and  schoolboys'  exercises,  will  bi; 
written  with  these  pens.  And  yet.  i-asl  as  is  the  part  which  steel 
pens  have  played  in  the  civilisation  of  the  world,  they  are,  com- 
paratively speaking,  things  only  of  the  day  before  yesterdAj. 
AVhen  I  first  went  to  school  in  Paris,  forty  years  ago,  it  was 
of  the  highest  crimes  and  misdemeanours  that  a  boy  coold 
to  be  foimd  in  possession  of  a  '  plume  de  fer.'  The  steel  pen 
inflexildy  banished  as  an  abominable  thing  from  our  scholastisl 
precincts  ;  and  four  years  afterwards,  when  I  went  to  school  il 
£nghiiid,  I  found  that  steel  pens  were  only  sullenly  tolerated 

my  preceptor,  and  that  the  nearest  road  to  his  favour  waa  to 

him  for  a  q»ill  pvu.     If,  in  addition  to  writing  with  a  qnill,  y9^ 
ciiulf'  — -»d  one,  you  became  at  once  a  Model  Boy.     Nous  on 
cf  cela ;  yet  the  quill  continues  to  a  certain  extent 

J  in  ]<:»glaDd.    At  the  great  clubs  a  dozen  quill 


UOBE  GOLD  Mgr>j»JiI3T8.  OVO 

are  certainly  used  for  every  ateel  nib  asked  for.  QuilU  liave  not  been 
entire1ybaiusliedeitlier&omGoTeminentoffices,courtaofjaBtice,or 
from  mercantile  counting-houses ;  so  that  as  long  as  the  use  of  a  Gil' 
lott  is  not  made  compulsory,  aad  as  long  as  it  is  not  made  a  penal 
offence  to  sleep  on  a  feather-bed,  the  geese  will  continae,  at  other 
seasons  besides  Alichaelmas  and  Christmas,  to  have  a  bad  time  of 
it.  The  number  of  quill-pen  users  is,  however,  restricted.  It  is 
a  population  which  is  diminishing,  and  which  will  die  out ;  while 
the  number  of  steel-pen  consumers  must  increase  to  a  propor- 
tionate  extent  with  the  consumers  of  letter-paper,  envelopes,  and 
postage  stamps — that  is  to  say,  to  the  Illimitable. 


T)  --_^^^Ai^H."l^^' 


'  I  find  all  your  prepanttioiu!  dreadfully  dear.' 
'But  lemember,  nutdain,  we  gained  the  only  medal 
for  perfiunety.' 
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^B                                                                        IN    THE    TEMrLB, 

^M              Theee  was  in  tlie  aanual  Exhibition  proper  of  Pflintinga  knoin 

^M         as  Le  Salon,  held  at  the  Palais  de  rindiistrie  duriag  the  Bammel 

^M         months,  a  picture  which  to  me  was  full  of  the  deepest  int«ni 

^H         hut  which  failed  to  attract  a  tithe  of  the  attentiou  it  desemd 

^m         The  ti-uth  is,  tliat  the  wondrous  Galeries  des  Beaux  Arts  in  ih 

^M         Champ  de  Mai-s  had,  like  Aaron's  rod,  swallowed  up  all  othc 

^P         coutemporaiy  displays   of  paintings  and   statuaiy;   and  in  tfa 

^F         tremendous  panorama  of  the  Exposition  Universelle  the  modM 

gaUery  in  the  Champs  Elysees  was,  comparatively  speaking,  fo 

gotten.   At  the  close  of  the  Salon  the  work  of  ai-t  of  which  I  spei 

was  removed  to  a  pictui-e-dealer's  shop  on  tlie  Boulevard  Botu 

^M          Nouvelle ;  and  day  after  day  I  used  to  go  and  cogitate  over  it  ■ 

^B         the  half  hour  together.     It  was  a  canvas  of  considerahle  dun 

^M         aions,  containing  many  figures,  and  it  was  full  of  good  compositi 

^H         drawing,  and  colour.     It  was  offered  for  sale  at  a  very  model) 

^H        price — a  hundred  and  twenty  poundB,  if  I  remember  aright.   I  i 

^H        not  purchase  the  work,  because  there  was  then,  as  there  is  Bti 

^f        an  unaccountahle  delay  in  the  arrival,  at  my  domicile  in  Paria, 

1"             laary  cheques  available  for  investment  in  worka  of  u 

Idy  confess  that  had  I  bought  it  I  should  not  have  btt 

IN   THE    TEMPLE.  897 

influenced  by  any  considerations  of  an  artistic  nature*  I  valued 
the  picture  only  as  an  eloquently  realistic  illustration  of  one  of  the 
most  dramatic,  the  most  moving,  and  most  mysterious  episodes  in 
the  history  of  modem  France* 

This  picture  told  the  story  of  the  arrest  of  Georges  Cadoudal, 
the  famous  Chouan  conspirator  against  the  life  of  the  First 
Napoleon,  Georges  was  accustomed  stoutly  to  disclaim  the 
imputation  of  being  a  common  assassin ;  still  he  did  not  conceal 
his  intention  to  fall  upon  the  First  Consul  the  first  time  he  met 
him  in  public ;  disarm  his  escort  with  the  assistance  of  a  band  of 
brother  Chouans,  and  slay  him.  Bonaparte,  he  reasoned,  had 
been  condemned  to  death  by  the  verdict  of  all  respectable  people ; 
and  somebody  must  be  bold  enough  to  become  the  executioner  of 
the  tyrant.  With  this  idee  fixe  in  his  mind,  the  resolute  Chouan 
came  over  from  England,  where  he  had  long  lived  in  exile,  and 
where,  to  all  seeming,  he  was  very  well  known  and  very  much  liked, 
even  in  aristocratic  English  society,  and  hid  himself  in  Paris, 
where  he  soon  became  the  centre  of  a  gang  of  some  sixty  or  seventy 
desperate  plotters  against  the  government.  Both  M.  Lanfrey  and 
M.  Michelet  plainly  declare  that  the  Consular  Government  were 
perfectly  well  aware  of  the  presence  of  Georges  and  his  confederates 
in  the  capital,  and  that  the  police  allowed  the  plot  to  ripen  un- 
disturbed, in  the  hope  of  getting  hold  of  conspirators  of  more 
exalted  rank  than  the  Vendean  farmer,  Georges  Cadoudal,  and  his 
more  or  less  obscure  followers.  They  thought  that  Monseigneur 
the  Comte  d*Artois  might  be  eventually  decoyed  to  Paris,  and 
captured  to  his  destruction.  Their  benevolent  expectations  in 
this  respect  being  frustrated,  the  Minister  of  Police  deemed  it  time 
to  cast  his  drag-nets  and  make  a  haul  of  the  Boiurbonist  agents, 
who  were  known  by  his  scouts  and  his  spies  to  be  in  Paris, 
The  Chouans  were  laid  hold  of  by  the  score ;  but  Georges,  during 
many  weeks,  successfully  eluded  the  pursuit  of  the  gendarmes  and 
the  inouchards.  He  was  nevertheless  so  persistently  followed,  so 
closely  tracked  from  hiding-place  to  hiding-place,  that  he  could 
hear,  as  it  were,  the  barking  of  the  police-pack  at  his  heels,  and 
almost  feel  their  hot  breath  stirring  his  hair.  He  had  no  refuge 
at  last  but  a  hackney  cabriolet — a  two-wheeled  vehicle  with  a  huge 
leathern  hood ;  and  in  this  cab,  driven  by  a  trusty  friend,  he 
positively  lived  for  the  best  part  of  a  week,  driving  about  the 
streets  all  day,  and  hiding  at  night  in  some  timber-yard  or  quay- 
side shed,  where  food  and  forage  had  been  brought  by  friends,  so 
as  to  give  horse  and  man  a  little  refreshment  and  rest. 

But  one  afternoon,  in  a  frequented  thoroughfare,  the  friendly 
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rabdrivor  was  imprudent  enough  td  alight,  and  enter  ft  mMH  ^ 
obtain  a  drink  of  wine.     This  simple  act  was  in  itself  ft  Iral^l  ^ 
the  existing  cab  regulations.     T^o  passing  poIice-ftgentiiH  ^ 
notice  of  it;  and  one  of  them,  looking  into  the  cairiageyini^H   ! 
tbo  driver  had  resumed  his  seat,  to  warn  him  that  he'iradB 
f;ummoned,  recognised  with  astonishment  and  delight  in  the  leeiB 
4^ccupant  of  the  cabriolet  the  countenance  of  the  man  of  wliaaS 
had  been  so  kmg  in  quest — Georges  Cadoudal.    *  A  moi!'  iMiflH 
to  his  companion,  seizing  Georges  by  the  collar,  and  stnni(l 
drag  him  to  tlie  pavement.     Georges  was  not  a  man  <rf4 
measures,      lie   at   once    drew  a   pistol,    fired,    and   blevll 
inonrltanVH  brains  out;    then,  seizing  the  reins  and  lashing il 
li(n*se,  he  made  a  desperate  effort  to  drive  away  ;  but  the  sRnfl 
mourlmrd  bad  seized  the  horse's  head;   a  crowd  collected;^! 
patrol  ari'ived  from  the  nearest  guardhouse;   the  Chooan  kdiM 
was  overcome  and  liandcuffed ;  twenty  minutes  afterwards  he  vi| 
in  a  nirhot  at  the  Depot  of  the  Prefecture ;   and  ere  sunset  henl 
safe  and  sound  in  the  Temple,  only  to  leave  that  gloomy  doqtl 
for  the  prisonor*s  dock  at  tlie  Palais  de  Justice,  only  to  leave  il 
eventually  for  the  Place  dc  Greve,  where,  with  eleven  otherieiltfl 
fancied  conspirators  against  the  life  of  the  P"'irst  Consul,  he  ml  I 
guillotined.     Jle  left  a  poor  old  father  to  bewail  him;  and  attkl 
llestoration  the  elder  Cadoudal  was  ennobled  in  memoir  of  kit  ■ 
fion's  devotion  to  the  cause  of  Royalty.     It  so  happened  that  fit  1 
poor  mouchard,  who  had  his  brains  blown  out  by  Oeorges^leftiimt  1 
only  a  father,  but  a  wife  and  children  also,  to  be  son-y  for  biwi.      ' 

The  moment  chosen  for  illustration  by  the  painter  is  whtt 
Oeorges,  leaping  u])  in  the  cabriolet,  discharges  his  pistol  point* 
blank  at  the  police-agent*s  head.  The  street-life  of  the  time,  tke 
uncouth  costumes  of  the  early  years  of  the  century — men  irith 
^  curl^'-brinnned  *  hats,  buckskin  or  stocking-net  pantaloons,  dnk 
coats,  voluminous  neckcloths,  variegated  garters  of  the  '  Sixteen- 
String  Jack*  pattern,  striped  stockings,  and  top-boots;  women 
with  poke-bonnets,  gauze  scarves,  and  closely-fitting  gowns,  with 
waists  close  under  the  armpits — are  depicted  with  strictly  historic 
accuracy.  But  the  interest  centres  in  that  struggle  in  the  cab— 
the  herculean  frame,  the  desperate  features,  of  Georges  with  his 
death-dealing  pistol,  the  death-shriek  of  the  mouchard.  Ever 
as  I  gazed  upon  this  powerful  w^ork  did  I  see  in  my  mind's  eye,  in 
the  background,  the  very  donjon  of  the  Temi)le — the  dreary  fest- 
ness  in  which  I.ouis  XVI.  and  Marie  Antoinette  endured  the  long 
agony  which  ended  in  their  murder — the  Temple  where  the  bestial 
cobbler,  Simon,  was  permitted  by  the  Commune  de  Paris  to  tortoic 
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^  death's  door  the  poor  little  captive,  Louis  XVII.     The  Princess, 
*^io  was  afterwards  Duchess  of  Angouldme,  was  the  last  Boyal 
^Jfisoner  immured  in  the  Temple ;  and  in  1811  Napoleon  had  the 
jionjon  razed  to  the  ground.     The  King  of  Home  had  just  been 
'^m;   and  the  proud  and  exultant  father  somewhat  too  senti- 
mentally observed  that  in  demolishing  the  Temple  he  wished  to 
Ihrow  into  oblivion  all  memory  of  a  place  in  which  a  Royal  child 
%ad  suffered  so  much  dire  anguish.     He  might  have  added  that 
*t  was  convenient  to  obliterate  the  reminiscences  of  a  State  prison 
%88ociated  not  only  with  the  martyrdom  of  the  Royal  Fainily  of 
■France,  not  only  with  the  captivity  of  Georges  and   his  feUow 
dhouans,  but  also  with    the   possible   torture   and    murder   of 
^chegru,  and  the  still  unexplained  death  of  the  gallant  Captain 
Wright.     *  I  will  go  and  see  the  site  of  the  abominable  prison- 
ihouse,'  I  said  to  myself  yesterday.     'Paris  is  Herself  Again; 
I  and  in  all  Lutetia  there  is  no  spot  more  Parisian  than  the  Temple.' 
So  I  sped  on  wheels,  to  the  comer  of  the  Rue  des  Filles-du- 
Calvaire ;  and,  alighting,  found  myself  at  the  top  of  the  Boulevard 
du  Temple,  once  popularly  known  as  the  Boulevard  du  Crime, 
from  the  abundance  throughout  its  length  of  fifth-rate  theatres 
where  melodramas  of  a  peculiarly  sanguinary  nature  were  per- 
formed.    One  of  the   favourite  diversions  of  juvenile  Bohemia 
thiity  years  ago  was  to  patronise  the  pit  of  some  theatre  on  the 
Boulevard  du  Crime,  and  pelt  the  unscrupulous  assassin  or  the 
bloodthirsty  tyrant  of  the  melodrama  in  vogue  with  roasted  chest- 
nuts.    All  that  has  been  changed.     In  the  neighbourhood  of  the 
Boulevard  du  Crime  there  are  at  present  half  a  dozen  new  and 
handsome  theatres ;  the  tremendous  barracks,  capable  of  housing 
eight  thousand  men,  on  the  Place  du  Chateau  d'Eau,  are  in  them* 
selves  a  significant  reminder  that  these  are  days  when  order  must 
be  preser\'ed,  and  when  marrons  chauds  may  not  any  longer  be 
flung  with  impunity  at  unscrupulous  bravi  or  bloodthirsty  tyrants 
behind  the  footlights ;  while  the  tottering  blackened  old  tene- 
ments of  the  boulevard  itself  have  been  replaced  by  stately  man* 
sions  in  the  Haussmannesque  style  of  architecture — mansions  full 
of  pretensions,  but  totally  devoid  of  picturesque  character.     It 
must  be  admitted,  in  candour,  that  the  old  picturesque  tenements 
were  narrow  and  dirty,  whereas  the  Haussmannesque  edifices  are 
spacious  and  clean.     This  consideration  consoled  me  for  the  dis- 
appearance of  the  five-storied  hovel  numbered  42  on  the  Boulevard 
du  Temple,  from  the  window   of  the  topmost  garret  of  which 
hovel,  on  the  12th  July,  1835,  the  Corsican  Fieschi  discharged 
his  infernal  machine  at  King  Louis-Philippe — missing  the  kmg. 
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bnt  succeeding  iii  killing  and  wounding  a  vast  number  of  penoi 
Among  the  slain  waa  Uie  brave  Marshal  Mortier,  who  had  puss 
tinac&Uied  through  twenty  campaigna,  to  be  murdered  at  last 
this  miscreant.  The  engineer  was,  to  a  certain  extent,  boist  by 
his  own  diabolical  petard ;  since  some  of  the  old  muaket-barreU 
forming  the  machine  burst  from  overchai^ing,  and  Fieaebi  was 
horribly  wounded  about  the  Iiead  and  face.  I  remember  as  a 
cluld,  in  tiiat  same  year  '35,  to  have  gazed  with  much  awe  wid 
wonderment  at  a  little  wax  model  of  the  bloodthii-sty  Coraican's 
fece,  with  his  villainous  jaw  bandaged,  exhibited  in  the  window  of 
Messrs.  Lechertier-Bai-be,  the  artists'  colourmen,  in  the  Regent's 
Quadrant.  The  spectacle  was  such  an  attractive  one  that  an 
emulative  perfumer  over  the  way  forthwith  exposed  to  public  view 
a  model  in  wax,  under  a  glass  case,  of  Madame  Vestriss  foot. 
Fieschi  and  his  accomplices,  Morey  and  Pepin,  were  duly  guillo- 
tined, not  on  the  Place  de  Greve,  but  at  the  top  of  the  Rue 
d'Enfer — recently  renamed  Denfert — tlic  immediate  predecessor 
as  a  Golgotha  of  the  Place  de  la  Boijuette.  As  for  Number  4 
Boulevard  du  Temple,  it  is  at  present  as  spruce  and  coquettial 
house  as  you  could  wish  to  look  upon. 

As  spruce  and  comely,  as  new  and  shining,  is  the  second-! 
clothes  and  furniture  mart,  kno\vn  as  the  '  Marche  du  Temple.' 
Napoleon  I.  contemptuously  abandoned  the  dismantled  site  of  the 
State  prison  to  the  old-clothes  men ;  and  for  upwards  of  half 
a  century  a  space  containing  some  fourteen  thousand  square  feet  J 
was  occupied  by  a  labj-iinth  of  wooden  bnraques  or  huts,  in  whidi 
the  dirtiest,  tlie  noisiest,  and  the  most  extortionate  of  liag  Fain 
went  on  from  early  morning  till  sunset.  When  I  told  a  Frend 
friend  last  evening  that  i  had  been  to  the  Temple,  he  replied 
deprecatingly,  'A  quoi  bon?  It  is  finished.  It  is  no  longi 
worth  seeing.  Cest  propre ;  et  on  n'y  fait  plus  dea  farces."  Yea 
I  will  own  that  the  existing  Market  of  the  Temple  is  as  clean  a 
new  pin,  and  that  not  the  slightest  attempt  to  coerce  yon  i 
buying  anything  is  made  by  the  merchants  doing  business  therqid 
still,  to  me,  the  bustling  scene  was  extremely  animated,  curioai 
and  amusing.  Napoleon  III.  and  M.  Haussmann  wero  faia  t 
deprive  tiie  Temple  of  its  picturesque  attinbutes,  dirt,  disorda 
and  dishonesty  included,  just  as  they  were  fain  to  metomorphoi 
the  dark  and  brawhng  old  Marche  des  Innocents  into  the  presei 
magnificent  Halles  Centrales.  'J'o  form  an  idea  of  the  existin. 
Temple  you  have  only  to  ima^ne  that  you  are  in  the  new  Smitk 
field  Meat  Market,  but  that  the  butchers'  stalls  have  been  repla< 
by  a  multitude  of  cosy  little  cabins,  some  glazed  on  all  sides,  i 
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jyingthe  wares  wliieli  tlie  dealers  have  to  sell  j  while  others  are 
>en  stalls,  heaped  high  or  hung  all  round  with  gaiments  which 
^an  be  tumod  over  and  bargaiueil  for  at  will.     This  multitude  of 


cabins  is  roofed  in  under  one  lofty  dome  of  ii'on  and  glass.  The 
main  avenue,  stretching  at  a  right  angle  from  the  Rue  du  Temi)!'* 
is  grandly  spacious,  and   tliere   are  several   cross   corridors 
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convenient  breadth  ;  but  between  inftny  of  the  blocks  of  cabin 
there  is  only  just  room  for  two  persons  to  pass  nt  a  time,  and  yffl 
have  to  rnn  the  drollest  of  gauntlets  between  the  shopkeepent 
nine-tenths  of  whom  seem  to  be  women. 

Only  once  before  in  my  life  have  I  heartl  such  a  slirill  cliatteD 
ing  of  feminine  tongues,  and  that  was  on  tlie  morning  of  Sunday 
the  4tli  of  September  1870,  when,  under  suspicion  of  being  ( 
Prussian  spy,  I  was  the  occupant  of  a  dmigeon  at  tlie  Dep£t  o 
the  Prefecture  of  Police.  I  was  '  4  lo  disposition  de  M.  le  Pr6fet, 
who  had  just  time,  at  the  kinit  instance  of  his  Excellency  Lion 
Lyons,  to  release  me  when  the  llevolution  broke  out,  snd  S| 
le  Pr^fet  had  to  fly  for  liis  life.  These  are  facts  which  lead  me  to 
the  infereuce  that  there  are  strange  ups  and  downs  in  this  worli^ 
and  th^t  man  occasionally  takes  stranger  hberties  witli  his  fellowW 
creatiires.  My  cell  had  a  window  too  high  up  in  the  wall  for  m« 
to  peep  tlirougb  the  bars ;  but  a  good-uatm'ed  turnkey  told  ma 
that  tlie  window  overlooked  an  immense  stone  hall,  which  i 
the  female  side  of  the  prison.  More  than  a  hundred  of  '  pnuvre 
creatures,'  as  the  good-natured  turnkey  told  me,  were  in  this  hall 
and  nil  of  them,  bo  far  as  the  experience  of  my  eai-s  went,  wen 
chattering  at  the  top  of  their  voices.  It  was  as  though  one  livecE 
next  door  to  a  colossal  aviary  full  of  parrots,  macaws,  and  mag- 
pies, with  a  few  crows  and  ravens  thrown  in  to  represent  the  elder 
branch  of  the  sisterhood.  A  closely  analogous  tintamnrre  was  thitj 
audible  yesterday,  in  the  Marche  du  Temple,  '  Madame  desira 
t-elle  un  vetement  ? '  '  Monsieur  cherche-t-il  im  pardessns  ? '  DU 
I  want  a  pair  of  boots,  better  than  new ;  pantaloons,  of  the  highea 
novelty;  a  corset,  six  corsets,  six  dozen  corsets,  of  fashiooabli 
elaboration  ?  Would  I  look  at  this  pink-satin  robe,  trimmed  wiUt 
black  lace  ?  It  was  worn  only  a  fortnight  ago — this  was  said  con* 
fidentially,  and  almost  in  a  whisper — by  the  Duchesse  de  Poule 
mouill^,  at  the  Versailles  fete.  Regard  this  exquisite  toilette  i 
visite  of  mauve  silk,  trimmed  with  gold  beads  and  embroidery.  ] 
formed  part — again  a  shortly  contidential  communication  and  , 
semi-whisper — it  formed  a  part  of  the  dffroqtte  of  Mademoisell 
Fichesoncamp  of  the  Boufl'es  Parisiena. 

It  chanced  that  I  wanted  nothing  at  all  just  then ;  but  I  yi 
'i  run  the   gauntlet  of  the  stallkeepers  for  full  thn 
ftu  Iiour,  recaUing  the  humours  of  Cranbourae  Alley  il 
I,  when  irrepressible  shopkeepei-s  entreated  you  to  g^v 
one  look,  at  that  '  sweet  little  duck  of  a  blue  booae^ 
iautifullest  thing  in  real  Leghorn  as  ever  was  b-*— ^^ 
1  am   glad  to  record,  not  secondhand  but  new. 
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plentiful  in  the  Temple  yesterday,  and  were  quoted  at  extremely 
moderate  prices.  A  bonnet  brave  in  ribbons  was  offered  to  me 
for  five  francs  fifty  ;  another,  with  a  whole  bandbox  full  of  arti- 
ficial flowers  upon  it,  I  could  have  secured  for  eight  twenty-five  ; 
and  another  chapeau,  decorated  with  a  bird,  apparently  a  tomtit, 
with  outstretched  wings,  could  be  had  for  the  ridiculously  small 
sum  of  eleven  francs.  And  all  new  bonnets,  in  the  most  fashion- 
able style,  mind  you.  Eleven  francs  for  a  bonnet ;  and  Mesdames 
Pauline  Millefleurs  and  Zulma  Chapeauchic,  of  the  Boulevard  des 
Capucines  and  the  Rue  de  la  Paix,  won't  look  at  me — in  the  way 
of  a  bonnet — under  sixty  francs.  *  They  would  have  sold  you 
that  eight-franc  bonnet  in  the  Temple  for  five,*  said  my  cynical 
French  friend  in  the  evening.  It  was  only  a  *  decrochez-moi-9a.' 
Now  a  *  decrochez-moi-9a  *  is  a  very  cheap  and  *  loud  *  bonnet, 
hung  on  a  peg  in  the  interior  of  a  cabin  in  the  Temple,  for  the 
special  purpose  of  dazzling  the  eyes  of  some  feminine  customer  of 
the  servant-gui  or  the  '  Jenny  TOuvriere'  class.  When  the  young 
lad}'  in  question  sees  and  is  fascinated  by  this  bonnet,  she  poinUi 
with  her  forefinger  to  it,  and  the  marchande  at  once  construes  this 
movement  into  a  direction  to  *d6croclier*  or  remove  the  desiderated 
headdress  from  its  peg.  Thus  a  '  decrochez-moi-9a '  has  become 
quite  a  proverbial  locution  for  a  Temple  bonnet.  To  translate  it 
as  *  Take  it  off  the  peg,  please,*  would  be  very  feeble  and  colour- 
less ;  and  I  am  of  opinion  that  the  closest  colloquial  English 
equivalent  for  '  d^crochez-moi-ga '  would  be  '  Let*s  have  a  squint 
at  it.'* 

Altogether  the  Marchd  du  Temple,  as  reconstructed  and  re- 
organised under  the  Second  Empire,  differs  very  widely  indeed 
from  the  dingy  Babel  so  forcibly  described  by  Eugene  Sue  in  the 
Mysteries  of  Paris — a  romance  which,  notwithstanding  all  its 
ethical  faults  and  its  melodramatic  monstrosities,  presents  a  won- 
derfully observant  and  accurate  picture  of  the  condition  of  the 

*  At  the  time  when  this  particular  passage  respectiDs  the  M4crochez-moi* 
^^a '  npi)eared  in  the  DaUji  Telegrajih,  1  received  a  qaeruloos,  and  by  no  means 
complimentary,  letter — oi  course,  it  was  an  anonvmoos  one  ;  abusive  'people 
arc  generally  cowards — teUinc  me  that  '  eveijboay  knew '  that  such  artidos 
ai^  were  called  in  the  Temple  <  d^crochez-moi-^as'  were  known  in  the  second<- 
hand-clothes  world  of  London  as  'reach-me-downs.'  A  paragraph  to  the  same 
effect,  but  not  abusive,  subsequently  appeared  in  the  World,  I  decline  to 
tamper  with  the  integrity  of  my  text,  for  tne  reasons,  that  I  lived  in  Holjwell- 
street,  seven-and-twenty  years  ago,  at  the  sign  of  the  '  Old  Dog,'  a  famous 
tavern  long  since  demolished  ;  Uiat  I  was  on  terms  of  close  intimacy  with  all 
the  old-cloUies  men  of  the  locality ;  that  1  have  a  tolerably  good  memory ;  and 
that  I  never  heard  of  a  *  reach-me-down.' 
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working  cksses  in  Paris  thirty  years  ago.  Eugeni 
student  of  mannevB  ftnd  as  a  word-painter,  could  1 
tratingly  powerful  as  the  extant  M.  Emile  iiola  ;  hut 
cliooae  to  be  chronii-nlly  nnd  delihorntely  revolting, 
the  Bet  purpose  and  tlic  delight  of  the  author  of  L'A 
he.  It  was  to  tlie  Tenii)]c,  you  will  remember,  that, 
teries,  Kodolplie,  Grand  IJulce  of  G^rolstein,  disguised 
workman  in  a  blouse,  went,  nccompauicd  by  liigolette 
to  purchase  a  few  cliattels  wherewith  to  fui-nish  tlie  at 
had  just  hired  from  Madame  l*ipelet,  that  never-to-l 
concienje  of  the  honsu  in  the  Kue  du  Temple  when 
fearful  mysteries  were  cuncttid,  and  the  landlord  of  wl. 
virtuous  M-  I3rns-liougf.  At  the  period  refoiTcd 
novelist,  the  secondhnnd  i'uniiture  department  of  the  'J 
n  close  resemblance  to  the  Lundon  lload  and  the  st 
immediate  neighbourhood  of  the  IClephnnt  and  Castle, 
days  of  imprisonment  for  debt,  the  secondhand  fumit 
of  this  district  used  to  boast  of  their  ability  to  '  furu 
out'  ft  detenu,  to  wlioni  a  room  in  the  tjneen's  Bench 
just  been  assigned,  with  all  the  necessflr^-  articles  of  fu 
nnd  bed-linen,  crockery,  knives,  forlis,  and  spoons,  nm 
cuisine : — all  in  tlic  brief  S])nee  of  live-and- twenty  niir 
the  moderate  rental  of  ten  sliilliugs  a  week.  I  have 
that,  for  an  additional  five  jihillings,  the  captive's  eon 
have  been  enhimced  and  his  intellectual  wants  mini: 
a  compact  pieture-gnUen-  and  a  select  library  of  insi 
CBtertaiuing  books. 

Were  the  Mnrchi;  d»  Temple  to  find  its  resources 
circumstances  akin  to  the  i'oragoing,  it  would  sliow 
well  assured,  fully  eijual  to  the  occasion.  The  dealei 
'  une  jeune  i)ersonne  dans  ses  meuhlcs'  in  less  than  Ii 
Aa  it  is,  a  complete  layette  may  be  procured  in  the  T 
minutes.  Do  you  want  furs  >  The  skins  of  50,0 
rabbits  at  once  leap  from  tlieir  pegs— as  the  swordi 
cliivab'y  should  have  leaped  from  their  scabbar<lH  to  <1 
Antoinette — crying  (the  furs,  not  the  swords),  '  We  ai 
we  are  all  beaver,  ehiueliilla,  minx,  silver  fox,  whateve 
believe.'  Do  you  need  jackets,  mantles,  'visites,' 
they  are  all  to  be  had  here  by  the  thousand.  There  i 
alleys  full  of  bats  and  caps.  There  are  scores  more  ii 
boot''  '  'hoes  are  vended  ;  and  let  it  be  understooi 
la  'on  of  the  merchandise  sold  in  tlie  renov 

('  quite  new.     It  is  only  an  enoi-mous  sla 
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Minories,  Shoreditch,  Tottenham  Court  Boad,  and  High  Holbom 
all  rolled  into  one,  and  gathered  undir  one  huge  vault  of  glass  and 
iron. 

The  most  interesting  portion  of  this  immense  bazaar  was,  I 
need  scarcely  say,  the  old-clothes  department.     There  there  was 
much  that  might  have  interested  the  philosophic  mind  of  the 
immortal  cogitator  of  the  University  of  Weissnichtw'o ;  there  lay 
loose,  or  hung  listlessly,  a  world  of  fripperies,  suggestive  of  one  of 
the  keenest  of  Beranger's  lyrics,  *  Vieux  habits,  vieux  galons  I' 
Boom  for  the  Gallican  Church !    I  come  upon  a  stall  heaped  high 
with  ecclesiastical  old  clothes — '  palls  and  mitres,  gold  and  gew- 
gaws, fetched  from  Aaron's  wardrobe,  or  the  flamens*  vestry ' — as 
Milton  disdainfully  qualifies  the  clerical  vestments  which  Laud 
was  striving  to  introduce  into  the  Church.     There  is  a  once 
sumptuous  cope,  stiflf  with  gold  embroidery,  of  which  I  saw  the 
twin  brother  only  yesterday  in  one  of  the  great  ecclesiological 
warehouses  in  the  Bue  St.  Sulpice.     But  that  cope  was  brand 
new,  and  its  sheen  was  dazzling  to  look  upon.     The  gold  in  the 
vestment  in  the  Marche  du  Temple  is  tarnished  to  griminess.   Its 
edges  are  wofully  frayed.    The  white-silk  lining  is  as  dingy  as  the 
lining  of  a  pall  in  the  stock  of  a  cheap  undertaker.    Yet,  rubbed 
up  and  patched  and  cobbled  a  little,  it  may  serve  the  purpose  of 
some  impecimious  cure  de  campagne,  whose  marguiUiera  are  not 
wealthy  enough  to  do  much  for  the  fabric  of  the  church  which  the 
good  priest  serves.     His  reverence  may  look  as  fine  as  fivepence 
in  that  cluipe  next  Easter-day.    Albs  and  rochets,  tunicles  and 
berettas,  stoles  and  dalmatics,  soutanes  and  rabatSy  shovel-hats 
and  skull-caps — all  are  mingled  here  in  picturesque  confusion. 
Stay,  here  is  at  once  the  grandest  and  the  most  dilapidated  suit  in 
the  whole  an*ay  of  sacerdotal  old  clothes.     A  swallow-tailed-coat, 
once  scarlet  in  hue,  the  shoulders  adorned  with  two  bouncing 
epaulettes,  and  a  plenitude  of  gold  embroidery  about  the  cuffs  and 
collars  and  pockets ;  an  equally  gorgeous  waistcoat ;  a  positively 
astounding  handouliire  of  crimson  velvet  and  golden  brocade,  silk 
stockings,  and  small-clothes  of  the  finest  kerseymere ;  and,  finally, 
a  cocked  hat  of  which  a  Marshal  of  France  or  the  late  Mr.  Toole 
of  the  India  House  might  have  been  proud.     Stay,  there  must  to 
these  be  added  a  dainty  rapier  with  a  gilt  hilt  and  a  big  gold 
tassel.     Now  what  can  epaulettes  and  bandoliers,  a  small-sword 
and  a  cocked  hat,  have  to  do  with  ecclesiastical  vestments  ?    I 
have  heard  of  the  Church  Militant;  but  I  knew  not  that  its 
members  arrayed  themselves  in  such  a  pugnacious-looking  panopl'* 
as  this.     But,  pondering  a  moment,  I  see  it  alL 
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Here  we  have  evidently  the  cast-off  carapace  of  a  Swu 
beadle  of  some  fasMonablaRchurch.   How  grand  he  looked  cm  i 
occasion  of  an  aristocratic  marriage !     How  imposingly  solei 
was   his  inien  when  an  aristocratic  funeral  took  place !      T 
kuUner  of  the  Adinin'utration  dee  Pompea  Funibres  looked,  tor  d 
his  sable  garb,  the  silver  buckles  on  his  shoes,  and  the  steel  cittt' 
of  office  roond  his  neck,  the  merest  of  plebeians  by  tlie  side  of  ti 
snniptuous  Suisse.     The  MarchS  de  Ii 
Madeleine  had  surrendered  its  cboicei 
flowci's  to  compose  the  bouquet  wliiet 
(j^amished  his  button-hole.    His  white 
kid  gloves — he  was  a  large  man,  ai ' 
'  took*  nines — fitted  him  like  a  secoi 
skin.     How  sonorous  was  the  reve 
beration  of  his  golden-tipped  staff  0 
the  marble  pavement  as  he  preceded 
the  bndal  cortege  or  the  funeml  tra* 
from  the  great  west  door  to  the  chi 
eel !      His  whiskers   alone, 
blackness  and  their  busliinesi 
sight  to  see.     A  few  more  inches,  »" 
little  more  hirsutcness,  and  he  might 
have   been   a   drum-major.      He  was 
content  to  remain  a  beadle.     But,  ah) 
the  vanity  of  things  mundane !     G-oU" 
laced  coats  and  cocked  bats  will  i 
last   for  ever;    and  a  Suisse   out  i 
elbows   is    clearly   a   most  tmsec 
personage.      So    the    fubriciens   hai| 
bought  him,  it  is  to  be  hoped,  a  ndl 
smt;    and   his  abandoned  finery  hi 
come — whither?    Into  'the  portion  of 
weeds  and   outworn  faces,'    into    the 
Slougli  of  Shabby  I>e8pond  of  a  second- 
hand  clothes  booth   in   the   Templa 
Wliy   have   I  never   seen    a    Btitil| 
beadle's  cocked  hat  in  Dudley-stret 
Seven  Dials?     Parish  beadles,  it  is  true,  are  rapidly  becomu^ 
an  extinct  race;    still  the  Bank  of  Engknd  and  many  of  the 
City  Companies  are  yet  justifiably  proud  of  the  beadles  they 
maintain. 

ri™^  to  the  chm-ch,  as  suniptuarily  represented  in  the  Marel 
.  ',  tlie  stage  raises  somewhat  saucily  its  head. 
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and  players  are  not  yet  friends  in  France.  The  clergy  have  not 
yet  forgotten  or  forgiven  Le  Tartaffe*  The  players  have  neither 
forgotten  nor  forgiven  the  clergy  for  their  refusal,  during  the  First 
Restoration,  to  give  Christian  burial  to  the  remains  of  a  once 
popular  actress.*  Happily  in  the  secondhand  clothes  galleries  of 
the  Temple  the  motley  costimies  of  the  greenroom  elbow,  amicably 
enough,  the  bygone  wardrobes  of  the  sacristie.  Did  you  ever, 
drive  down  the  Toledo  at  Naples  at  Carnival  time  ?  All  the  fan- 
tastic gear  that  Callot  ever  imagined  seems  to  have  been  brought 
to  light  in  the  masquerade  warehouses  of  the  Toledo.  The  com- 
plete accoutrements  of  scarlet  fiends,  horns,  hoofs,  tails,  and  all ; 
harlequins*  di'esses,  pierrots'  dresses,  are  hung  out,  like  banners 
on  the  outward  walls,  while  hideous  masks  grin  and  leer  at  you 
in  the  windows  and  from  the  door-jambs.  Abating  the  masks — ^I 
believe  that  it  is  a  matter  of  sheer  impossibility  to  turn  a  second- 
hand pantomime  mask  to  any  profitable  use,  save  on  Guy  Fawkes'- 
day,  when  it  finds  its  final  cause  in  the  bonfire  concluding  the 
festivities — ^the  theatrical  booths  in  the  Temple  remind  one  closely 
of  the  Neapolitan  Toledo.  There  is  the  '  make-up '  of  Dr.  Dul- 
camara— portentous  jafco^,  top-boots,  scarlet  coat,  voluminous  wig, 
and  all.  But,  woe  is  me,  how  dishevelled  and  unpowdered  is  the 
peruke !  Behold  the  embroidered  doublet  and  luiuts-de-chausses 
of  Monsieur  Jourdain,  the  'Bourgeois  Gentilhomme.'    Admire 

*  MademoiBelle  Baucour  or  de  Haucoiu*,  who  had  lone  retired  from  the 
stage,  died  in  January,  1815,  without  receiving  the  absolution  necessary  to 
remove  the  excommunication  normally  lying  on  players.  Her  remains  were 
conveyed,  for  the  celebration  of  the  usual  rites  preceding  interment,  to  the 
Chimin  of  St  Roch  in  the  Rue  St.  Hk)nor&  The  funeral  procession  comprised 
a  large  number  of  carriages,  and  was  followed  by  an  immense  concourse  of 
prsons.  On  the  arrival  of  the  corUge  at  St.  Roch  the  gates  were  found  to  be 
locked,  and  the  bearers  of  the  bier  were  peremptorily  refused  admittance.  A 
great  tumult  arose,  and  ultimately  the  doors  were  forced  open ;  but  no  priest 
made  his  appearance.  The  crowd  and  the  riot  increasing,  a  messenger  was 
sent  to  the  Tuileries  to  implore  the  king,  Louis  XVIII.,  to  interfere  by  oiderine 
the  recalcitrant  clergy  to  perform  the  required  rites ;  but  his  Majesty  declined 
to  interfere  in  a  matter  which,  in  the  Royal  opinion,  pertained  exclusively  to 
the  si)iritual  jurisdiction.  With  commendable  promptitude  the  actors  and 
actreflses  of  the  principal  theatres  of  Paris,  heaaed  by  the  company  of  the 
Comedie  Fran^aise,  adoressed  a  communication  to  the  Archbishop  of  Paris, 
etatin^  that  if  the  corpse  of  Mademoiselle  Rancour  did  not  at  once  receive 
Christian  interment  they  would  forthwith  renounce  the  Roman  Catholic  religion 
and  become  Protestants.  This  ultimatiun  frightened  the  priests.  Under  the 
advice  of  Royalty  thev  gave  way ;  a  funeral  Mass  was  sun^  over  the  coffin ; 
and  poor  Mademoiselle  Rancour  was  buried  in  consecrated   ground  in  the 

Eresencc  of  some  thirty  thousand  people,  who  shonted,  *  A  bas  les  calottes  !  & 
as  les  calottes  !  * 
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tlie  dressing-gown  and  nightcHp  of  the  Malade  Imngiuaii-e ;  and 
yoiidei"  straight-cut  justavcorps  and  cloak,  once  black  raven,  bnt 
now  maty  in  hue — they  must  have  belonged  to  Thomas  Diafoirus. 
But  in  vain  do  you  search  for  the  patched  coat,  the  battered  white 
hat,  the  prodigious  cravat,  the  bludgeon,  and  the  snuff-box  of 
Robert  Jlaeaire.  The  performance  of  L'Aiihcrge  ties  Ailreta  ia 
still,  I  beUeve,  prohibited  in  France ;  and  rightly  so,  for  the  eimple 
reason  that  the  execrable  villain,  once  so  admu'ahly  impersonated 
by  the  late  Frederic  Lemaitre,  is  so  replete  with  humour,  and  has 
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withal  so  many  heroic  qualities,  that  in  the  end  the  audience  are 
brought  to  the  point  of  admiiing  him.  Precisely  the  same  reason 
places  the  play  of  Jnck  Shejrpurd  virtually  in  the  Index  Expnr- 
gatorius. 

On  the  otiier  hand,  Mepliistopliilea  is  rife  in  the  Temple.  Go 
where  you  will  among  Uie  theatrical  booths,  you  may  reckon  with 
tolerable  certainty  on  meeting  with  the  red  doublet  and  Lose,  the 
short  cloak,  and  the  cap  with  tlie  cock's  feather  in  it,  of  tlie 
'  Esprit  qui  nie  toujouis.'  Fatist,  as  an  opera  or  as  a  drama,  is 
very  poptUar  hi  the  provinces  in  France,  and  tliere  is  a  constaot_ 
dema*' '  '""  Mepliiatophiles  costumes.  As  for  the  plerrot  r 
ha'  'sea  in  the  Temple,  their  name  is  simply  legion ;  i 
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the  same  may  be  said  of  the  coloured  satin  *  trunks  * — generally 
l)ink  or  sky-blue — and  the  silk  fleshings  which,  as  personal  adorn- 
ments of  ladies  who  frequent  masquerades  and  who  do  not  wear 
dominos,  have  superseded  the  pretty  and  scarcely  indecorous 
costimie  of  the  dSbardeur,  a  costume  wliich  may  be  said  to  have 
expired  with  its  tasteful  illustrator,  the  incomparable  Gavami. 
These  audacious  garments  tell  their  own  stor}',  but  I  may  hint 
that  when  a  vmillot  suit  of  fleshings  is  padded,  it  is  technicall}'' 
known  as  a'confortable.'  The  Carnival  is  coming;  the  masked 
balls  at  the  Opera  and  other  Parisian  theatres  will  speedily  set  in; 
and  ere  many  weeks  are  over  a  vast  number  of  young  persons 
who  ought  to  know  better  will  be  capering  about  in  the  pink  and 
sky-blue  satin  '  trmiks  *  and  tights  long  after  the  hour  when  they 
should  be  in  bed.  The  restaurateurs  of  the  Boulevards  will  be 
doing  a  roaiing  trade ;  and  the  jeunesse  dor^e  of  the  period  will 
squander,  in  rather  dull  and  monotonous  dissipation,  large  sums 
of  their  own,  or  of  other  people's  money.  At  present  the  mas- 
querading tinimpery  on  the  secondhand  clothes  stalls  of  the  Temple 
looks  grim.  Pierrot's  white  sleeves  are  smirched  with  claret  stains, 
or  dinted  with  holes  burnt  by  smouldering  cigars  fallen  from 
unsteady  fingers.  The  rubbish  wants  brightening  up.  It  needs 
the  flaring  gas  to  make  it  look  passably  attractive.  In  the  day* 
light  it  looks  simply  horrible.  Fmi  de  rire,  Scaramouch.  But  the 
Carnival  is  coming;  and  Scaramouch,  like  Paris,  will  soon  be  him* 
self  again. 

Who  buy  all  these  play-acting  paraphernalia,  I  wonder?  Very 
small  and  indigent  country  managers.  The  wares  are  evidently 
intended  for  further  dramatic  use ;  for  the  costimaes  are  generally 
perfect,  and  you  can  trace  the  complete  *  make-up  '  of  the  *  pere 
noble,'  the  *  amoureux,'  the  'ingenue,'  and  the  'premier*  and 
*  second  comique.'  A  youth  who  wished  at  once  to  begin  his  career 
as  a  '  heavy  '  or  a  *  light '  tragedian,  a  *  walking  gentleman '  or  a 
'low  comedian' — a  lady  anxious  to  laimch  into  the  'singing  cham- 
bennaid  '  or  the  '  breeches  parts  *  line  of  business — could  at  once 
procure  all  that  he  or  she  required  in  the  Temple.  It  is  the 
Vinegar  Yard,  the  Marquis  Court  of  Paris;  but  meanwhile  Made- 
moiselle Mimi  Pinson  of  the  Bouffes,  or  Madame  Bhodope  Casse- 
majoue  of  tlie  'Theatre  du  High  Life,*  is  pa}dng  from  fifteen 
hundred  to  two  thousand  francs — to  say  nothmg  of  her  diamonds 
— for  each  of  the  dresses  which  she  orders  from  her  costumiere. 
Those  radiant  robes  may  have  been  designed  by  Marcelin  or 
Grdvin,  by '  Stop '  or  Pelcoq — ^the  Alfred  Thompsons  of  the  French 
theatres— the  robes  are  beautiful,  they  are  ravishing ;  they  ar 
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their  mucli-tlizened  wearei-s  will  be  photograplied  by  Nadar  or  j 

Keutlinger ;  the  gommeux  and  the  petits  crh'is  in  the  stalls  W 

'laud  ;  the/cmiHca  honiu'tes  in  Uie  boxes  will  be  enrious  of] 
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tUzzling  dresses — and  their  wearers ;  but  the  Laws  of  the  Ephe- 
meral are  mexorable.  '  Froufrou '  aud  '  Niuiche,'  '  Dora '  and 
'  Cora,'  to  this  complexion  you  must  come  at  last — to  the  com- 
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but  there  was  DOt  the  thinnest  paii-  of  sable  trousers  av( 
among  ua.  So  we  made  a  friendly  little  subscription  among  c 
selves,  and  ouv  brother  was  enabled  to  tnidge  (fratemaUy  escort 
by  two  judicious  brethren,  lest  he  should  stray  into  bUliard-^i 
iug  cafes  or  spend  his  peculium  on  rare  and  ragged  editioiisl 
the  classics  on  the  way)  to  the  Maivhe  du  Temple,  where,  for  ^ 
sum  of  twelve  francs,  be  pui'cbased  a  pair  of  the  blackest  a 
shiniest  black  trousers  that  I  ever  beheld.  He  went  to  the  baU  at 
the  Hotel  de  Ville.  He  danced,  be  supped,  a  little  too  copiously 
perchance  ;  at  all  events,  a  friend  who  accompanied  him  oii  one  ol 
bis  visits  to  the  buffet  gently  reminded  bim  that  he  had  suScred 
some  wai'm  punch  to  trickle  over  one  of  the  knees  of  bis  black  dress 
pantaloons.  Promptly  our  friend  produced  his  handkerchief  to 
remove  the  unseemly  spot  of  punch.  He  rubbed  and  rubbed,  i 
the  spot  did  not  disappear.  It  grew  loiter,  and  became  at  A 
a  brilliant  red.  In  the  midst  of  an  ocean  of  shiny  black  thera  m 
disclosed  to  his  alarmed  eyes  an  island  of  the  pattern  and  I 
the  Royal  Stuai-t  tartan.  He  was  weai-ing  a  pair  of  plaid  trom 
that  had  been  dyed  black.  Ah,  faithless  Temple !  These  trom 
were  uh  plat  tie  ton  viitier.  But  the  vision  fades  away.  It  1 
me  between  a  smile  and  a  tear,  for  in  the  dim  distance  I  set 
see  the  white  headstones  of  a  graveyoi'd. 
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OOIXti  I    GOING  I 


No* 


'  Going  !  Going ! '  Far  more  eloquently  and  uupressively  than 
ever  the  late  Mr.  George  Robins  was  accustomed  to  expatiate,  ivorj- 
hammer  in  band,  on  the  superlative  merits  of  some  property  wliicli 
be  was  insti-ucted  to  sell,  is  tbe  nucttoneer's  fonnula,  altliough  the 
I  words  themselves  may  not  be  uttered,  ui  every  corridor  of  tbe  vast 
I  Bn/aar  of  tbe  Champ  de  Mars.  'Going!  Going!'  seem  to  me  to 
be  written  on  all  the  objects  which  during  many  weeks  have  been 
landmarks  to  me  in  tlie  World's  Fair,  The  Crown  diamonds  of 
France  are  already  gone  ;  and  tbe  stately  parilion,  roiuid  which 
crowds  used  to  gather  to  feast  their  eyea  upon  the  glitteiing 
glories  of  tbe  '  Regent,'  the  '  tsiif  de  pigeon,'  and  the  '  escargot,' 
is  completely  dismantled.  Tbe  jowelr}',  indeed,  from  the  entire 
French  department  is  rapidly  disappeai-ing ;  but  the  diamonds 
and  rubies,  the  pearls  and  emeralds,  will  speedily  reappear  in  the 
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sliop-winiiows  j 
the  Boiilei 
the  Rue  <]« 
I  Pah,  the  Pal 
Koyal,  niid 
liaititiUfti- 
'  astoiiishuig  &(ji 
.  (it's  close  L 
the  Hotel  Scrifl 
whose  glitierin- 
tlispky  it  is  diffi- 
cult to  pass  nt 
ujght  without  nn 
uiiensy  impression 
flitting  aci'oss  your 
mind  that  in  n  pre- 
vious state  of  ex- 
istence— eges  ago 
perchance  —  j-mu- 
profession       "was 

'  My  (JnugKter,  I  forliid  your  looking  at  llie  ItoLrent,  ,„,„„„„.       i         -i 
IIo  wis  a  most  iniinoKtl  niii.'  ^  "       present       happiiv 

law  -  aDiding    and. 
Command  me  lit- keeping   condition   you   would   never,  of  com 


think  of  breaking  into  (i  jeweller's  shop  and  filling  your  pockets 
with  precious  things  which  do  not  helong  to  you;  but  in  the 
previous  state  of  existeuce — ages  ago — you  were  i)os3ibly  not 
unacquainted  with  the  use  of  the  'jemmy '  and  the  picklotk  as 
utensils  employed  in  fomiing  a  cheap  collection  of  gems.  In 
the  Exhibition  itself  I  hear  that  on  the  whole  but  few  robberies 
liave  been  committed,  A  verj-  large  staff  of  scrfienta  de  vUle  and 
piilice-agenta  in  plain  clothes  have  constantly  patrolled  the  build- 
ing, wliile  the  British  depni'tment  has  been  efficiently  watched 
over  by  Inspector  Giles.  We  have  had,  to  be  sure,  no  Koh-i-noor, 
aa  we  had  in  Hyde  Park  in  1851,  to  tempt  tlie  feloniously-minded ; 
nud  indeed  of  gems  and  precious  stones  generally  we  make  scarcely 
any  show  in  the  Champ  de  Mars ;  still  there  is  an  amazing 
nmount  of  potential  '  loot '  in  tlie  way  of  gold  and  silver  in  the 
pavilion  of  the  Klkingtons  ;  while  an  equally  attractive  display  of 
precious  wares  is  made  by  Mr.  John  Brogden  of  Henrietta-street, 
Covent  Garden. 

I  recently  asked  the  question,  '  ^Vbot  will  they  do  with  it  ?  ' 
;\Iay  I  be  suffered  to-day  to  put  a  further  query,  '  What  will  be 
done   with  them?'     By 'them'  I  Tncan  the  pavilions  and  the 
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Idosqnes  and  the  nriiad  of  gkss  cases  in  wluch  az«  enshiin^ii- 
treasures  of  the  Exp-rsition  Universelle.     I  am  mach  more  kt . 
ested  in  the  sradv  of  the  destination  than  in  that  of  the  orjp.  '■ 
things  ;  ai:d  I  am  incniablv  inqnisitiTe  as  to  what  becomes  c>f  i- 
c»ld  scenes,  dresses,  decorations,  and  properties  when  the  plays 
OTer.  and.  -xith  its  highlv  animated  puppets,  has  passed  awavfc:  \ 
the  world?  >ta?e.     I  can  proudly  say  that   I  know  whatbeccf 
f»f  the  basket-work  elephants  constructed   at   old  Covent  Guric  [^ 
Theatre  f.r  the  spectacle  of  the  Cataract  of  the  Ganqes;  thsil 
have  been  i  :.abled  to  trace  the  ricissitudes  of  the  coronation  rc-^-j^  = 
tf  George  IV.,  from  their  sale  by  auction,  in  JoIt  1830,  tothi  : 
present  resiinp-place  at  Madame  Tussaud's;  and'that  I  followd  . 
with  m-'iinifiii  affection  the  migrations  of  the  stalactite  gDtt'. 
erected  by  Alexis  Soyer  in  the  grounds  of  his  STmposium  in  ISoL 
from  Gore  House  to  VauxliuU — where  the   grotto   became  the 
Hermit's  Cave — and  from  Vauxhall  to  Cremome.     In  one  notabk 
instance,  nevertheless,  I  have  been  utterly  baffled  and  d&ofifnti* 
For  many  years  did  I  follow  the  fluctuating  fortunes  of  the  in- 
genious automaton  known  as  A'aucanson's  duck.     In  lands  noidu 
south,  east,  and  west  have  I  met  with  that  duck,  exhibited  now  for 
n  rouble,  now  for  a  dollai*,  now  for  a  franc,  and  now  for  sixpence  i 
head.     The  mechanical  bird  came  out  in  great  force  at  the  Pari* 
Kxhibition  of  1867.    Vaucanson's  duck  was  then  nearly  a  hund^J 
years  old,  but  rumom*  ran  that  it  had  been  furnished  with  a  fr«i 
beak  and  web  feet,  and  an  entii'ely  new  gizzard,  in  honour  of  the 
Exposition.     It  was  not  shown  precisely  in  the  Palace  of  the 
(.'hamp  de  Mars,  but  was  to  be  seen  for  the  I'emarkably  small 
charge  of  twentj^-five  centimes  at  a  modest  little  baroque  in  the 
Avenue  Suffren.     It  turned  up  again,  in  conjunction  with  a  wai- 
work  show  and  a  spotted  giil,  at  Xancy,  in  Lorraine,  in  July 
1870  ;  and  after  that  period  I  am  sony  to  say  that  I  lost  all  trace 
i)f  Vaucanson's  duck.    The  bii-d  fell,  f  fenr,  on  evil  days.    Was  it 
fated,  I  wonder,  to  be  *  looted'  by  Hans  Picklehaube  of  the  Pome- 
ranian Landwehr ;  and  did  that  warrior,  after  an  ineffectual  attempt 
to  wring  its  neck  and  roast  it,  discover  that  it  was,  after  all,  a  kin«l 
of  clock  in  feathers,  and  so,  with  his  national  fondness  for  hor- 
lofjerie,  pop  it  into  his  knapsack,  and  take  it  home  to  Pommem, 
wiicre,  j)er(hance,  it  is  yet  quacking  ? 

So  this  is  my  apology  for  speculating  as  to  what  will  eventually  be- 
come of  the  glass  cases,  the  kiosques,  the  chalets,  and  the  pavilions, 
which  line  the  corridors  and  vestibules,  or  are  scattered  over  the  park 
o^  '  ^    Exposition ,  and  above  all,  what  will  become  of  that  aggloniera- 
2iarre  edifices  known  as  the  Rue  des  Nations.    The  cloud- 
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capped  towers  of  the  Palace  of  the  Trocadero,  its  towering  cupola 
and  curvilinear  arcades,  are  not,  it  would  Beem,  destined  to  dia- 
solTe,  and,  like  the  baseless  fabric  of  a  vision,  leave  not  a  wrack 


NATioxs  (bv  chui]. 


As  all  the  nations  of  the  world  occupy  the  same  street,  a  gre&t  nductiou 
in  the  postal  rote  may  be  looked  for. 

behind.  The  Trocadero  building  is  to  remain.  I  am  sorry  for  it, 
although  its  Retrospective  Museum — the  contents  of  which  must 
be  speedily  packed  up  and  retnmed  to  their  owners — is  one  of  the 
most  wonderful  collections  of  antiquities,  and  works  of  bygone  art 
that  I  have  ever  seen.  Although  the  grounds  surrounding  it  are 
laid  out  with  exquisite  taste,  although  the  fountains  on  the  terrace 
are  superb  in  their  cascades,  and  their  jets  d'eau,  and  although 
astonishing  ingenuity  has  been  shown  in  utilising  the  Bridge  of 
Jena  as  an  approach,  I  can  but  regard  the  structure  of  the  palace 
as  extremely  ugly,  and  its  style  of  architecture — if  any  style  it 
have — ns  both  paltry  and  meretricious.  Napoleon  I.  intended  to 
build  a  palace  as  magnificent  as  the  Tuileries  on  the  selfsame 
site,  as  a  habitation  for  the  Xing  of  Rome ;  but  the  Alhambra- 
hke  edifice — I  mean  the  Alhambra  in  Leicester  Square,  not  the  one 
at  Granada — which  is  to  cover  en  permantnce  the  crest  of  the 
eminence  miscalled  the  Trocadero — which  in  reality  is  a  nairov 

*  *a 


channel  between  the  island  of  San  Luis  nnd  tlie  Bay  of  Cadix- 
will  make  but  a  very  undignified  ria-d-via  to  the  noble  pile  of  t' 
£cole  Militflire  in  the  Champ  de  Mars. 

Among  the   ornate    aud    iharucteristic    erections   whioh  ' 

speedily  have  'to  clear  out,"  are  the  Turkish  Mosque,  the  l 

rian    Palace,  the    Peraian    Pavilion,   the    Chinese    Pagoda,   the 
Japanese  Farm,  with  its  fountain,  so  muih  resorted  to  by  thirsty 
fair  ones ;  also  the  bustling  Oriental  Bazaar,  where  provincials 
perpetually    chaffer   with    Turcs    des   Batignolles   for   gimcim^  • 
souvenirs  of  the  departing  Exhibition.     In  the  British  section  t^-~^-^ 
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are  ninnj  outward  and  visible  signs  of  tilings  being  not  only  going, 
but  gone.  Entptj glnss  cnses  arc  numerous:  and  packing-cnaea  and 
sawdust,  canvas  and  straw,  and  tLe  sound  of  hamraere,  are  everj'- 
where.  It  will  be  no  cliild's  play  to  remove  all  the  heavy  machinery, 
the  Armstrong  guns,  the  ponderous  bella,  the  huge  Hungaiian  tun, 
the  gigantic  Creusot  hammer,  or  the  colossal  head  of  the  bronze 
statue  of  Liberty,  wluch  is  to  be  set  up  as  a  lighthouse  at  the 
enti-ance  of  New  York  Harbour,  and  the  intei-nal  oi^anism  of  which 
the  curious  ore  incessantly  inspecting.  Workmen  have  already 
commenced  dismantling  the  Moucbot  apparatus,  which  eoUe^ 
the  rays  of  the  sun  in  a  huge  inverted  funnel,  and  heated  a  b 
with  them,  reminding  one  of  certain  proceedings  of  the  L«; 
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pliilofiopher  wLotn  Gulliver  foand  engaged  in  extracting  sudIm 
Jrum  cucumbers,  and  prudently  bottUng  them  up  for  fattne  n 
Now  tlmt  NoTcmber  has  arrived,  and  Uiere  is  no  longer  any  9 
to  Bpeak  of,  the  apparatus  finds  its  occupation  gone,  and  is  pre- 
paring to  pack  up.     From  this  same  lack  of  sunshine  the  Kabfle 
sfaocinakers  are  eager  to  strike  th^  tent  in  the  Trocadero,  moA 
eniigrstc  to  warmer  climes.   A  similar  feeling  possesses  all  the  n 
of  the  Orientals;  and  the  mild  Hindoos  will,  I  am  sure,  willin 
abandon  sJiawl-weai-ing  in  tlie  Galerie  du  Travail  of  the  Palace,  1 
forego  all  the  blessings  of  our  boasted  cirilisatlon,  to  return  to  tT 
much -vaunted  valley  of  Cashmere. 

Jleturuing,  however,  to  the  kiosques  and  the  glass  cases,  t 
pavilions  and  the  chalets,  and  the  niyiiads  of  bi:tarre  trophi 
scattered  over  Uie  palace  and  the  park,  one  would  like  to  know  wlu 
is  tobecome  of  the  marv'ellous  stalactite  gi'otto  built  up  of  seem  * 
Jiimdredsofthousandsofwine-hottles  in  the  Spanish  section. 
too  is  to  become  of  the  huge  trophies  of  spirit-casks  and  liqueoF- 
bottles  in  the  Butch  depntiuient,  and  wliicli  I  incidentally  alladed 
to  as  monmnentally  reminding  one  of  the  late  Mj'nheer  van  Dunk? 
I  strongly  suspect,  from  what  I  liear,  that  all  these  strong  dii 
will  remain  and  be  consumed  in  the  French  capital,  and  1 
nut  a  single  cask  of  spirit  or  a  single  bottle  of  liqueur  ■ 
find  its  way  back  to  Amsterdam.  I  can  quite  understand  I 
patronage  bestowed  by  the  French  on  such  liqueurs  as  their  0 
chartreuse  and  on  the  Batavian  preparations  of  anisette,  n 
8chino,  cura^oR,  eau  dc  vie  de  Dautzig.  But  then  what  Fre 
man  drinks  'Puries'  or  'Maag  Bitter,'  and,  in  particular,  wd 
drinks  Schiedam  in  France  ?  Vie  all  know  that  they  are  rapT 
becoming  a  nation  of  beer-drinkers,  and  that  they  should  becc 
eo,  ill  a  strictly  moderate  seuse,  is,  to  my  mind,  a  consumi 
tion  very  nnicii  to  be  wished.  I  do  not  desire  to  see  thei 
consuming  our  heavy  stouts  and  pollers,  as  the  cUmate  of  Fn 
is  too  light  and  elastic  for  such  ponderous  beverages ;  but  pale  a 
in  moderation  can  do  them  no  kind  of  baiin.  Bavarian  beer,  f 
political  reasons,  they  resolutely  refuse  to  drink ;  and  siin 
causes  render  them  averse  from  partaking  of  the  once  bek 
bevcmgo  of  Strasbourg.  Theii"  own  beer,  from  Nancy  and  o1 
jinrts  of  tlio  East  of  France,  is  veiy  bad ;  and  I  hold  that  BnrtOD- 
on-'lVtnt  has  a  very  bright  futuj'e  before  it,  and,  so  far  as  supplying 
llic  Fiviich  market  is  concerned,  might  eventually  beat  Vienna— 
({rent  as  has  been  the  name  of  Dreher — out  of  the  field.  '  Cerei 
PaJj'iiIy,'  as  the  Spaniards  call  Bass's  pale  ale,  is  making  g 
*  in  all  the  towna  of  Andalusia,  and  all  the  first-rate  (»u<SBa 
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Paris  sell  Ailsopp,  eitlier  bottled  or  ou  draught.  The  first  hottlc 
of  jXilsopp  that  I  ever  saw  in  Paris  was  in  1855,  at  tlie  Buft'et 
Anierieain,  a  short  lived  refreshment 
bar,  opened — under  the  auspices  of 
the  versatile  M.  de  Villemeasant,  I 
believe — at  Uie  corner  of  the  Passage 
Jouffroy ;  but  I  remember  that  fif- 
teen years  before,  and  in  the  days  of 
Protection,  at  Cuviliier's,  in  the  Rue 
ile  111  Pais,  a  quaii  bottle  of  Hodg- 
son's East  India  pale  ale  cost  five 
fi-ancs.  Even  so  to-day,  at  a  St. 
Petei-sburg  restaurant,  a  pint  bottle 
of  Guinness's  Dublin  stout  cannot 
be  had  under  a  rouble,  or  three 
»hiUiugs  sterling. 

While  I  am  now  writing  the  auctioneer's  hammer,  long  poised 
in  air,  is  prepaiing  to  descend ;  and  by  sunset  the  final  blow  ou 
the  rostrum  will  reverberate  thi"ough  the  fast-emptying  corridoi's, 
and,  as  a  spectacle,  the  Greatest  of  Great  Exhibitions  will  be  Gone. 
But  that  Frenchmen  regard  Sunday  as  of  all  days  the  most  appro- 
priate one  for  the  occurrence  of  a  gi'eat  popular  manifestation,  be 
it  a  political  election,  a  horse-race,  or  the  beginning  or  ending  of  a 
£liow,  the  Exhibition  might  most  gracefully  have  made  its  exit 
yesterday.  On  Satm-day,  abating  an  icy  wind,  tlie  weather  was 
«implj  lovely.  Tlie  sky  was  as  blue,  the  sunshine  as  golden,  as 
in  tiiat  great  globe  of  lapis-lozuli  in  the  Church  of  the  Oesu  at 
liome.  Not  a  cloud  was  to  be  seen ;  the  atmosphere  was  not  only 
clear,  but  Attically  etliereal  and  elastic ;  and  indeed  bo  azure  was 
the  vault  of  heaven,  so  bright  the  ra}'s  of  Phtebus,  so  white  tlic 
l>uildiugs,  so  sliarply  defined  the  ultramarine  shadows  which  they 
threw,  that  it  needed  no  very  great  stretch  of  the  imagination  to 
transform  the  Hue  Royale  into  either  the  Odos  Hermou  or  the 
Street  uf  the  Winds  at  Athens,  and  the  Church  of  La  Madeleine 
into  either  the  Parthenon  or  the  Temple  of  Theseus,  just  as 
your  fancy  led  you  to  make  the  choice.  In  the  last  case  you 
would  have  had,  on  the  principle  adopted  by  the  Marchioness 
in  the  Old  CuTioaili/  Siiop,  to  '  make  believe '  that  there  was  an 
Acropolis  somewhere  in  Paris — the  Butte s  Montmartre,  sur- 
mounted by  the  unfinished  Church  of  the  Sacre  Coeur,  might 
have  served  at  a  pinch ;  still  the  scene  was  luimistakably  sug- 
gestive of  Athens  in  Hellas — Athena,  of  course,  seen  tlirough 
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a  strongly  magnifying  lorgnon,  and  Athens  especially  in  the  ntontl 
of  January. 

Tile  illusion  was  still  further  helped  hy  the  circumstance  that, 
cold  weather  having  suddenly  declared  itself  in  the  French  r 
polls,  toothache  aud  chilblains  have  set  in  with  annoying  severity, 
In  the  capital  of  Greece,  as  is  well  known,  during  tJie  few  weekf 
of  winter — bright,  clear,  sunshiny,  but  piercingly  cold  as  it  is — 
one  half  of  the  population  are  generally  afBicted  with  Uje  toothache, 
wliile  the  other  moiety  suffer  from  eai'ache  or  from  swelled  face ;  ani 
it  is  by  no  means  a  dignified  spectacle  to  look  upon  a  group  q 
half  a  dozen  stalwart  rnlikara,  each  brave  in  velvet  and  embroidery 
and  snowy 
ph  otisltt  nov,  swag 
gering  u[>  to  th< 
lioide  to  demani 
that  the  ISIinistiy 
shall  instantly  de- 
dare  war  againstthe 
World  in  genemS 
and  the  Ottomai 
Empire  in  partico* 
lar ;  and  each  der 
scendant  of  The^, 
mistocles  with  i 
Jaw  tied  up !  Tb^ 
Pai-isians  are,  nexJ 
to  the  modem  Atha 
nians,  the  chilli  eal 
mortals  that  I  havi 
ever  met  with  ;  am 
since  the  middle  a 
last  week,  wheD  tlH 
cold  weather  began^ 
cache-jtez,  muffler^ 
comforters,  and  respirators  have  been  all  the  wear.  The  smalleai 
of  small  Frenchmen  aie  luichiug  and  tacking  about  the  boola 
voi-ds  in  the  vastiest  and  shaggiest  of  Ulsters ;  while  anotha 
winter  garment,  very  fashionable  among  the  govime^u:  or  jeunttt^^ 
dorec  of  the  period,  bears  the  to  me  somewhat  mysterions  r 
of  ft  '  Jlacfarlane.'  In  cut  it  somewhat  resembles  our  bygoU 
Inverness  cape,  combined  witli  the  '  Upper  Benjamin  '  or  '  Wra 
Rascal '  of  the  old  hackney  coachmen.  As  for  tlie  ladies,  ih 
have  suddenly  been  metamoi-phosed  into  so   many  ambiilatc 
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bales  of  silk,  velvet,  and  merino,  not  merely  trimmed,  but  lined 
throughout  with  more  or  less  expensive  furs.  Sable,  ventre  de 
gris,  and  beaver  are  extensively  used  as  trimmings ;  but  in  the 
interior  of  the  not  very  elegant  schoubas  in  which  the  ladies  are 
beginning  to  inwrap  themselves  I  notice  a  good  deal  of  peltry, 
that  reminds  me  forcibly  of  the  fur  of  the  playful  hare,  the  timid 
i*abbit,  and  even  of  the  harmless  necessary  cat. 

I  lingered  long  in  the  Rue  Eoyale  and  the  Place  de  la  Made- 
leine yesterday,  first  because,  albeit  duty  impelled  me  to  pay  a 
penultimate  visit  to  the  Exhibition,  I  wished  to  postpone  as  long 
as  I  might  the  painful  spectacle  of  dissolution  and  disintegration  ; 
and  next,  for  the  reason  that,  in  the  broad  expanse  between  the 
Madeleine  and  the  Palais  Bourbon,  the  warmth-giving  heart- 
gladdening  sun  had  full  elbow-room ;  whereas — it  was  one  o'clock 
— on  the  great  Boulevards  of  the  Capucines  and  the  Italiens  the 
sun  did  not  shine  at  all.  Tlie  houses  on  each  side  are  of  such 
enormous  height  that  both  sides  of  the  thoroughfares  are  cast  into 
one  icy  shadow,  cut  only  here  and  tliere  by  a  bright  streak  of  sun- 
shine where  a  cross  street  intervenes.  It  is  dangerous  to  stand 
long  warming  yourself  in  a  streak  of  sunshine,  because  the  Parisian 
omnibus  drivers  and  cabmen  are,  as  a  rule,  disgracefully  bad 
drivers,  and  the  risk  of  being  run  over  is  consequently  con- 
stant in  its  imminence.  When  the  Exhibition  Carnival  was  at 
its  apogee  a  fearful  number  of  accidents,  both  to  pedestrians  and 
through  collisions,  between  carriages,  took  place  every  day ;  but 
the  perils  of  the  streets  are  now  considerably  lessened,  diminution 
being  simply  due  to  the  fact  that  nine-tenths  of  the  foreign  and 
provincial  visitors — who,  since  I  came  here  in  August  last,  have 
made  Paris  incomparably  gay  and  utterly  intolerable  to  quiet  folk» 
— are  gone,  I  have  been  some  fifty  times  within  an  ace  of  being 
smashed ;  and  I  confess  that  I  have  never  alighted  from  one  of 
the  crazy  shandrydans  with  which  the  thoroughfares  of  Paris  are 
afflicted  without  feeling  in  my  inmost  heart  a  profound  sensation 
of  gratitude.  For  example,  the  driver  of  the  victoria  which  con- 
veyed me  to  the  Champ  de  Mars  yesterday  was  as  worthy  a  fellow 
as  one  would  wish  to  meet  with  on  a  fine*  November  aitemoon* 
We  were  on  the  best  of  terms.  I  called  him  *  Mon  Brave,*  and 
he  addressed  me  as  '  Mon  Bourgeois.'  He  intimated  his  willing- 
ness to  wait  any  number  of  hours  for  me  at  the  Porte  Bapp ;  and 
after  telling  me  a  racy  anecdote  of  a  lady  and  gentleman  who,  on 
the  j)revious  day,  had  kept  him  waiting  from  noon  till  closing 
time,  and  had  never  made  their  reappearance  to  pay  him  his  due, 
he  smilingly  declined  to  take  the  five  francs  on  account  of  his 


PAHiB  heubelp  again. 


fare  wliicli  I  offered  bim.     '  Kous  sommes  dea  gens  de  coeur,'  1 
remarked  loftily.   Yet  this  Brave  was  &  wTetcbedly  careless  drire 
He  bumped  against  or  locked  the  vbeels  of  irmuuierable  Tebicles ; 
one  of  the  sbafls  of  the  victoria  was  badly  splintered  in  the  middle 
and  bound  up  with  rope,  and  bis  horse  was  a  miserable  jibber — ft 
gutter-jibber,  with  a  propensity  to  lui-cli  into  every  kennel  that  i 
tame  near,  and  to  grind  the  near  wheels  of  tlie  victoria  Bgu 
kerbstone. 
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There  was  a  prodigious  multitude— over  a  hundi*ed  thousand 
persons,  I  should  say — in  the  Champ  de  Mars  and  the  Troca- 
d^ro  yesterday ;  and  in  many  of  the  cross  avenues  of  the  Exhibition 
building  itself,  such  as  the  galleries  devoted  to  glass,  furniture, 
jewelry,  bronzes,  ceramics,  feminine  apparel,  and  the  rich  materials 
pertaining  thereto,  circulation,  owing  to  the  density  of  the  crowd, 
was  almost  impossible.  There  were  a  fair  share  of  well-dressed 
people,  including  cohorts  of  young  ladies  escorted  by  vigilant 
mammas ;  but  the  bulk  of  the  visitors  seemed  to  me  to  be  provin- 
cials— small  country  tradesmen,  farmers,  and  downright  peasants 
in  blouses,  clouted  shoes,  and  broadbrimmed  or  '  coach- wheel ' 
bats,  the  majority  of  them  being  accompanied  by  their  female 
belongings.  There  were  likewise  many  working  meu  from  remote 
districts,  whose  travelling  expenses  had  been  paid  out  of  the  pro- 
ceeds of  that  'National '  Lottery  which  is  now  in  the  twelfth  minion 
of  its  emission  of  shares.  I  noticed,  also,  a  considerable  sprinkling 
of  village  cur^s  and  primary  schoolmasters — ^you  can  always  tell 
the  primary  schoolmaster  by  the  fidelity  with  which  he  follows  at 
the  skirts  of  the  soutane  of  his  parish  priest,  and  the  obsequious 
manner  in  which  he  smiles  and  rubs  his  hands  whenever  Momieur 
le  Curi  addresses  him.  In  particular  may  3'ou  be  certain  that  his 
profession  is  the  educational  one  if  there  happen  to  be  any  children 
in  the  party  who  have  come  up  from  a  neighbouring  village  to  see  the 
Exhibition.  The  moutards  and  the  moutardes  keep  as  sedulously 
aloof  from  the  dreaded  viaitre  d'icoU  as  the  dogs  in  any  room 
which  Edwin  Landseer  entered  used  to  come  instinctively  to  the 
great  painter,  lay  their  muzzles  in  his  hand,  and  look  at  him  with 
kind  eyes,  as  though  they  would  have  said,  *  How  do  you  do,  Sir 
Edwin  ?  You  know  all  about  us ;  and  we  have  notlung  to  fear 
from  you.' 

Immense  as  was  the  gathering,  the  entire  effect  of  the  spectacle 
of  Saturday  was  certainly  dispiriting.  The  cold  may  have  had 
something  to  do  with  this ;  and  the  tables  at  the  outdoor  caf(§s 
were  almost  entirely  deserted.  There  were  but  comparatively  few 
breakfeisters  at  the  Bestaurant  Catelain,  where,  in  August  and 
September,  I  have  so  often  sought  in  vain  for  a  seat;  the  Restau- 
rante  Beige  was  doing  very  badly  indeed  ;  and  some  of  the  smaller 
buffets  had  shut  up  shop  altogether.  The  mass  of  the  spectators 
yesterday  clearly  did  not  belong  to  the  class  who  are  content  to 
pay  four  francs  for  a  lump  of  half-raw  flesh  denominated  beef,  but 
which  might  just  as  well  be  called  buffalo  or  zebra,  and  from  three 
to  ten  francs  a  bottle  for  wine,  in  which  progressive  augmentation 
in  price  did  not  by  any  means  cause  enhancement  in  quality  to  be 
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perceptible.  The  prOTUicials  who  came  to  tbe  Champ  cle  IMi 
yesterday  either  breakfasted  '  on  the  cheap '  at  Duval's,  or  brougl 
theii'  own  lunch  with  them  in  parcels  and  baskets,  and  consumed 
it  in  the  gi-ounds,  some  seating  themselves  in  the  commodious 
basket  chairs,  othei's  clustering  round  tlie  pedestal  of  some  statue 
or  under  tbe  lee  of  some  kiosque,  and  no  pohcemen  making  them 
afraid.  Numbers  of  poor  folk  were  eating  and  drinking,  quite  un- 
intemipted,  in  the  Vestibule  d'Honneuv.  Tlie  French  authorities 
are  aingnlai-ly  tender  and  humane  to  Us  petitcs  gens,  to  poor  peace- 
able  people  whom  om'  own  DogbeiTies  are  so  fond  of  haiTj-ing  to 
and  fro,  and  of  compelling  to'move  on.'  It  is  only  when  you  have 
a  broadcloth  coat  on  your  hack,  and  some  five-franc  pieces  in  you 
pocket,  that  tlie  French  police  seem  to  take  a  positive  delight  h 
teasing  and  woiTjing  you. 

'Going!  Going!'  Tbe  melancholy  monition  pursues  me  ev) 
where.  Taken  for  all  in  all,  the  World's  Fair,  astonishingly  ani 
triumphantly  successful  as  it  has  been  from  an  artistic,  an  indus- 
trial, and  ail  educational  point  of  view,  has  been,  from  its  rery 
vastness  and  the  bewildering  multiplicity  and  variety  of  its  CMi- 
tents,  wearisome,  and  to  me  intensely  so.  Some  of  my  read< 
may  opine  that  I  must  be  a  dullard  to  have  become  wearied 
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bored  bj  tliis  aBtounding  display  of  art  and  industry.  All !  yoa 
-wbo  have  m»de  bat  a  holiday  trip  to  Paris,  yoa  who  have  '  done ' 
the  Kzhibition,  and  the  sights  of  the  Gay  City  to  boot,  in  the 
coarse  of  a  four  or  five  days  scamper,  may  hare  found  the  Expo- 
sition Umverselle  chamiing,  delightful — perfection,  in  short.  Woe 
is  me  I  I  have  had  fourteen  weeks  of  it.  From  the  rising  of  the 
Bun  to  the  setting  thereof,  and  from  the  advent  of  the  moon  till 
far  into  the  night,  the  Exhibition,  active  or  passive,  audible  or 
inarticulate,  visible  or  invisible,  has  pursued,  haunted,  and  afllicted 
me.  My  mind  has  become  a  kind  of  chaos,  in  which  catalogues, 
descriptions  of  processes,  photographs  of  exhibits,  restaurateors' 
bills,  lottery  tickets,  lists  of  Grand  Prizemen  and  Gold  Medallists, 
cabmen's  numbers,  and  ghopkeepers'  cards,  all  more  or  less  con- 
nected  with  the  Exhibition,  are  mingled  in  inextricable  confhsion ; 
yet  now  that  it  is  Going — irrevocably  Going,  Going — I  feel  heartily 
sorry,  as  for  the  departure  of  an  old  familiar  friend — he  bored  yon 
terribly  sometimes,  but  still  you  loved  him — whom  you  will  never 
set  eyes  on  again  on  this  side  the  grave. 
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A  THAVELi.EK  is  no  more  entitled  to  boast  of  his  immunityfrom 
seasickness  than  a  horse  has  a  right  to  be  proud  of  having  been 
bom  of  a  piebftld  hue.  Nature  furnishes  a  certain  quota  of  piebald 
liorsea  and  of  people  who  are  not  seasick ;  and  I  ara  lucky  enough 
to  belong  to  the  last-named  category.  I  need  say  no  more  on  this 
bead,  beyond  hinting  that  I  can  enjoy  eggs  and  bacon  for  breakfast 
in  mid-Atlantic  in  November,  and  that  I  have  gone  as  fai-  in  a  stiff 
gale  as  the  American  delicacy  of  pork  and  beans.  I  remember 
once,  on  boai'd  the  Cunard  steamship  Arabia,  to  have  aaked  an 
assistant  steward  for  some  of  the  last-named  hixurj-.  '  It's  done, 
sir,"  replied  the  steward,  who  was  of  Milesian  descent.  Yes,  I  told 
him  gently,  1  should  like  the  pork  and  beans  to  be  well  done. 
•  Share  it's  through,'  urged  the  atewai-d.  I  was  not  proficient  in 
Transatlantic  parlance,  and  bade  him  biing  the  dish  through  the 
saloon.  '  I  mane  that  it's  played  out,'  persisted  the  steward,  in  a 
civil  rage  with  my  stupidity,  '  that  it's  finished,  that  it's  clane 
Gone!'  He  should  have  said  at  first  that  the  pork  and  beans  were 
gone,  and  then  my  Anglo-Saxon  mind  would  have  mastered  ] '  ~ 
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Done.  Through,  Finished.  Gone.  So  much  must  be  mourn- 
fully recorded  of  the  famous  Exposition  Universelle  of  1878.  The 
sky  on  Sunday  afternoon,  the  Last  Day  of  the  World's  Fair,  was 
leaden  in  its  gloominess.  By  a  quarter-past  four  in  the  interior 
of  the  building  it  was  nearly  dark.  Fitful  gusts  of  wind  swept 
through  the  open  portals  of  the  main  avenues,  stirring  into  momen- 
tary activity  the  drooping  banners  of  the  different  nationalities* 
The  great  body  of  the  crowd  was  congregated  in  the  avenues ;  in 
the  transverse  corridors  only  a  few  stragglers  were  to  be  seen, 
taking  a  last  lingering  look  at  some  especially  popular  exhibit. 
Incurable  gobemouches  enjoyed  a  final  stare  at  the  Dord  Vase,  the 
model  of  the  Chateau  de  Kerrefonds,  the  statue  of  the  Equilibrist, 
and  that  extraordinary  upholsterer's  trophy  in  the  French  depart- 
ment which  comprises  Corinthian  columns  composed  of  carpeting, 
with  hassocks  for  capitals,  and  hearthrug  pedestals,  a  pediment  of 
doormats,  a  cornice  of  stair-carpets,  and  an  architrave  of  oilskin* 
In  the  long  vista  of  the  French  textile  fabrics  a  solitary  chaise 
rotdante  was  dimly  visible.  Who  was  the  occupant  of  the  last 
Bath  chair  of  the  Exhibition  of  1878  ?  The  phantom  of  Marius, 
prepared  to  meditate  over  the  ruins  of  an  industrial  Carthage  ? 
Not  at  all.  It  was  a  very  old  lady  in  black  velvet  and  lace,  an 
ancient  dame  bent  double,  and — as  you  saw,  as  the  chairman  slowly 
dragged  the  vehicle  forward — with  a  face  the  myriad  wrinkles  in 
which  might  have  excited  the  imitative  envy  of  a  Balthazar  Denner.. 
Had  this  old  lady  been  a  spectator  of  the  Exhibition  of  the  year 
1809,  opened  by  his  Imperial  Majesty  Napoleon  I.  ?  Why  not? 
At  the  Cafe  Yeron  you  may  see  on  most  mornings,  complacently' 
taking  her  coffee  and  cognac,  and  reading  either  the  Univers  or  the 
Gazette  de  France — she  is  a  Legitimist  of  the  Legitimists  and  a- 
Clerical  of  the  Clericals — a  cheery  old  lady,  who  is  eighty-four 
years  of  age.  She  is  a  dame  as  charitable  as  she  is  noble,  and  gives- 
away,  they  tell  me,  a  thousand  pounds  a  year  to  the  poor.  She* 
rarely  goes  into  the  coimtry;  she  patronises  no  watering-place- 
during  the  summer-heats.  Her  delight  is  in  Paris ;  and  she  roams 
about,  all  day  long,  shopping.  She  has  sons  and  grandsons  in  the 
army ;  and  when  she  meets  any  non-commissioned  officers  or  sol- 
diers belonging  to  the  regiments  in  which  her  descendants  serve,, 
those  Braves  are  swiftly  bidden  to  enter  the  nearest  cafe,  there  to* 
regale  themselves  at  her  expense.  I  have  said  that  she  is  an  in-^ 
veterate  shopper ;  but  I  should  also  have  mentioned  that,  ere  she- 
makes  a  purchase,  she  always  asks  the  shopkeeper  if  he  be  a 
Republican.  Woe  be,  financially  speaking,  to  the  coinmergant  who- 
has  the  courage  of  his  opinions,  and  avows  his  democratic  procli- 
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vities  to  the  Legitimist  Lady  Bonntiiiil !  She  viU  buy  of  turn  fin 
sons'  worth  of  pins,  or  half  a  franc's  worth  of  notepnper,  and  pass 
on.  But  fortunate  is  the  tradesman  who  owns  the  soft  impeach- 
ment of  Bonupartism,  of  Orteanism,  or  especially  of  an  attachment 
for  Henri  CJnq.     At  once  he  secnres  a  most  profitable  customer. 

At  a  qnarter  to  five,  in  the  Exhibition  baildiug,  the  police  ou 
duty  began  to  shoat '  Sortez,  sortez,  s'il  voos  plait.'     The  police 
voice  is  a  hoarse,  lugubrious,  raven-like  croak,  the  dissonant  notes 
of  which  might  be  advantageously  studied  by  Sir  George  Bowyer, 
since  they  bear  out  the  worthy  baronet's  theory  as  to  the  influence 
of  climate  on  the  human  voice.     The  Parisian  police  under  the 
Ilepublic  are  nearly  all  Northerners,    Circiunstances — the  chilling 
wind  among  them — lent  additional  cacophony  to  the  strident  inTi- 
tation  to  depart  on  Sunday.    Bo  you  remember  to  have  heard  i^ 
the  Cemetery  of  Pere  la  Chaise  the  unsympathetic  and  nerwB 
jarring  voice  of  the  gardien  with  the  owl-like  visage,  who,  in  t^fl 
Bame  ton  nasillard,  drew  your  attention  to  tlie  monument  erect^H 
to  Aboard  aud  H^o'ise,  to  the  '  Tombeau  de  Marchangy,  1' AvocsiS 
General  qui  a  fait  condamuer  les  Quatre  Sergents  dc  la  Bochell^^ 
nnd  to  the  grave  of  '  Le  Depute  Baudin,  tue  sur  nne  barricade  k  Ml 
suite  des  ^meutes  du  Coup  d'£tat '  ?    He  would  have  reoit«d-|H 
could  he  have  spoken  English — Tom  Ingoldsby's  '  Vulgar  Ut^H 
Boy,'  and  Tom  Hood's  'Bridge  of  Sighs,'  in  precisely  the  sa<^| 
key,  and  with  precisely  the  same  intonation.  ^M 

'  Sortez,  s'il  vous  plait.'  There  was  at  least  a  tinge  of  poIitM 
ness  in  the  admonition ;  whereas,  when  Artemus  Ward  gave  Ufl 
first  entertainment,  his  progi'amme~was  found  to  conclude  with  tin 
postscript,  '  If  the  audience  do  not  go  at  the  conclusion  of  the  pvl 
formnnce,  they  will  be  turned  out.'  But  hush!  hark!  A  di^| 
sound  strikes  like  a  rising  knell,  i'ar  away — I  do  believe  it  is^M 
the  Chinese  section — a  body  of  French  workmen  have  strociE^H 
the  '  Marseillaise.'  According  to  Cham,  the  caricAtuiist  ia  ^H 
Charivari,  the  Mandarin -looking  gentleman  in  the  Chinese  ^^| 
tion  bad  his  pigtail  curled  into  half  a  dozen  concentric  circlM^| 
honour  of  the  closing  day.  What  could  that  dignified  person^nH 
the  mauvc-silk  petticoat  and  fawn-coloured  clogs,  and  with  the  C^fl 
au-^tf-colom-ed  countenance,  have  thought  of  Rouget  de  I'^AH 
war-cliant.  But  there  is  yet  more  music  in  the  November  air 'fl| 
the  Palace  of  the  Champ  de  Mars.  The  strains  of  an  aniliifl 
gloriously  familiar  to  English  ears  echo  from  tlie  British  sectioA 
where  a  brnsH  band,  specially  smuggled  in  for  the  occasion,  in 
playing  '  God  save  the  Queen.'  Our  American  cousins  did  |^| 
A'/^OH'Suit  with  'Hail  Columbia'  or  '  Yankee  Doodle.'    Th^o^| 


CON'S ! 


43S 


braUd  the  temiinution  of  tlieir  own  shnre  in  tlie  Exliibitlon  a  week 
ngo,  by  soundiof;  '  nt  full  blast'  all  the  steam  whistles  iu  their 
machinery  section.  The  French  auditoi-s  of  tliis  appalliDg  noise 
fled  in  aJBright,  stopping  their  ears ;  but  the  Americans  were  in 
ecstasies  with  the  piercing  shi-Ulness  of  each  successive  whistle. 
'  That's  the  kind  of  shriek,  sir,'  remarked  a  gentleman  from  Hart- 
ford, Connecticut,  to  his  neighbour  and  fellow-countryman,  'that 
the  Lawyergives  when  the  Devil  gets  hold  of  him.'  The  gentleman 
from  Hartford's  compatriot  obaeiTed  that  a  few  hotel  gongs  might 
linve  materially  aided  the  demonstration. 

Our  National  Anthem,  nevertheli'ss, '  fetched  '  the  French  por- 
tion of  the  multitude  to  an  enthusiastic  extent.  An  impression 
became  cmrent  that '  les  Anglais  '  were  celebrating  the  close  of  the 
Exhibition  in  some  characteristically  national  manner ;  haply  by 


eating  '  rosbif '  and  drinking  '  porter-beer,'  possibly  by  dancing 
'  ompipes '  and  '  ^gnes.'  At  all  events,  the  many-headed  struggled 


I 


434  PAIUS    HERSELF    AGAIS. 

manfully  to  reach  the  section  whence  the  sounds  of '  God  save 
Queen  '  proceeded ;  hut  they  were  kept  back  with  gentle  fimim 
by  the  police,  one  stout   brigadier   confidentially  informing  U. 
Joseph  Prudhomme,  who  was  excitedly  anxious  to  know  what  '  les 
Anglais '  were  doing,  tliat  the  Prince  of  Wales  had,  just  before  his 
Royal  Highness  quitted  Paris,  concluded  a  special  treaty  with  the 
French  Government,  authorising  the  Englisli  exhibitors  to  keep 
theu-  depailiiient  open  until  sis  o'clock  in  the  afteraoon  of  Noveni'' 
her  the  Tenth,  and  that  they  were  not  to  be  mterfered  with 
their  revels.     '  Car,  voyez-Yons,"  added  the  confidential  br'inadi 
'  le  Prince  de  Galles  c'est  I'aiui  de  la  France  ;  et  nous  lui  deroi 
quelque  chose.'     M.  Joseph  Prudhomrae  went  away  perfectly  sal 
fied  ;  a])d,  for  my  part,  1  think  that  it  should  be  equally  satisfd 
tory  to  all  and  sundry  to  know  that  ninety-nine  Frenchmen  out 
a  hunth'ed  are  of  the  same  opinion  with  the  worthy  brigadier  < 
Sunday,  and  that  the  last  embers  of  enmity  between  us  and 
gallant  and  intelligent  people,  whom  we  fought  tooth  and  ni 
off  and  on,  for  eight  hundred  years,  but  who  are  now  our  ik^' 
friends,  have  been  stamped  out.     Eighty  thousand  countrymen  of 
M.  Joseph  Prudhomme,  and  perhaps  twenty  thousand  foreigners, 
slowly  drifted  out  of  the  Champ  de  Mars  and  the  Trocadiro, 
engage  in  a  final  struggle  for  cab,  omnibus,  or  tajmsQre  /  and 
a  few  minutes  after  five  Universal  Darkness  had  covered  all. 

What  next  ?    Le  Roi  est  mort .'     Vive  le  Roi !     The  Mom 
who,  since  May  last,  has  reigned  in  the  World's  Fair  has  explri 
but  another  sovereign  was  instantaneously  enthroned.     Paris 
Herself  again ;  and  I,  for  one,  rejoice  gi-eatly  at  the  advent  of 
new  dynasty.     I  love  Paris  very  dearly,  and  have  so  cherishi 
it  during  many  years  ;  but  the  Paris  wliich  I  have  known,  and  in 
which  I  have  groaned  and  grumbled  during  fourteen  feverish  weeks, 
has  not  been  by  any  means  my  Lutetia  Parisiorum.     I  am  there- 
fore pleased  to  find  that  although  it  was  only  yesterday  that 
Exhibition  closed,  the  streets  to-day  present  a  multiplicity  of  symi 
toms  of  Paris  being  Herself  again.     The  boulevai'ds  are  alrei 
assuming  their  wonted  aspect;  and  many  well-known  characi 
who  have  been  identified  for  years  with  these  animated  thorough- 
fares, are  retumiug  to  their  customary  haunts.     The  Franks,  the 
Huns,  the  Visigoths,  and  the  Vandals  have  reigned  long  enough ; 
and  it  is  quite  time  that  the  Gauls  should  resume  their  swa 
The   Paiisian   is  a  Gaiiloie  pur  sang ;    but  during  the  Exhil 
tion  his  national  characteristics  have  been  hidden  well-nigh 
the  point  of  obliteration  by  the  more  or  leas  barbarous  peoples 
)ii«ve  Socked  to  the  metropolis  of  France  to  satiate  their  eyes 
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to  squander  tbeir  money.  The  miiil  costly  cai-nival  is  over,  and 
there  is  beginning  the  customary  and  continuous  festival  of  La 
Vie  Parisienne — a  life  of  pleiisure  ami  slion-s,  all  of  which  are 
cheap  and  many  of  which  are  gratuitous. 


The  cabmen,  for  a  wonder,  are  absolutely  asking  to  be  liiied. 
Hold  up  your  hand  or  your  umbrella  opposite  a  cab-rank,  and  a 
dozen  whi]}s  will  be  at  once  held  up  iu  response  to  your  signal. 
The  sudden  politeness  too  of  the  Paris  Jehus  is  positively  embar- 
rassing. I  am  glad  to  note  that  the  shandrjdan  victonas,  into 
which  I  have  seen  as  many  as  five  persons  crammed — the  vehicles 
in  (juestiuu  aie  constructed  to  hold  two  passengers — exL-lusive  of  a 
baby  and  a  poodle,  are  rapidly  disappearing,  and  are  being  replaced 
by  Uie  smart  comfortable  httle  coupis — vastly  superior  to  the  ma- 
jority of  Englisli  hired  broughams — which  were  introduced  in 
Paris  in  1851,  and  have  since  been  copied  and  improved  upon 
in  Madrid  and  in  Milan.  Now  these  little  coupra  will  hold  two 
people  and  nu  more,  and  theii'inexpansiveness  rendered  them  all 
but  useless  during  the  summer  months,  when  the  object  of 
the  Paris  cabman,  like  that  of  a  Margate  fly-driver,  was  to 
get  as  many  people  into  his  carriage  with  as  many  separate 
augmentations  of  fare  as  be  possibly  could.  The  reign  of  the 
enormous  tapissii-rea  and  chma-d-banct  is  likewise  at  an 
id  few — now  that  it  is  no  longer  a  matter  of  couvenienoe 
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reach  the  Exhihition  for  the  moderate  fai-e  of  seventy-five  centiines 

— will  regret  the  disappearanee  of  the  imwieldy  caravans  in  qae&- 

tion.     I  was  RctuflUy  enabled  at  noon  tliis  morning  to  cross  th« 

boiilevnrd  from  the 


Grand  Cufe  to  thej 
Hue      Neiive      St  I 
Angnstin     withont  \ 
feeling    in    mortal  l 
dread     of      being  J 
crushed  by  h  tapin- 
Kih'f,   run  into  by 
a  cab,  run  over  by 
the  T-cort  or  the 
phaeton  of  a  mem- 
ber of  the  Joctey  I 
Club,    brayed    be-  j 
neatb   the    wheels 
of  an    advertising 
van — we    had     to 
put  the  last-named 
nuisances  down  by 
Act  of  rmliamcnt 
more   than  twenty 
years  ago — smnsh- 
'  ed    by   one  of  th«^ 
fouTfions      of 

Grands   Magasins   du   Louvre,    or   utterly  annihilated    beneatli 
the  wheels  of  one  of  the  monstrous  vehicles  of  the  Compagi 
Qgnerale  des  Omnibus. 

Yes,  Paris  is  Herself  again.  Even  last  night  1  found  out  tbd 
gratifying  fact  when  I  dined  at  the  restaurant  I  bad  fixed  upon  iiil 
perfect  comfort,  During  the  last  three  months  tlie  nightly  and 
dolorous  question  which  I  have  addressed  to  myself  has  been  less 
'Where  shall  I  dine?' than 'Shall  I  be  able  to  dine  anywhere 
at  all  ? '  I  Iiave  sat  down,  metaphorically  speaking,  before  the 
restaurant  of  the  Maison  Doree,  even  as  a  military  commander 
in  the  old  days  of  warfare  used  to  '  sit  down '  before  a  besieged 
city.  I  have  progressively  advanced  my  parallels,  and  hATi 
captured  ravelin  and  counterscarp,  fosse  and  bastion,  so  to  sp< 
to  the  extent  of  extracting  a  promise  fi-om  the  head-waiter  to  Xw 
a(t«r  my  interests ;  but  over  and  over  again  have  I  failed  to  stoid 
tlie  citadel  of  the  Maison  I>or6e  in  the  way  of  obtaining  a  tRblj 
whereat  to  despatch  my  fragal  meal.     As  for  the  Cafe  Anglais,  C 


A   ((lUBTEOVa 

'  Monsieur,  you  api 
to  get  y 


III  appear  to  hove  n  told, 
liiig  for  it  at  the  chomiat's: 


^^ 


you  asked  in  Augast  or  September  's'il  y  avail  de  la  place,'  youwere 
met  with  a  deprecatory  shrug  and  an  apologetic  outstretching  ot 
the  hands  on  tiie  waiter's  part.    At  the  Caf^  Riche,  your  inquiries 


as  to  whether  there  were  room  extracted  only  a  derisive  grin  on 
the  pait  of  the  maltre  d'kotel.  You  must  be  toque,  '  daft,'  stark 
staring  mad,  to  think  for  a  moment  that  there  could  be  any  room 
at  the  Cafe  lUche.  In  despair,  after  being  turned  away  impransu* 
fi'om  the  doors  of  half  a  dozen  restaurants,  I  drove  one  evening 
uver  the  water  to  Magny's  clean,  comfortable,  and  well-served  res- 
taurant in  the  Rue  ^lazet,  oFF  the  Bue  Dauphine.  '  Je  vous  feral 
diner,'  quoth  M.  Maguy,  rubbing  his  hands.  I  dined  very  well 
indeed ;  and  the  next  evening,  with  a  light  heart — 0,  vanity  ol 
age  untoward! — I  drove  over  again  to  tbe  Bae  Mazet.     Aus* 
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M.  Magny's  reatmirant  was  fidl  from  the  re;:  de  chavssee  to  t 
gaiTets,  which  hnd  been  converted,  for  the  nonce,  into  so  inai:^ 
cabinets  partictdicrs. 

I  used  to  din 
very  often 
another  excellei 
restaurant,  in  th 
Plnce  de  la  Foa 
taineGaillon; 
I  enlogisticnl  _ 
mentioned  M 
flrossetete, 
pr  ( '  ])  rie  I  or  there  oi 
s  a  single- mindei 
cslitiirateitr,  wh( 
f  had  announced  t 
i  nmnerons  cU 
c)itt:le  that  it  wa 
his  intention  not 
to  raise  his  pricei 
d\u'ing  the  Exhi 
bit  ion.  Infatuate 
I !  I  nm  afrfiii 
that  the  publicit 
'  which,  all  inno 
oHu  1)111.  cently,  I  gave  1 

M.  Grossetete's  intentions  must  have  attracted  crowds  of  Englii 
■  visitors    to    the    Gestaurant  Gaillon       In  any    case,  the  plao 
grows    more  crowded  and  more    Bntish  every    night.     II 
atait  phis  moyen      At  length,  after  waitmg  forty  luinates  for 
larbtie  mix  fines  herhcs    I  soirowfully  told  M  Grosset^te  that 
must  seek  a  dinner  somewhere  else      '  You  abandon  ua  !     Yo 
desert  us  ! '  cried  M  Grossetete,  affected  almost  to  tears ;   '  5Iai 
Monsieur,  c'est  navrnnt :  c  est  ecceiu-ant.      I  told  him  that  I  ( 
not  intend  to  abandon  him ;  but  that  I  would  come  and  see  bii 
again — when  the  Exhibition  was  over.     I  ivill  go,  now  that  1 
Exhibition  in  over,  and  that  Paris  is  Herself  again. 

I  have  recently  come  across  several  types  of  the ^dnewc, 
thoroughly  characteristic  Parisian,  who  has  seemingly  been  com 
pelled  during  these  fearfulmonthsof  excitement  to  hide  himBelfi 
remote  lioles  and  corners,  say  in  the  Rue  St.  Louis  flu  Marois,  or  I 
Hue  St.  Andi-i  des  Arts,  and  I  am  positively  in  hopes  of  meSI 
'  long  tiie  Nice  Old  Genlleman.    The  petit  rentier  no  longt 


'Walter,  what  have  I  to_pnj  1 
'  Whatever  you  pleaae  mi      \o 


li  nnke  dit  > 


finds  his  place  at  Dural's  usurped  by  a  hungry  family  from  Brives- 
la-Gaillarde  or  Arcis-sur-Aube ;  and  the  mysterious  tribe  of  people 


who  frequent  the  cafes,  apparently  for  the  sole  purpose  of  going  to 
sleep  over  their  iMiaroisc  an  choeolat,  have  reappeared,  and  have 
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iiaw  ml  ample  opportunity  to  mclul^e  tlieir  somnoleut  propensitksr 
A  wuek  iigo,  not  the  I'ut  Boy  in  Pickwick,  cot  even  the  SeveB 
Sleepers,  couli]  have  amiti-hcil  forty  wiiiks  nt  any  time  of  the  day  of 
night  in  any  Pai'isian  cafe.  TJie  traffic  has  been  lightened,  tb« 
iruwils  Icasi'nod,  the  tumult  qnelled,  the  madness  cnliiied  down 
ikiid  even  in  matters  theatrical  Paris  is  becoiniufj  Herself  ngUB 
It  is  pOBtiible  to  obtain  tL/auUiiU  d'orchcstre  at  a  first-class  theatre 
without  having  to  nmke  oneof  tlie  qtieue  in  front  of  the  bureau  3l 
localioH,  to  find,  aftL'r  two  or  tliree  hours'  waiting,  that  all  tht 
Hoats  ill  tliu  hoii^io  ai'c  booked  for  a  fortnight  to  come,  or  bemg^ 
loiupcllcd  to  purchase  a  ticket  at  an  agence  des  th^Atrea,  at  an 
advance  of  five  hundred  per  cent,  on  the  normal  price.  If  thii 
halcyon  Htato  of  tliinga  continues,  I  shall,  before  I  leave  !Pan«t 
(lONJlivcIy  go  to  the  piny. 


XXXIII. 

in  the  bois. 

Not.  14, 
Full  nine  weeks  did  I  pass  in  Paris,  wliile  the  World's  Fair  was 
»t  its  wildest,  without  even  thinking  of  taking  a  carriage-drive 
iti  the  Bois  de  Boulogne.  There  were  plenty  of  amply-sufficing 
reasons  for  my  not  indulging  in  a  to  me  once-familiar  pleasure. 
In  the  first  place,  my  circle  of  acquaintances,  during  the  period  of 
which  I  speak,  did  not  comprise  any  of  those  fortunate  beings  col- 
loquially known  as  '  carriage-people.'  I  had,  indeed,  no  acquaint- 
nuces  at  all  worth  speaking  of,  beyond  the  barber,  the  hotel-clerk, 
tlie  clianibermaid  who  had  been  a  dragoon,  Eugene,  a  waiter  at  the 
(jiratid  Cafe,  and  the  washerwoman.  And  she  was  my  bitterest 
enem}'.  I  might  have  found  plenty  of  friends.  Nobody  cut  me ; 
l>ut  I  cut  everybody  whom  I  could  possibly  avoid,  in  order  that  I 
might  tlie  better  attend  to  some  business  I  had  then  in  hand.  To 
study  Uie  street-life  of  a  great  city  and  to  move  in  polite  society 
are  not  compatible  pursuits,  and,  for  the  nonce,  I  gave  polite 
society  tlie  go-by.  In  the  next  place,  had  I  wished  to  take  a  quiet 
<1rive  now  and  again  in  the  Bois,  I  should  have  been  disappointed ; 
for  between  mid-August  and  mid-October  there  were  no  voitvres 
tie  grande  remise  to  be  hired  at  any  of  the  hvery  stables.  I  shrank 
from  making  an  appearance  at  the  Cascade  or  the  Avenue  de  I'lm- 
peratrice  in  a  one-horse  shandrydan  from  the  boulevard  cab-ranks ; 
und  the  non-arrival  of  the  necessary  cheques  precluded  me  from 
{,'oing  to  Binder's,  and  saying  to  tliat  eminent  coachmaker,  '  I^et 
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me  have  sometliing  of  yotu'  newest  and  most  elegant  In  the  waj"  c 
a  phtteton  or  a  victoria — qnelqiie  chose  de  jolt  dans  les  troia  i. 
francs  comptanl'  As  it  chanced,  there  came  to  Paris,  during  t 
last  (luj's  of  the  Fair,  a  friend  who  was  fortunate  enongh  to  aeca: 
by  the  week,  at  Meurice'a,  a  very  comely  bai'oaelie  and  pair, 
was  the  only  avnilttble  turn-out,  they  said,  left  in  Paris,  except  o 
which  had  been  hired  by  the  Kllnister  &om  Madagascar  to  convq 
his  Excellency  to  the  Jete  at  Versailles.  Nor  bai'ouche  nor  3  "' 
ter  ever  came  back ;  and  the  hapless  diplomatist  and  his  Secreta 
of  Legation  are,  it  is  supposed,  still  wandering  up  and  down  i 
search  of  their  greatcoats,  while  the  coachman  fiom  Meurice'a  fl 
waiting  for  his  fare  in  the  midst  of  the  Plain  of  Satorj'. 

So  I  had  my  drive  in  the  Bois  after  all.     A  very  fine  aftemooi 

in  the  first  week  of  November.    It  was  the  close  of  that  exceptioni 

smvease  from  climatic  asperity  known  as  St.  Martin's  Summei 

The  Americans  have  theu-  '  Indian  Siunmer,'  a  respite  from  winto 

almost  as  sunshiny  and  as  mellow  as  'I'Ete  de  St.  Martin,'  who, 

by  the  way,  fulfils  in  France  the  functions  attiibuted  to  St.  Michael, 

in  being  tlie  patron  saint  of  geese.     In  the  old  litres  d'imaget  of 

fipinal,  St.  Slartin  is  always  represented  with  a  nimbus  of  geese 

round  his  head;  andonhis/ffc  roast  goose  makes  its  apx>^aranco 

nt  the  tables  of  the  French  bourgeoisie  as  regularly  as  it  does  with 

us  at  Michaelmas.    Another  knock-down  blow  to  the  tradition  that 

Queen  Ehzabeth  was  dining  on  hot  roast  goose  when  the  news  of 

the  destruction  of  the  Spanish  Araiada  was  brought  to  her.     L'£te 

de  St.  Martin  made  the  Boia  look  very  lovely  indeed.    Ascending 

I  the  Champs  Elya^es,  and  crossing  the  Place  de  I'Etoile,  I  fonud 
the  coquettish  little  houses  built  a  I'Anglaisc  in  the  Avenue  de  . 
rimpSratrice  wearing  their  most  smiling  aspect ;  and  the  eight  1 
thousand  trees  and  shrubs  wliich  the  inassifa  of  the  Avenue  are 
said  to  contain  showed  -in  the  afternoon  sunshine  but  verj-  few 
signs  of  the  sere,  the  yellow  leaf.     Far  off  in  the  blue  distance 
loomed  the  foi-tress  of  Mont  Valt-rieu  and  the  hills  of  St,  C|oad, 
of  Bellevue,  and  of  Meudon.     Entering  the  Bois  by  the  Port 
Dauphine,  we  followed  the  Route  du  Lac  to  the  Lower  Lake,  ■ 
its  pine-clnd  banks  and  its  two  pretty  little  eyots ;  and  then  1 
drove  to  the  upper  lake,  with  its  splendid  cascade.     Then  i' 
Rond  de  la  Source,  the  Butte  Mortcmart,  and  the  Mare  d'Anteni 
were  all  \-isited  in  due  course.     The  Pre  Catelan  looked  as  hat 
some  as  ever ;  and  at  length  we  reached  the  Hippodrome  of  Lon^ 
ihamp,  with  its  racecourse,  its  windmill,  and  its  gray  old  four] 
tnon,  the  last-remaining  vestige  of  the  once-famous  Abbo;  4 
Ugchamp,  founded  in  the  middle  of  the  thirteenth  century  I 
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lealjellft  of  Frnnce,  sister  of  St.  Louis,  and  which  eDiliirod  imtil 
the  great  revolutionary  cataclysm  of  1789. 

Never  was  there  a  more  aristocratic,  or,  if  the  chroniqiie  scan- 
daleiiSK  is  to  be  believed,  a  nniightier  nunnerj-  than  that  of  Long- 
champ.  It  was  Babelais'  .\bbey  of  Thelemn,  with  additions  and 
emendations,  and  '  Fay  ce  que  vouldras '  might  have  been  written 
over  the  conventual  gates.  The  excellent  St.  Vincent  de  Paul  was 
in  a  terrible  way  about  the  '  goings-on  '  among  these  exceptionally 
vivacious  nuns,  and  in  a  letter  to  Cardinal  Miiznrin  indignantly 
denounced  the  irregularities  which  had  become  hnbitnol  in  the 
establishment.  The  Archbishop  of  Paris  remonstrated  with  the 
naughty  nuna ;  but  they  snapped  their  fingers  metaphorically  in 
the  arehi episcopal  fece,  and  continued  their  fandangos.  But  they 
were  eventually  punished  for  their  peccadillos.  The  pious  world 
reascd  in  disgust  to  maliQ  pilgrimages  to  the  tomb  of  Ste.  Isabelle 
de  Longchamp,  and  to  deposit  rich  offerings  on  her  shrine.  At 
tlie  beginning  of  the  eightcentli  centiu"y  the  convent  had  grown 
comparatively  poor,  when,  in  1727,  a  renoivned  opera-singer.  Made- 
moiselle le  Klaure,  having  tnken  the  veil  at  Longchamp,  tlie 
happy  thought  oecniTed  to  the  abbess  of  giving  concerts  of  sacred 
music  on  the  three  last  days  of  Lent.  I'hese  concerts  were  a  pro- 
digious success.  The  Parisian  world,  fashionable  and  fiivolo' 
as  well  as  devout,  flocked,  as  fust  as  their  coaches -nnd-sin  cor 
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*;iu-i'y  tlieiii,  to  hear  the  Longchamp  oratonos  ;  au  J  titese  conct 
remained  in  vogue  for  iieaiiy  fifty  years.  It  came  at  last  to 
cars  of  onotliei'  Archbishop  of  Paris,  Monsigiieiir  Christophe 
fieauuiout — a  prelate  celebrated  for  his  enmity  to  theatrical  enl 
toiuiuents,  and  Jiis  quaiTel  witli  Jean  Jacques  Rousseau — that 
fttti'actions  of  the  choir  at  the  Abbey  of  Longchamp  were  enbau< 
by  the  voices  of  a  number  of  niiistes  from  the  opera  who  had 
tnkcu  the  veil.  So  the  clmrch  was  closed  to  the  public.  Then 
was  an  end  of  the  cause,  but  the  effect  remained. 

Out  of  the  fitshionable  pilgrimages  gi'ew  the  world-famoi 
Fi'ouieuade  de  Longchamp,  which  began  in  the  Champs  Elysee 
and  wound  its  course  right  nthwai't  the  Bois  de  Boulogne  to  tl 
gates  of  the  Abbey  itself.  It  was  found  that  the  setting-in  of  U 
spring  fashions  might  be  fitly  made  to  coincide  with  the  eve  i,_ 
Easter ;  and  every  year  during  three  days  in  Passion-week  tb^ 
was  an  incessant  cavalcade  of  princes,  nobles,  bankers,  feniUeri 
{)(?ncianx,  strangers  of  distinction,  and  tlie  ladies  tlien  known  i 
ruincitseB,  to  Longchamp.  It  became  not  a  Ladies'  Mile,  but 
Ladies'  League.  The  equipages  of  tJie  grandest  dames  of  tl  _ 
Court  of  Versailles  locked  wheels  with  the  chariots  of  La  DutU 
and  La  Guimoi'd ;  and  the  legends  whiajier  that  the  riiinet 
made,  as  a  rule,  a  much  more  splendid  api)eaiance  than  the  i/raiulai 
dames  did.  The  Duchess  of  ^'aItntinois  was  not,  liowcver,  to  1)^ 
jiut  down  by  '  ces  creatmes.'  In  the  spring  of  1780  her  Gra 
api>eai'ed  at  tlie  promenade  de  Longchamp  in  a  carriage  of  ivlui 
the  panels  were  composed  of  superbly-painted  Sfevres  porcelai 
This  china  coach  was  drawn  by  six  mottle-gray  horaes,  with  hoiiie 
of  crimson  silk  embroidered  with  silver.  A  famous  ruineuse,  I 
Morphise,  an  actiess  '  protected '  by  Louis  XV.,  and  whose  soi^k 
by  her  Royal  protector,  Beanfranchet,  Comte  d'Oyat,  was  aAet 
words  ]>resent  as  chief  of  the  sta£f  of  the  Army  of  Paris  at 
execution  of  Louis  XVI.,  and  positively  gave  the  command  for 
drums  to  beat  when  his  unhappy  grand-nephew  by  blood  attempt^ 
to  addi-ess  tbe  spectators — La  Morphise,  I  say,  endeavoured 
outshine  the  Duchess  of  the  porcelain  coach.  She  was  unable 
jiroGui'e  any  china  panels  from  the  Royal  manufactory  nt  Stivmi 
but  she  had  tlie  sides  and  back  of  her  carriage  made  of  the  finm 
inai'queterie  in  brass  work  and  toi'toiseshell.  Her  horses  were 
block,  with  harness  of  crimson  velvet  and  gold.  The  cquipagi} 
^ould  Iiave  been  a  success,  had  not  the  coachmnn  of  the  Swedish 
Unister  run  the  pole  of  his  thaiiot  through  one  of  the  panels  of 
tetortoiseshell  coach.  The^ittco  was  complete;  the  crowd  begn^ 
I  jeer,  and  the  discomfited  Moiphise  drove  home  lamenting.     jH 
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1  bad  plenty  of  time  to  recall  this,  as  well  ks  many  otlier  remi' 
niBceQces  of  the  Bois  de  Boulogne,  since  we  had  made  the  slight 
mistake  of  going  thither  at  two  o'clock  in  the  afternoon,  at  least  an 
honrandahalftoo  early.  The  time  for  the  fashionable  promenade 
was,  at  the  beginning  of  tlie  month,  from  half-past  three  to  fire 
P.M.  There  was  scarcely  anybody  on  wheels  or  on  horseback  in 
the  Bois  when  we  nrriTed :  thus  the  aspect  of  the  place,  for  all 
the  mild  beauty  of  St.  Martin's  summer,  was  decidedly  the  reverse 
of  hilarious.  A  slight  halt  for  refreshment  being  suggested,  I 
proposed  that  we  should  partake  of  a  picturesque  and  innocent 
beverage  —  new  milk,  to  wit,  at  the  well-known  farm  close 
to  the  Pre  Catelan.  We  duly  entered  the  somewhat  tame 
and  frigid  imitation 
of  a  farmhouse, 
which  has  a  most 
melancholy  little 
caf<£  attached  to  it, 
and  in  the  yard  of 
which  a  dejected 
horse  walks  round 
and  round  in  a  seem- 
ingly ceaseless  cir- 
cuit. You  have,  at 
first,  not  the  slight- 
est idea  as  to  why 
he  should  be  so  very 
peripatetic ;  but 
soon  you  are  taken  into  an  outhouse,  and  there  you  perceive  that 
the  quadruped  in  the  fannyard  is  working  a  wheel  which  works, 
a  machine  for  grinding  horse-chestnuts  or  chopping  mangold- 
wurzel  and  carrots.  After  tliat  we  were  taken  to  see  tlie  cows. 
Here  the  conventional  etiquette  is  to  quote  at  least  one  vei'se  from 
Pierre  Dupont's  lyric  of  '  Lea  Bceufs  : ' 

'  J'ai  deus  grantlB  batufx  dans  mon  stable, 
Deux  grunds  bccufs  blancs  tacliva  de  roiii ; 
Lc  timon  est  en  Ixiis  d'^ntble, 
L'aigaillon  en  tranche  de  huux.* 

There  were  a  few  big  oxen  in  the  enormous  cowshed  of  the 
Ferme  du  Pre  Catelan — a  cowshed  on  which  that  eminent  agri- 
cultural reformer,  Hercules,  might  have  advantageously  bestowed 
a  glance  after  making  the  stables  of  King  Augeas  neat  and  tidy : 
hat  there  were,  in  addition,  about  a  hundred  poverty-stricken  litt 
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A]d«niejK.  S^/me  of  these  were  bem<*  milked  b^  beaided  nen  ia 
bloiues  and  with  t>sre  f««t.  This  did  not  Ihm^  hy  anr  Mr>M 
puHarewine,  and  failed  to  conjure  np  memones  of  tke  '*"■— "■g 
old  Enf^ish  Ij-ric  abont  the  la^  '  that  carried  the  milkiiig-pML' 

A  paved  aiale  ran  between  the  racciDe  ranks,  and  at  intamb 
in  this  j^anfpra;  were  little  tables,  at  which  sate,  od  tSree-legged 
atooLs,  M.  Joseph  Pmdhomme,  r^ntur,  of  the  ^l»fiih ;  "M.  Cmeoa- 
nadejOfXowy-le-Sec.^ptTiVr.aDdiLClionflemy.MaTctrofChiteaa- 
I^ifponf,  Department  of  the  Ganache  Soperietne ;  w^anynmnber 
of  feminine  and  jnvenile  Pmdhonmies,  Chonflenrr^  aod  Cassoo- 
nadea,  all  driukint!  new  milk  with  a  sorrowfol  bat  deierminied 
expression  of  countenance.  I  always  endeaToor  in  my  wandmngs 
to  '  see  the  Eb^Lant,'  and  at  Rome  to  do  as  the  Romans  do ;  so, 
reffardless  of  con)>e<iiience3,  I  orderL-d  new  mOk  for  four;  bnl  the 
ladj  of  oar  party  b^gintiin;;  at  this  conjanctai«  to  '  feel  bad ' — the 
odour  of  tbe  Catelan  cowhouiie  may  bare  had  something  to  do  with 
it — we  pradently  withdrew  to  the  caf^.  The  milk  was  pecnliar  in 
fiaToor,  but  scarcely  nice.  That  was  not  the  name  for  it.  In  the 
cafe  we  foond  s^^ra':  coffee,  wTuch  tasted  worse  than  the  milk,  and 
some  c'/gnac,  «hi';b  ta.sted  worse  than  either.  The  microscopic 
nature  of  the  cban^'e  oat  of  a  fire-franc  piece,  tendered  in  payment 
for  these  delicacies,  excited,  however,  onr  admiration  ;  and  it  was 
Hometbing,  after  all,  to  be  reminded,  in  the  rer>'  outskirts  of  Paris, 
flf  that  dear  old  Dutch  deception,  tbe  '  cle.-ui '  village  of  Broek. 
Ho  fiu'ewell,  Arcadia,  which  I  have  generally  found  to  be  a  veij 
expensive  conntr}'. 

When  we  got  back  to  the  Bois  we  found  it,  not  certainly  in  aB 
ita  glory,  but  fairly  well  patronised  by  the  equipages  of  the  fash- 
i<Hud(le  world.  The  French  aristocracy  seemed  rather  to  shine  by 
'ita  absence  than  otherwise.  The  Duchesses  and  Marchionesses 
had  perhaps  not  yet  retomed  from  Biarritz  or  Vichy,  or  &om  their 
chateaux ,-  but  there  was  a  very  considerable  sprinkling  indeed  in 
handsome  equipages  of  la  hauUjiaanee,  of  foreipi  diplomacy,  and 
especially  of  the  kaut  commerce.  The  wealthy  tradesman — the 
enriched  chocolate,  cognac,  pickles,  sago,  cooking-stove,  corset, 
pills,  perfumery,  confectionery  mannfactarer,  or  what  not — seems 
to  be  coming  very  rapidly  to  the  front  just  now,  and  to  be  making 
as  conspicuous  an  appearance  in  society  under  the  BepnbUc  as  bis 
congeners  did  under  the  Monarchy  of  Louis  Philippe.  The  Second 
Empire  was  the  time  of  triumph  in  the  Bois,  as  CTeiywhere  else, 
of  splendid  adventurers  of  both  sexes,  and  of  every  poa^ble  descrip- 
'  "Q;  and  I  am  bound  to  confess  thai,  ten  years  ago,  the  aspect  of 
Bois  de  Boulogne  was  far  more  stylish  than  it  is  at  preseiit. 


IN   IHE  BOIS. 

There  was  a  tiemeu- 
(lous  amount  of  exti'a- 
vaf»aiice ;  still  luxmy 
ilitl  not  often  reach  the 
'  Benoiton  '  point  of 
ostentatious  vulgarity. 
The  cattle  seen  in  the 
Bois  in  1867-8  were,  as 
a  rule,  superb.  Very 
rai-ely  now  do  you  see 
in  it  a  hoi'se  worth  so 
much  as  a  hundred- 
pound  note.  There 
iiave  been  no  good 
liorses  ill  Paris,  they 

tell    you,    since    the  _ 

siege.      The   di'iving,     -   -  -       -    — .   ""■— -  -^=_=— 

too,    seems    to    have 

wofully  deteriorated ;  a  fact  which,  I  consider,  is  not  at  all  to  be 
wondered  at.  Poor  Napoleon  III.,  whatever  may  have  been  lua 
slioi-tcomings,  certainly  knew  the  '  points 'ofahorse.as  Mr.  Samuel 
Widuey  or  as  '  Stonehenge '  knows  tliem.  Csesai'  defunct  was  an 
Imminently  '  horsey '  eovereign,  and  his  stud-grooms  were  English- 
luen.  The  wealthiest  and  '  horsiest '  of  foreign  grandees  flocked  to 
the  brilliant  Court  of  the  Tuileries,  and  the  rtiineanes  of  ten  years 
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aince — they  were  called  cocoUcb  then — vied  in  the  spleudoor  of  tijei 
equipages  nitli  the  great  Udies  of  the  Empii-e  and  the  foreigl 
Ambassadresses,  jii)jt  aa,  a  century  ago.  La  Morphise  iHed  will 


the  Duchesse  of  Valentinois.  All  that  is  '  played  out.'  TIjft 
I>i)thes  aud  Guimards  and  Moii»hises  of  the  Second  Empire  seem^ 
«ll  but  entii-ely  to  have  disappeai'ed.  They  may  be  keepin^f 
Imrenax  de  lah/ic,  or  opening  box-doors  at  the  playhouse,  or  wnit- 
ing  in  nhite  aprons  at  the  Bouillou- 
Duval,  for  aught  I  know ;  and  in  th* 
Bois  lie  BoiJogue  I  failed  to  count 
more  than  a  dozen  culfches  of 
victorias,  occupied  by  unmistakably 
yellow-haired encbantiesses.  Thera 
was  one  on  horseback  in  the  Avenue 
de  Suresnes ;  but  she  was  stout, 
and  fortj',  0,  '  stylishness  '  of  the,' 
Bois,  what  has  become  of  thee  ? 
On  tlie  other  liand,  there  was  aa 
abundanie  of  exquisitely-neat  little 
private  broughams  and  couph,  with 
qoiet -looking  ladies  and  gentlemen 
inside;  a  number  of  rery  badly 
appointed  and  worse  diiven  dog-carta 


and  T-carts,  two  or  three  mail-phaetoca,  a  solitary  tandem,  and  any 
number  otri^t-downjiacrea  and  Bhandrydans,  fall  of  honest  folk 
from  the  pro-nnces,  enjojing  themselTes  to  all  appearance  mightily. 
It  were  better — much  better  so.  True  the  quality  of  the  cattle  in 
the  Bois  de  Boulogne  improved ;  but  a  litUe  stylishness  may 
be  perhaps  dispensed  with  when  the  owners  of  the  most  styli^ 
equipages  are  reckless  adventurers,  mushroom  millionnaires,  or 
the  young  ladies  with  tresses  of  convertible  hues  who  were  wont 
to  be  called  ruinetues,  and  who  in  snccessive  generations,  &om  the 
time  of  Lais  and  Phryne  downwards,  have  ruined  a  surprising 
number  of  silly  people. 

And  now  farewell,  Bois ;  and  farewell,  Paris,  too,  for  a  time ;  for 
my  boat  is  on  the  shore  and  my  bark  is  on  the  sea ;  that  is  to  say,  I 
have  got  a  throng  ticket  to  London,  and  I  have  an  appointment 
to-morrow  at  noon  at  Charing  Cross. 
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April  7,  1879. 

'  VoiLA,  pati'on  ! '  In  these  words  of  cheerful  deference  was  I 
fiddresBed,  soon  after  my  arrival  in  Paris  yesterday  morning,  by 
the  red-waistcoated  and  oilskin- covered-hatted  driver  of  hackney- 
carriage  No.  Five  Thousand  and  odd,  stationed  on  the  Boulevard 
dea  Italians.  Cocker  Five  Thousand  and  odd  absolutely  wanted  s 
fare,  and  condescended  to  make  com-teous  proclamation  of  the  cir- 
cumstance.  Bear  in  mind  tliat  he  hailed  me  as  '  patron  * !  Under 
normal  cii'cumstances  the  Parisian  cahby  declines  to  apply  to  his 
fare  n  more  dignified  designation  than  that  of  '  mon  bourgeois,' 
and  too  frequently  during  tlie  Exhibition  orgy  of  extortion  '  mott 
boni^eois '  became  '  Ohe !  U-baa  ! '  I  have  been  called  likewise 
'  cbameau,'  '  animal,'  and  '  requin ; '  and  one  Jehu,  with  whom  I 
had  a  slight  difficulty  arising  from  his  demanding  four  franca  fifty 
centimes  for  driving  me  from  the  Porte  Rnpp  to  the  Luxemboai:g, . 
was  good  enough  to  express  bis  opinion  that  I  was  '  un  expost 
de  peaux  d'hippopotame ' — an  exhibitor  of  hippopotamus  hidei 
There  was  some  mother-wit  in  the  abuse,  and  I  foi^ave  it.  Bui 
no  cabman  vilifies  the  wandering  tourist  now.  The  hacknflfl 
carriages  are  many,  and  tho  fares  are   few.      The  times  ha^ 
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changed,  and  Paris  is  herself  again.  Aha  !  The  proud  Auto- 
inedon  of  the  asphalte  defers  to  me  as  his  *  patron/  does  he  !  I 
mean  to  be  as  haughty  as  he  was  between  mid-July  and  mid- 
October  last  year.  I  shall  tolerate  no  overcharges,  and  wink  at  no 
sin  of  omission  in  the  delivery  of  a  ticket  on  his  part.  In  fact, 
like  Mr.  Pepys,  when  he  put  on  his  suit  with  the  gold  buttons,  I 
intend  in  the  future  to  *  go  like  myself,*  to  patronise  only  coupes 
with  unbroken  windows  and  untattered  cushions,  and  to  ride  only 
behind  cattle  that  are  not  spavined,  windgalled,  and  shoulder- 
shotten.  It  is  slightly  difficult  to  find  such  irreproachable  animals 
on  the  Pai'isian  cab-ranks ;  still,  I  have  a  foilnight  before  me,  and 
the  stud  to  select  from  is  large. 

Yesterday  was  Palm  Sunday — '  le  Dimanche  des  Hameaux  ' — 
and  I  had  no  sooner  emerged  from  the  Northern  Terminus  into 
the  interminable  Rue  de  Lafayette,  the  Upper  Wigmore  Street  of 
Lutetia,  ere  I  became  aware  that  the  first  day  of  Holy  Week  had 
begun.  The  streets  were  all  agi'een  with  branches  of  box-tree — 
the  Western  substitute  for  palms.  By  this  time  millions  of  '  fais- 
ceaux '  of  the  *  buis  benit,*  blessed  yesterday  in  the  churches,  have 
been  hung  up  over  the  chimney  pieces  or  thrust  behind  the  frames 
of  pictures  and  looking-glasses,  not  to  be  disturbed  until  the  eve 
of  anotlier  Palm  Sunday.  A  pretty  custom.  We  are  too  much  in 
a  huriy,  perhaps,  in  England,  when  Christmas  week  is  over,  to 
sweep  tiie  holly  and  mistletoe  into  the  dustbin  ;  but  if  patei-fami- 
lias  pleads  for  a  little  extension  of  time  for  the  crisp  green  leaves 
and  sparkling  berries,  the  careful  housewife  sternly  pronounces  the 
ominous  word  *  dust ' !  We  are  the  slaves,  in  smoky  London,  of 
the  dust  and  '  the  blacks.'  Here  there  is  little  dust  worth  speak* 
ing  of;  and  there  ai'e  no  *  blacks '  at  all.  Thus  tlie  Parisians  will 
be  enabled  to  indulge  to  the  fullest  in  their  passion  for  perpetuat- 
ing the  verdant  memories  of  Palm  Sunday. 

Prodigious  quantities  of  leafy  box  arrived  at  the  Halles  Cen- 
trales by  dawn  on  Sunday,  and  by  seven  in  the  morning  had  been 
dispersed  through  every  quarter  of  Paris.  The  grisette  trotted  by, 
with  her  long  slim  loaf — her  provision  of  bread  for  the  day — held, 
not  ungracefully,  sceptre-wise  in  one  hand ;  her  little  can  of  milk 
pendent  from  one  finger ;  in  the  other  hand  her  morsel  oifroniage 
de  Brie,  wrapped  up  in  paper ;  and,  secure  under  her  arm,  her 
bunch  of  *  rameaux.'  She  would  not  much  mind  going  without 
her  breakfast,  poor  thing ;  but  those  fasces  of  green  siuS  she  must 
have.  So  do  you  see  crowds  of  working-men's  wives  and  children 
trooping  onwards,  all  laden  with  branches  of  bms.    Bimam  Woo^ 

seems  coming  to  Dunsinane.    Impromptu  marchande$  de  ramea» 
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establish  themselves  at  all  the  sti-eet-cornere,  while  the  i-egul 
greengi'oceriea  seem  to  he  doing  almost  as  good  a  husioess 
'buis'aa  in  cauliflowei-s  and  cabbages.     They  tell  me  tliat  tlrt' 
French  workman  is,  in  the  majority  of  cases,  a  confirraed  sceptic, 
and  this  statement  would  appear  to  be  to  some  extent  confirmed 
by  the  vast  number  of  freethinking  hDlf-penny  and  penny  news- 
papers and  periodicals  which  ai-e  Voltairian,  and  something  moi 
ihau  Voltairian,  in  their  views ;  but,  all  sceptic  as  he  may  be, 
Parisian  proletarian  does  not,  to   all  appearance,  entertain 
slightest  objection  to  his  wife  and  children  purchasing  box-branchi 
on  Palm  Sunday,  and  decorating  the  family  vMmarde  therewil* 
One  reason  for  this  may  be  that  in  matters  social  the  proletarii 
in  question  is  a  very  staunch  Conservative.    He  abhors  inoovatio] 
and  likes  to  do  as  his  fathers  did  before  him.     He  may  snee 
the  observances  of  the  Dimanche  des  Rameaux  as  '  un  tai 
bStises ; '  yet,  I  fancy,  he  would  rate  Marie  Jeanne  his  wife, 
Nanette  and  Louison  his  daughters,  if  the  traditional  branches 
buis,  dulj-  blessed  by  the  cur^,  whom  he  professes  to  hate  so 
were  not  to  make  tlieir  accustomed  appearance  over  the  chimney 
or  behind  the  portrait  of  M.  Gambetta  on  Monday  in  Passion*" 
week.     The  portrait  of  M.  Leon  Gambetta,  Hthogi-aphed,  photo- 
graphed, graved  on  steel,  or  cut  on  wood,  is  evei-ywhere  in  Paris 
just  DOW.    He  is  enjoying,  pictorially,  an  Admiral  Keppel,  a  Mar- 
Huis  of  Granby-like  apotheosis.    Repubhcan  France  is  continnally 
drinking  toasts  to  Liberty,  Equality,  and  Fraternity  at  the  sign  of 
the  Gambetta's  Head.     What  was  it  that  the  Tory  old  lady  was 
heard  to  mutter  one  day  as  she  passed  a  tavern,  the  sign  of  which 
displayed  a  flaring  efiSgy  of  Jack  Wilkes  crowned  with  tJie  C^  a* 
Liberty?    '  He  swings,'  remarked  the  Tory  old  lady, '  everjrwh< 
hut  where  he  should," 

There  may  be  in  Republican  France  not  a  few  pohUcions 
hold  the  same  opinion  with  regard  to  the  omnipresent  portrait 
the  President  of  the  Chamber  of  Deputies  as  was  held  by  t 
elderly  gentlewoman  of  Church  and  State  proclirities  toucbti 
the  head  of  Jack  Wilkes.  WTiat  the  newest  of  the  brand-iu 
journals,  which  are  well-nigh  incessantly  sprouting  up,  thin] 
about  the  First  Statesman  in  l-'rance — the  statesman  whom 
Thiers  dubbed  '  un  fou  furieux  ' — is  problematical.  The 
journal  of  which  1  speak  is  called  GalUa.  It  is  not  a  f 
paper — O  dear,  no !  It  is  sold  at  the  patrician  sum  of 
centimes,  and  comprises  oidy  four  pages  of  verj'  widely-displ 
type,  mainly  devoted  to  a  puff  of  a  new  *  Album  de  I'E 
aJtinn.'     But  ou  the  front  page  is  gummed  a  cloudy  little  pbol 
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graph  representing  tlie  exterior  of  a  bumble  yrocei-'s  sliop  iu  n 
provincinl  town.  The  door-jambs  are  embellished  witli  counter- 
feit presentments  of  sugailuaves.  In  the  windows  appear  pickles, 
haricots,  lentils,  cakes  of  chocolate,  vennicelli,  olives,  and  otlier 
'  denrees  colonialea.'  Over  the  shop-front  appears  a  capacious 
placard  insciibed  '  Bazar  Genois :  Gambettn  Jeiine  et  Cie. ; '  and 
beneath  the  spectator  reads,  '  Sucre  in  Havre,  Nantes,  et  Bor- 
deaux, 1  fr.  le  k.,'  meaning  one  franc  the  kilogramme.  This 
curious  picture  the  accompanying  letterpress  informs  tlie  reader 
represents  '  La  Maisou  de  Gambettn  a  Cahors; '  and  the  unpre- 
tending gi-oceiy  is  otherwise  pompously  styled  '  I-e  Nid  de  I'Aigle ' 
— The  Eagle's  Nest.  la  all  this  good-natured  banter,  or  honest 
admiration  for  a  man  who  from  such  small  beginnings  1ms  risen 
so  high ;  or  is  it  so  much  black  and  bitter  envy,  malice,  and 
uncharitableness  ?  That  would  be  difficult  to  detei-mine.  I  never 
knew  political  satire  of  the  pictorial  kind  to  be  so  savagely  spiteful 
as  it  is  in  Finance  just  now ;  and  the  Caliors  grocery  photograph 
may  be  deemed  a  master-stroke  by  pohticians  who  hate  M.  Gam- 
betta.  It  does  not  matter  much,  perhaps,  after  all.  Garibaldi 
used  to  moke  candles,  once  upon  a  time,  at  Statea  Island,  Ne 
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York ;  and  Hofer,  tlie  Tell  of  the  Tyrol,  kept  a  piiblic-lioni 
When  a  miUionnttiie  cliouiilate  inanufni'turer  was  taunted  in  t 
Chamber  by  a  Bonapavtist  Deputy  with  liaviug  formerly  l 
countiy  grocer,  on  the  very  smallest  of  scales,  lie  replied  that  8 
was  certninly  the  fact;  and  tliat  the  father  of  the  honouralq 
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gentleman  had  been  a  customer  of  his, 
Imd  forgotten  to  settle  his  small  account 
Reunion  coffee  and  Jamaica  ruin. 

Meanwhile,  the  pleasure-loving  Paiisit 
have  been  Bjiendiug  Palm  Sunday  m  their 
own  characteiiatic  fashion.     I  fancy  tiiat  tJie 
churches  of  London  were  all  most  decoroualj 
well  attended  yesterday,  and  that  the 
week  iu  Lent  left  noUiing  to  he  desired 
tlie  way  of  devout  observance.     Other" 
if  you  in  England  were  afflicted  with 
rcraaikably  diaagi-eoable  weatlier  as  wa 
fered  yesterday,   I  fancy,  again,  that  _ 
Palm   Sunday  must  have  been  socially 
intensely  dull  and  dreary  one.    It  was  otl 
wise  here.      The  barometer,  meteorolo( 
ally,  went  down ;     but   the   spU-it8  of 

most  mereui-ial  population  went  up.     They  made  a   day  of 

miserable  as  it  was. 
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The  devout  spent  the  seaaon  in  their  own  way.  There  were 
matin  and  vesper  seitnons  hy  friars  of  great  oratorical  eminence 
at  Notre  Dame.  The  fires  of  Lacordaire  and  Hyacinthe  yet 
live,  it  is  asserted,  in  the  ashes  of  the  French  pulpit ;  and  in  the 
religious  journals  3'ou 
read  of  nascent  Mas- 
sillons  and  coming 
Bonrdoloues,  of  Fle- 
chiers  hitherto  un- 
known to  fame,  and 
even  of  a  new  Bossuet 
hourly  expected  from 
orthodox  Provence,  and 
who  between  this  and 
Easter  may  be  expected 
to  recall  the  thunders 
of  the  Eagle  of  Meaux. 
Religious  concerts  at 
the  Sointe  Chapelle  ore 
greatly  in  vogue ;  and 
the  Lenten  congrega- 
tions at  St.  Germain 
I'Auxerrois,  St.  Etienne  du  Mont,  and  especially  at  Notre  Dame 
<les  Victoirea  are  crowded.  The  'offices'  at  the  Madeleine  are 
frequent  and  superb,  and  of  s^me  of  these  ere  Easter  Eve  arrives 
I  shall  endeavour  to  take  note.  In  fact,  devotional,  orthodox, 
'  practising'  Paris  presents  just  at  present  a  most  edifying  spec- 
tacle. Society  fait  la  morte.  No  balls,  no  assembUes,  no  grand 
dinners.  Half  mourning  is  the  only  wear,  and  '  maigre '  osten- 
sibly the  only  cheer. 

Foreigners,  being  barbarians,  may  of  course  eat  what  they 
like  *,  but  it  will  not  be  at  all  mauvait  ton,  should  yon  happen  to 
be  dining  at  Bignon's  or  Durand's  on  Maundy  Thursday  or  Good 
Friday,  to  abstain  from  ordering  any  plat  de  viande.  You  con,  to 
be  sure,  get  on  tolerably  well,  gastronomically  speaking,  without 
partaking  of  either  butcher's  meat  or  poultry.  Here  is,  for 
example,  &  Good  Fnday  menu,  highly  recommended  in  the  most 
reclusive  cii'cles  of  the  Faubourg  St.  Germain,  and  composed  with- 
out the  aid  either  of  milk,  butter,  or  eggs,  all  being  things  pro- 
hibited in  his  Eminence  the  Cardinal  Archbishop's  Lenten  Pas- 
toral. Potage  botdUdbaUte ;  flounders  sauce  a  I'kvile,  salmi  of  wild 
duck,  lobster  d  I'Americaine,  roast  teal,  buisson  of  crawfish,  cnAte 
of  mushrooms,  parfait  glad  au  eafi.     Yes,  I  think  that  it  ir 
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be  found  possible  to  support  existence  on  such  a  Good  Friduj  diet 
as  the  one  just  formulated.  But  Low  (ibout  the  sarcelles  and  the 
canardi  tauiages .'  jou  may  ask.  Axe  sahni  of  wild  duck,  are  roast 
teal,  'meagre'  fare?  Surely  they  are.  They  are  aquatic  birds, 
they  feed  on  fish,  they  have  a  slight  fishy  flavour,  and  in  the 
Lenten  vienu  they  are  not  accounted  flesh.  This  remarkable  dis- 
covery was  made  by  a  celebrated  gastronome  of  the  seTenteentb 
centar)'.  Monsieur  de  Tartufl'e. 

And  the  Paria   which  is  not   devout  ?    "Well,  tliat  Pai-is  was 
singing  on  Palm   Sunday — was  singing  its   accu&tomed  refrain, 
*  Let  us  eat,  diink,  and  be  merry,  for  to-morrow  may  come  Cata- 
clysm.'   '  It  must  be  admitted.  Monsieur,'  quoth  to  me,  yesterday, 
the  sententious  and  courteous  maitre  d' hotel  at  the  Grand  Caf^ — I 
can't  help  thiskiug  that  he  must  have  been  an  Aitditeur  de  la  Cour 
lies  Comptes  imdev  the  Second  Empire — '  that  our  coffers  are  no 
longer  gorged,  as  was  the  case  duriug  tlie  Exposition,  with  the 
gold  of  the  stranger,  and  that  foreigners  no  longer  dispute  with 
fierceness  for  the  possession  of  the  treasures  of  art  and  industry  in 
our  commercial  establishments.    But,  Monsieur,  ily  a  toujour*  (ff 
Farla  qui  mjit  d  /aire  marcher  Paris — the  Paiis  which  is  tlis 
adequate  patron  of  its  own  productions,  and  which  continues  t9 
enjoy  with  never-failing  zest  the  pei'manent  phenomena  of  its  daily 
life.    Paris,  at  the  present  moment,  is  even  more  inimitably  metro* 
politan  than  was  the  case  during  the  fever  of  the  Exposition ;  for- 
duiing  those  months  of  clamoui-g  (hniyante)  prosperity  the  true 
Parisian,  terrified  (cffarauchi-)  by  abnormal  prices  and  the  scarcity 
of  fish,  emigrated,  or  hid  his  head  in  silence  and  obsemity,  «u^ 
more  tranquil  times  should  come.     Monsieur,  they  have  arrived. 
The  carte  dit  jour.  Monsieur,  comprises — '  and  then  he  slid  c  * 
into  the  recital  of  his  catalogue  of  eatables.     It  was  not  he,  bi 
the  equally  courteous  Eugene,  the  head-waiter,  who,  when  I 
bidding  Mm  farewell  last  November,  opined  that  I  was  going 
get  some  money  out  of  my  '  mines  de  houille  la-bns,'  and  that  I 
should  speedily  return  to  Paris  to  spend  it.    It  is  a  firm  article  of 
belief  among  the  Parisian  shop  and  restaurant  keeping  class  that 
no  foreigner  ever  thinks  of  leaving  Paris  until  he  is  brought  don 
to  his  last  hundred-franc  note.    But  who  on  eaith  could  have  to] 
Eugene,  or  how  came  that  obliging  senitor  to  think,  that  I  was 
coal-owner  U-bas  ?    Ld-bas  may  mean  Durham  or  Dalmatia,  Pod* 
tj-pridd  or  Pennsylvauia.     It  is  tlie  '  There'  of  the  O'Mulli^i 
It  is  the  Frenchman  s  JCwiiikcit. 

There  were  races  yesterday  in  the  Bois  de  Boulogne.    I  glaaoi 
at  the  prophesied  hst  of  winners — the  '  Gagnants  de  Robert  " 
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ton ' — ill  the  Figaro,  but  M.  Robert  Milton's  stmiglit  tips  failed  tu 
interest  me.  A  horse-race  in  France  is,  aa  a  rule,  a  depressing 
spectacle.    I  have  never  returned  from  one  save  in  a  most  dejected 


state ;  and  even  Cbantilly — on  a  wet  Sunday — has  moved  mo  well- 
nigh  to  tears.     There  was  a  bitter  wind  blowing  yesterday; 
rain  came  down  firom  half-hour  to  half-hour  in  brief  but  uncomfort- 
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nble  '  splurges ; '  and  altogether  I  tlid  not  see  my  way  towards  be- 
coming, even  for  a  portion  of  the  afternoon,  a  patroD  of  the  turf. 
So  it  occurred  to  me  that  I  would  visit  the  Louvi-e.    I  averted  vay 
eyes— witli  a  definite  intent  and  purpose  in  so  doing^as,  di'iving 
down   tho  Rue  de  Rivoli,  the   blackened  ruined   screen  of  the 
TuiJeries  loomed  in  view.     A  rirederiii .'     But  in  the  great  court 
of  the  Carrousel,  and  in  tlie  Square  du  Louvie,  with  its  gilt  rail-  , 
ings  and  almost  preteruaturally  verdant  turf,  all  looked  spick -and^ 
span  new,  bright,  handsome,  and  coquettish.     A  melodious  voiool 
seemed  to  be  making  some  such  proclamation  as  this  :  '  Tjodie^A 
and  gentlemen,  in  other  portions  of  Paris  disturbauces  have  occa«3 
sionally  broken  out ;  but  tliese  smiling  fai^ades,  these  stately  gftKl 
leries,  are  saci-ed  to  the  Muses,  and  no  Revolutions  can,  under  anym 
possible  eircumatances,  be  jiermitted  here.'     Really  !     Why,  than 
vast  pile  is  built  on  a  bed  of  concrete  covering  revolt  and  massacrdl 
unutterable,     I  fell  into  the  ranks  of  a  dense,  but  most  orderhrj 
throng,  who  were  scaling  the  grand  staircase  of  the  Museum.     I" 
found  tlie  due  contingent  of  civil  and  attentive  guai'dians,  in  tlieir 
traditional  cocked  hats ;  but  I  was  jdeased  to  see  that  under  a 
Republican  regime  tlie  sovereign  people  were  no  longer  deprived  of 
theu'  sticks  and  umbrellas  at  the  door.     AVhat  Frenchman  in  his 
senses  would  ever  dream  of  poking  at  a  picture  with  his  paraplme, 
or  of  digging  holes  in  a  tena-cotta  n-itli  the  fen'ule  of  his  waUdng- 
«ane  ?     To  sack  tlie  Tuileries  now  and  again,  to  bum  down  the 
library  of  the  Louvi'e  bodily,  to  f aire  JUiinber  Finances — Eh/  that  I 
is  quite  another  matter.     But  the  volcano  is  not  in  eruption  juSfM 
now,  the  lava  and  the  Bcorue  under  the  concrete  are  for  the  moment^ 
quiescent ;    and  on  Balm   Sunday  afternoon   the   incomparable 
magnificent  art-galleries  of  the  Lou\Te  were  thronged  by  a  VM " 
multitude  of  Frenchmen  who  knew  bow  to  behave  tliemselvei 
and  did  so  most  scrupulouslj-. 

It  was  a  '  People's  Day,"  but  the  attendance  was  by  no  means 
exclusively  democratic.     I  counted  in  the  courtyard  no  less  than 
twenty-seven  handsome  private  equipages,  and  a  much  larger  num- 
ber of  hackney-carriages  retained  by  the  houi'  by  pleasure-seeketa.  ■ 
Many  of  these  were  possibly  foreigu  tourists ;  still  I  noticed  a  faaJ 
sprinkling  of  giave  elderly  gentlemen,  weai'ing  the  ribbon  of  tMM 
Legion  of  Honour,  of  cadets  of  St.  Cyr,  and  of  students  of  tbd 
Ecole  Poly  technique.    There  were  scarcely  any  fashionably- dresse^fl 
ladies.    They  probably  were  at  church  ;  while  the  mondaimt  wetfl 
at  the  races,  ordrivingin  theBois.    Not  a  gandin,  nvt  n  petit  <7rMfl 
uot  a  gommeux,  was  to  be  seen.    On  the  other  hand,  the  affiuenofl 
was  tremendous  of  petitea  hourgeohes,  of  good  folk  of  the  shapa 
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keeping  class,  of  clerk  and  assistant-like  young  men,  and  of  down- 
right working  men  and  women — the  former  in  shiny  blue  blouses, 
the  latter  in  decent  white  caps.  I  say  that  the  blouses  were  shiny, 
because  Palm  Sunday  is  a  traditional  day  among  the  working 
classes  for  the  assumption  of  a.  new  blouse,  which  is  normally  of 
blue  or  white  caUco,  liiglily  glazed,  and  to  my  mind  is  a  Tery 
becoming  garment.  When  he  is  at  work  the  artisan  wears  a 
white  blouse ;  and  hundi-eds  of  blotisee  blanchee,  were  going  up 
and  down  ladders,  mixing  mortar,  laying  bricks,  or  plymg  their 
plasterers'  brushes  in  Paris  yesterday.  My  neighbour,  M.  Barb6- 
dienne,  of  art-bronzes  fame,  never  opens  his  establishment  on  the 
Sabbath,  but  he  had  a  whole  army  of  blouses  blanckea  employed  on 
Palm  Sunday  in  '  doing  up  '  his  extensive  frontage. 

A  much  larger  number,  indeed,  of  the  shops  on  the  Boulevarda, 
in  the  Rue  de  la  Paix,  and  in  the  Avenae  de  I'Opera  were  closed 
yesterday  than  is  ordinarily  the  case ;  but  I  scarcely  think  that  the 
crowds  of  yoimg  men  and  women  thus  temporarily  liberated  from 
their  toils  at  the  counter  and  the  desk  contributed  in  any  material 
degree  to  swell  the  congregations  at  St.  Germain  I'Auxerrois  or 
St.  Etienne  du  Mont.  I  shrewdly  suspect  that  vast  numbers  of 
them  went  to  the  Louvre,  and  so,  subsequently,  to  dinner  at  an 
'  Etablissement  de  Bouillon  Duval,'  and  afterwards  to  a  brasserie, 
and  ultimately  to  a  cafe  concert  or  to  the  play.  It  is  no  doubt  s 
very  dreadful  thing,  tliis  '  Continental  Sunday,'  about  which  we 
hear  in  England  such  doleful  jeremiads,  but  there  is  no  getting 
over  one  fact — that  the  crowd  in  the  galleries  of  the  Louvre  was  a 
quiet  -^rowd,  a  well-behaved   crowd,  and   a  crowd   that  seemed 
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thoroaglily  to  enjoy  itself,  ^lien  in  the  Salon  Carr^  I  Baw  b 
whole  -working-class  household,  nursegirl — carrying  the  bahy — 
and  all,  pass  with  rapt  and  eager  looks  &om  the  '  Nozze  di  Cana ' 
of  Paolo  Veronese  to  the  Soult  Murillo,  and  thence  to  the  *  Belle 
Jardiniere '  of  Ba&elle,  before  which  they  stood  as  it  were  fasci- 
nated by  a  vision  of  grace  and  loveliness,  I  could  not  help  thinking 
that  there  were  features  in  the '  Coatinental  Sunday '  which  might, 
on  consideration,  be  condoned. 


XXXV. 

EASTER   EGOS    AND    APRIL   FISHES. 

Apnl9. 
It  might  surprise  yon  to  hear  that  this  instant  Wednesday  is,  so 
far  as  Paris  is  concerned,  the  Eve  of  the  Deluge.  The  forecast 
in  which  I  am  emboldened  to  indulge  should  he  taken,  not  in  s 
meteorological,  hut  in  a  metaphorical,  sense.  It  has  done  so  many 
things  in  the  way  of  weather  since  Sunday  moming  last,  and  fog 
has  succeeded  hrief  snatches  of  sunshine,  while  piercing  east  winds 
have  followed  drenching  downpours  of  rain — all  in  the  course  of 
each  recurring  twenty-four  hours — that  it  would  be  perilous  ,to 
predict  what  kind  of  fresh  atmospheric  phenomenon  to-morroT 
may  bring  forth.  To-day  may  be  the  eve  of  a  snowstorm  or  of  a 
flood,  of  a  sirocco  or  of  an  earthquake.  The  month  is  April ;  and 
we  should  be  prepared  for  all  things.  But  the  Deluge  on  the 
occurrence  of  which  to-moiTOw  I  am  able,  with  tolerable  con- 
fidence, to  reckon,  has  no  kind  of  reference  to  the  voyage  of  the 
good  ship  Noah's  Ark.  Paris  is  simply  expectant  of  a  Deluge  of 
juvenile  humanity,  and  the  Parisian  shopkeepers  are  rubbing 
their  hands  at  the  thought  of  their  estabUshments  being  inun- 
dated by  streams  of  little  boys  and  girls,  almost  frantically  eager 
for  toys  and  sweetmeats  to  be  bestowed  upon  them.  The  Ear 
holidays,  scholiiBtically  speaking,  are  very  brief  in  Paris.     0 
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grent  colleges  only  grant  thiee  days'  vacation  to  their  students; 

private  schools  for  boys  give  four  days'  surcease  from  lessons  p 

the  pensionnats  de  dcmoisdUs  are  a  litUe  more  lenient  to  theie 

pupile ;  but  the  authorities  of  tha' 

conventual   echools  refuse   to  re-. 

gard   Holy   Thursday   and   Good 

Friday  as  holidays — they  are,  on 

the  contrarj',  days  of  mortificatioK 

'.  and  seclusion  from  secular  recre» 

ation.     Holy  Saturday  is   a   day 

of  prepai-fttion  for  the  coming  fea- 

""         tival,    and    the    real    holiday    is 

Easter-day,  next  Sunday.     TbeOf 

"~  ami  not  until  then — to  the  think-; 

—  "        ing  of  the  ortliodox,  should  out 

—  commence  tie  fnire  bcs  Piiquea^ 
to  eat,  drink,  and  he  merry  ;  and, 
under  a  stiictly  ortliodox  r^gimeg 
festivity   would   be   carried    righj 

through  Easter-week.  Tlie  existing  generation  is,  however^ 
heterodox,  and  iu  a  chronic  state  of  huny.  Witli  a  vast  mass  of 
the  population  of  Paris  the  Easter  Holidays  have  already  begun, 
and  by  Easter  Tuesday  those  holidays  will  have  ended.  Th( 
majority  of  the  schools  will  throw  open  their  poi-tals  to-morroi 
afternoon,  and  tlie  Deluge  of  small  Parisians  of  both  sesea  wi 
be  tremendous. 

The  'movement,'  as  the  commercial  journals  put  it,  in  tl 
toy  and  sweetstuff  trade  has  thus  been  prodigious ;  but  ecu 
current  with  the  need  of  providing  for  the  requirements  of  tt 
children  who  ai'e  coining  home  from  school  is  the  large  amoai 
of  business  done  in  the  two  characteristic  specialties  of  1" 
season — April  Fishes  and  Easter  Eggs.  The  Polseon  d'At 
in  the  form  of  a  pretty  trifle  sent  as  a  half-complimentary  haU 
bantering  present,  is  all  but  wholly  imknown  iu  England  out  i 
the  domains  of  mediaval  folk-lore.  Idiotic  or  malicious  practiq 
jokes  are  j'et  pei-petrated  among  the  uneducated  classes  on  C 
let  of  April ;  and  '  0,  you  April  Fool  1 '  is  an  expression  whi 
is  not  yet  entirely  divested  of  purport  or  significance ;  but  in 
good  society  to  '  make  an  Api-il  Fool '  of  any  one  would  be  con- 
aidered  an  anachronism  as  gross  as  it  would  be  to  attempt  the 
revival  of  the  Berners  Street  Hoax.  The  '  Poiason  d'Avril '  1 
long  since  lost  its  coarseness  in  Paris,  in  the  direction  of  '  foolii 
or  'hoAxiog'  i>eople  ;  but  it  has  assumed  a  tangible  foi-m  as  ai 
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'  Baptiste,  why  do  yciu  not  answer  the  bell ! ' 
'  Because  to-daj  is  the  first  of  April,  imd  I  thought 
madam  wonted  to  moke  a  fool  of  m&' 


Talentine,  half  etrenne.  It  maj  be  sent  anonymouBly ;  where&s' 
the  Easter  Egg  and  the  New  Year's  gift  are  personal  gifts.  The 
*  Poisaon  d'Ayril '  may  be  in  bonbons,  in  chocolate,  in  porcelain, 
in  lace,  in  terre  cuite,  in  diamonds,  or  in  cardboard;  but  it  is 
imperatively  necessary  either  that  its  outward  shape  should  be 
that  of  a  fish,  or  that  it  should  be  plentifully  adorned  with  piscine 
emblems.  These  dolls,  in  the  manufacture  of  which  the  Paii^ans 
are  so  siuT)risin^ly  proficient,  lend  themselves  at  once  to  the  pur- 
poses of  adaptation  for  the  April  Fish  whim.  A  miniature  'molier 
formosa '  is  so  contrived  as  to  terminate  with  a  fish's  tail  stufi'ed 
with  comfits,  without  exciting  the  ridicule  of  the  recipient ;  and 
troubadours  playing  on  guitars,  and  with  cods'  head  and  shoulders, 
have  been  especial  favourites  in  the  April  Fish  market  this  season. 
The  '  Fille  de  Madame  Angot,'  carrying  a  basket  full  of  sprats, 
has  also  been  much  in  vogue ;  while  confiseors  of  more  classical 
leanings  have  brought  out  radiant  presentments  of  Arion  on  his 
dolphin,  and  Domitian's  turbot,  splendidly  got  up  in  chocolate, 
motfaer-o'-pearl,  blanched  almondsj  and  marron$  glacit.    I  note 
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fllao  a  youth,  unrobed,  with  wings,  sitting  in  the  bright  vermiliov 
jaws  of  a  kinii  of  sea-dragou,  equally  resembling  a  diminutival' 
shark  and  a  colossal  flying-j 
tish.  The  youth  is  playing' 
on  a  harp,  and  to  all  ap^ 
pearance  isTeryhappj'.  Can> 
this  group  have  any  reference ' 
to  the  story  of  Jonah  audi 
the  ivhaie  ? 

Take  him  for  all  in  all, 
the  '  Poisson  d'Avril '  may 
be  accepted  as  the  light 
and  mercurial  precuraor  of 
the  more  serious  and  sub- 
stantial 'CEuf  de  Paques,' 
in  the  dazzling  splendours 
of  which  the  modest  fish 
soon  becomes  hieaded,  and 
is  ultimately  absorbed.  An 
Eastei-  Egg  of  the  very 
highest  class  is  not,  I  would 
liave  you  to  understand,  by  , 
any  means  a  joke.  When 
tlte  Second  Empiie  was  at 
the  heyday  of  its  luxurious 
folly  and  its  sumptuous  cor- 
ruption there  were  Easter 
Eggs  that  cost  50,000, 
25,000,  or  10.000  fram 
apiece.  I  remember  to  have  heard  of  one  presented  by 
Viscount  and  Chamberlain  of  tlie  Imperial  Court  to  an  acti'eso,' 
say  at  the  theatre  of  '  les  Depravations  I'arisiennes,'  wliich  ex- 
teriorly was  only  a  coffer  of  ovoid  form,  covei-ed  with  blue  velvet 
powdered  with  heai-ta  transfixed  by  arrows  in  gold  embroideir, 
but  which,  opening,  disclosed  a  charming  victoria  of  Binders 
building,  a  pair  of  perfectly  matched  piebald  pooies,  and  a  Bei 
tiger — a  groom  I  mean — in  faultless  tunic,  tops,  and  bucki 
The  ponies  and  the  groom  were  alive,  the  victoria  was  fit  for  im- 
mediate use,  and  Mademoiselle  Pasgrandehose  drove  her  piebald 
pair  that  very  afternoon  at  the  Promenade  de  Longchamp.  The 
brilliance  of  her  appearance  was  heightened  by  the  contents  of 
another  egg,  the  yolk  of  which  was  composed  of  pearls  *" 
Is,  the  gift  of  Baron  Boguet  de  la  Poguerie,  hanker 
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Mexican  loarnnongei- — lie  fell  witli  Slii-es  on  the  field  of  honour- 
while  further  atti-activenc6B  was  lent  to  Mademoiselle  Pasgrand- 
ehose's  intelligent  countenance  by  an  expression  of  inward  con- 
tentment due  to  her  liaving  received  yet  a  third  egg — a  modest 
ogg — an  ej^g  no  bigger  than  the  normal  product  of  the  hen,  hut 
which  on  being  cracked  was  found  to  enshi'ine  five  notes  of  the 
Bank  of  France  for  a  thousand  fi'ancs  each,  prettily  folded,  cocked- 
hat  fashion,  and  tied  up  with  pink  ribbon.  Ah,  halcyon  time ! 
And  what  a  carnival  the  rogues  and  tlie  roguesses  had  '  sub  Julio  ; 
nel  tempo  dei  falsi  e  bugiardi  ! ' 
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Keener  ejes  than  mine  espied  gem-ndomed  Easter  Eggs  iu 
great  jewellera'  shops  of  fashionable  Paris  this  morning ;  but 
quest  was  for  the  picturesque  eggs,  the  toy  eggs,  the  artistic  eggs, 
and  in  particular  the  downright  and  outrageously  comical  eggi 
In  eveiy  one  of  these  departments  my  researches  were  amply  re 
warded  by  results.  I  may  just  hint  once  for  all  that  not  in  any 
single  instance,  in  the  scores  of  toy  and  confectionery  shops  *  ' 
the  windows  of  which  I  peered,  did  I  find  the  slightest  emblen 
association  of  the  Easter  Egg  with  the  memories  of  the  Fascfal 
Season.  The  Parisians  borrowed  these  quaint  things  £i-om  the 
Ttussians,  who  attach  to  them  a.  deeply  religious  significance  ;  but 
the  lively  Gaul,  in  naturalising  his  '  tEufs  de  Paques '  on  the 
boulevtirds,  Bt  once  eliminated  from  them  the  slightest  elements  of 
superstition.  Tliey  were  to  him  only  so  many  bagatelles,  on 
confection  of  which  much  taste  and  skill  might  be  lamhed, 
which  might  be  vended  at  a  highly  remunerative  price. 

We  need  not  be  too  shocked  with  the  liveliness  of  the  Gaol 
dissociating  Easter  Eggs  from  Eastertide  thoughts.    It  needs 
erudition  of  all  our  Folk- Lore  Societies,  all  our  contributors 
Notes  and  Queries,  all  om-  Thomsaud  Baring-Goulds,  to  keep  oW 
own  English  memories  green  touching  the  meaning  of  many  of 
our   own  emblems    and   observances.     Hot   cross-buns   explaiu 
tbemselveB  to  the  meanest  comprehension.     Bnt  how  about  the 
bean  in  tlie  Twelfth-cake  ?     How   about  goose  at  Michaelmas 
(which  has  no  more  to  do  with  Queen  Elizabeth  and  the  defeat  of 
the  Spanish  Armada  than  with  Queen  Anne  nud  the  battle  of 
Blenheim)  ?     How   about   Santa   Claus,  who   conies    down   the 
chimney  on  New  Year's-eve,  and  fills  the  shoes  of  the  gool 
children  with  toys  and  goodies,  and  the  shoes  of  the  naughty  one^ 
with  birch-broom  ?     How  about  Hallowe'en  ?     Does  one  Scot  w 
ten  thousand  know  the  real  meaning  of  Hallowe'en  ?     Does  any- 
body know  it,  save  perhaps  the  lineal  descendant  of  the  last  Druid, 
if  such  a  man  there  be  ?     The  world  is  growing  very  old ;  and  the 
Sphinx,  by  times,  is  puzzled  to  find  a  solution  for  her  own  riddle^ 
It  was  such  a  very  long  time  ago  that  she  propounded  them.     V. 
must  take  the  Easter  Eggs  for  what  they  are  worth,  from  ti> 
francs  fifty  upwards.     Some  archieologists  maintam  that  the  gil: 
egg  has  nothing  whatever  to  do  with  Easter,  and  that  it  is  only 
sumval  of  the  Roman  sportula,  or  little  basket  full  of  eggs,  poultH 
and  other  provisions,  wliich  the  Roman  patricians  used  to  gii 
their  cUeuts.     In  process  of  time  the  present  in  kind  w  i 
Bd  for  a  small  money  payment,  whence  the  verj-  ancitn 
proverb — I  find  itquoted  byaN'orman  judge  in  one  of  ll' 


Tear  Books  of  EdwarJ  I. — *  Vous  voulez  et  I'ceuf  et  la  maille 
You  want  the  egg  and  the  halfpenny  too.     Julian  the  apostate, 
distributing  sporliilte  full  of  egg9  at  ihe  PalaJs  ties  Thermes,  would 
Ve  an  interesting  and  attractive  historical  picture. 
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The  Maison  Boissiet'  on  the  Boulevard  (lea  Italiens,  tlie  Maison 
Brie,  the  Maisoo  Giroux  on  the  Boulevard  des  Capucines,  and 
the  Maison  Siraudiu  in  the  Rue  dc  la  Paix,  to  any  nothing  of  the 
great  toy-shop  of '  Les  Enfants  Sages '  in  the  Passage  Jonfcoy,  do 
not  trouble  themselves,  I  warrant  you,  about  the  conflict  between 
Pagan  and  Christian  symbolism,  about  the  Folk- Lore  Society,  or 
ahoutJulian  the  Apostate.  'Etes-vousdrole?' asked  the  proprietor 
of  a  cafe  concert  in  thcChamps  Elysees  of  a  youthful  lady  candi- 
date for  an  engagement.     Tlie  fair  aspirant  replied  that  she  was 
young  and  good-looking  ;  that  she  had  a  tolerable  voice,  plenty  of 
long-tailed  dresses,  and  a  sufficiency  of  sham  jewehy,     '  That  hau 
nothing  whatever  to  do  with  it,'  persisted  the  practical  proprietofJ 
'Etes-vous   drflle?'     The   young  lady  yeutured  to  express  tlOT 
opinion  that  she  had  been  found  very  droll  indeed.     '  VoiUi  mon 
affaii'e,"  cried  the  delighted  proprietor,  and  he  engaged  the  droll 
chantexise  at  once.  Excruciating 
drollery  is  conspicuous  this  year 
among  the  Easter   Eggs.     Ail 
the  humours  of  the  poultry-yard 
have  been  requisitioned.     The 
proudly  strutting  and  normnll' 
exasperated    turkey-cock,    t!i 
pugnacious  bantam,  the  pretcr- 
natmttUywise-lookingowl.alltlK 
pigeon-tribe — rufis, pouters,  and 
almond  tumblers — Uiegraveand 
inoffensive  goose,  yea,  even  those 
storks  and  adjiitaiit  birds  which 
Mr.  Stacy  Marks  knows  so  well 
how  to  paint,  have  been  pressed 
into  the  egg  service.    The  Rev. 
J,  G.  Wood  has  seemingly  been 
specially  commissioned  to  teach 
the  French  shopkeepers  the  art 
of  making  biids' -nests.     Now  who  can  refrain  from  laughter  attf 
spectacle  of  an  owl  playing  on  tlie  flageolet,  of  a  Dorking  aii4|. 
Cochin  China  in  his  plumed  pantaloons  and  with  spectacles  4 
nose  laboriously  executing  a  duet  for  piano  and  \-ioloncello,  or  t 
the  lordly  turkey-cock  propelliug  a  perambulator  full  of  chickens 
just  emerging  from  their  shells  ? 

The  Maison  Boissier,  on  its  side,  is  great  in  peacocks ;  but 
these  are  less  '  droll '  than  artistically  gi-aceful,  and,  ti  ""* 
thinking,  somewhat  weu-d  and  mysterious.     The  egg  is  i 
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seated  by  the  body  of 
Jimo'a  bird,  with  plu- 
mage of  the  most  daz- 
zling bUie,  and  stuffed 
inside  with  sweetments. 
The  tail — a  real  tail, 
inind — is  gloriously  dis- 
played ;  but  the  head 
is  Uiat  of  a  young  lady 
of  the  highest  style  of 
wax-doll  beauty,  crown- 
ed with  a  c&iffttre  of  the 
loveliest  auburn  tresses, 
an-aiiged  with  an  art 
that  Truefitt  might  envy 
and  that  Isidore  could 
not  aiirpuss.  But  why  a 
head  as  fair  as  Phryne's 
on  the  body  of  a  pea- 
cock ?    Mystery.    Why 

has  the  Old  Serpent  in  ^  

Itafaelle's  picture  of  tlie  '     j.I  .kl."^ 

Temptation  of  Eve  got 

iheheadofabeautiful  woman  in  an  Oriental  turban?  Mystery  ngom. 

These  peacocks,  which  should  be  peahens,  at  tlie  Maison  Boissier 

began  at  last  to  frighten  me.    I  came  to  look  upon  tlicm  aa  the 
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sister*  of  the  Strmphalidcs — birds  gar  of  planuge,  bat  rsTenoos 
c/f  Kppetite  and  Use  of  heart — biFd3  that  vonld  fasten  tlieir  talons 
in  jour  qiiiiering  flesh  and  drire  their  sharp  beaks  ri^t  throng 
your  porte-^nonnaie  and  your  cheque-book  into  ronr  heart,  and  nt 
jon  np,  bodr  and  bones,  as  the  eassowsry  on  the  plains  of  Tim- 
bturtoo  ate  np  the  missionarv,  hymn-book  and  all.  They  only 
wanted  sixty  francs  for  one  of  these  beanteoos  bnt  ominous  £aster> 
e^  birds;  bnt  their  Siren-like  heads  and  iridescent  tails  filled 
me  with  a  ragne  nastmst,  and  I  would  hare  none  of  them. 

The  terra-cotta  eg^,  on  the  other  hand,  were  really  most 
delightAilly  artistic  productions,  skilfiillr  modelled,  and  decorated 
with  charming  bas-reliefe.  There  were  eggs  in  faience,  or  orna- 
mental pottery,  too,  painted  with  all  manner  of  quaint  devices ; 
and  Easier  Eggs  of  this  kind  may  be  said  to  be  not  only  orna- 
mental bnt  nsefol.  A  piece  of  tastefully-painted  pottery  is  a  thing 
of  beauty  and  a  joy  for  ever.  Precisely  the  same  remark  will 
apply  to  the  Easter  Eggs  in  brilliantly-coloured  and  cunningly- 
worked  crj'stal,  shown  at  Dr.  Salviati's  depot  of  ornamental  Vene- 
tian glass,  in  the  Hue  de  la  Pais.  Dr.  Salviaii — who  certainly 
should  have  been  commissioned  to  make  Cinderella's  glass  slipper, 
had  that  cliaugsure  been  of  '  vene  '  instead  of  '  vair,'  as  Perrault 
really  meant  it  to  be — lias  ingeniously  availed  himself  of  the  occa- 
sion of  Eastertide  to  show  the  Parisians  Uiat  glass  e^^  may  be 
made  of  the  most  symmetrical  fomi,  nud  decorated  with  the  very 
finebt  taste.  I  did  not  see  any  eggs  in  Byzantine  mosaic  in  the 
Doctor's  collection ;  but  what  he  lias  done  iu  moulded  and  cut 
glass  he  could  surely  accomplish  in  vitreous  tessera. 

PaHsing  from  the  genuinely  artistic  Easter  Eggs,  we  enter  a 
very  large  and  important  domain,  in  which  the  egg,  although  it 
forms  the  mainspring  of  the  scheme,  is  substantially  subordinate 
to  another  most  conspicuous  flrtie/cf/ci'iiris,  the  Doll.  Thousands 
ofpmipieg  have  suddenly  been  converted  into  variations  of  Mr. 
Millais'  fascinating  picture  of  '\ew-laid  Eggs.'  Numbers  of  other 
well-known  pictures  have  likewise  been  prettily  parodied  &om  the 
egg  point  of  view.  Mignon  regrets  the  land  of  the  citron  and  the 
myrtle  no  more.  She  holds  a  basket  full  of  eggs,  and  is  as  happ? 
BB  the  bees  in  May.  Greuze'a  disconsolate  damsel  has  thrown 
away  her  'cruche  cass^e,'  and,  drying  her  tears,  is  full  of  smiles 
over  a  large  egg.  Gretchen  sings  the  Spinning- Wheel  song,  or 
pulls  her  Passion-flower  to  pieces,  snuglj'  ensconced  in  the  centre 
of  an  egg.  Dolls  dressed  as  the  'Hanlon-Lees' — those  wondrons 
contorUonists — perform  astounding  feats  of  acrobatic  agility  on  tbe 
'  "^e  of  an  egg.     They  reminded  me  of  the  late  Baron  Nathan 
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executing  liis  imimta))le  pas  teul  among  the  egga  and  the  cnps  and 
saucers  at  Bosherville.  Dear  Rosberville  !  Charming  abode  of 
shrimps,  chalk,  and  roses.  The  egg-eluding  Baron  has  long  since 
joined  the  Immortals  ;  and  I  shall  spend  no  more  bappy  days  at 
Bosherville.  It  is,  nevertheless,  tolerably  pleasant  here,  among 
the  eggs  and  the  dolls.  They  are  more  edifying  than  the  Farlia- 
mentary  Debates.  They  are  more  amusing  than  Society.  They 
do  not  expect  to  be  amused.     They  amuse  you. 

Wheaten  and  oaten  straw,  artificial  flowers  and  particoloured 
libbons,  play  a  very  prominent  part  in  the  adornment  of  the  eggs, 
which  tJiemselves  are  sometimes  dyed  in  various  colours  or  ^t. 
Going  down  to  the  great  toy-shops  of  the  Rue  Vivienne,  the  Rue  St. 
Honore,  and  especially  the  'Enfants  Sages' in  the  Passage  Joufiroy, 
I  found  the  Easter  Egg  losing  its  luxurious,  losing  its  decorative, 
but  retaining  a  recreative,  and  asserting  a  practical,  character. 
What  do  you  think  of  an  egg  contaiuiug  a  complete  batterie  de 
cuigine,  pots  and  pans,  fotirneaiv  ^conomique,  and  all  ?  An  egg 
holdinga  complete  vwhilter  for  a  doll,  chairs,  tables,  sofas,  cabinets, 
looking-glasses,  bed  and  bedding,  likeivlse  atti'acted  much  attention 
in  '  Aux  Enfants  Sages,'  as  did  also  an  egg  which  served  as  a 
receptacle  for  a  complete  parlour  photographic  apparatus  ;  an  egg 
full  of  gj'mnastic  apphances;  and  an  egg  which,  on  being  opened, 
disclosed  a  baby  doll  in  her  cradle.  I  did  not  see  any  eggs  that 
were  full  of  books,  or  slates,  or  maps,  or  pretty  little  tiny  educa- 
tional kickshaws  of  Uiat  sort ;  indeed,  I  scarcely  think  that  Easter 
Eggs  of  that  nature  would  be  highly  popular  among  the  joyona 
components  of  the  Deluge  of  Boys  and  Girls,  who  will  speedily 
overrun  the  Boulevards  and  the  passages  of  Paris,  and,  till  Easter- 
tide be  over,  cany  all  before  them. 
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^^^^^B                                          THE    GREAT   HAM   FAIB.                                                     1 
^^^V^                                                                                                  Good  Frid.  r-        ^ 
^^^^^^T' liA>"E  seen  the  great  Efietertide  Ham  Fair  on  tlie  Boulevard 
Richard  Lenoir,  hani  by  tJie  BastiUe  Column;    still,  like  Mr. 
Toole  in  the  bnrlesqne,  'I  am  not  happy.'     There  was  a  plenitade 
of  brawn,  hams,  '  tub '  pork,  sausnges,  and  continental  substitnt^^ 
for  Bath  chaps,  on  the  Boulevard   Richard   Lenoir;   but  ytb^M 
is  a  fair  without  the  Bearded  Lady,  Mr.  C'hopps  the  Dwarf,  «^H 
the  Spotted  Girl  ?  and  on  Thursday  where  were  they  ?     Clioi^| 
^m        indeed,  I  had  set  eyes  on  in  the  flesli  so  recently  as  last  Mondsj 
^B        afternoon.     It  was  on  the  Boidevard  du  Temple,  and  in  the  r«- 
^H       ilc-chaiiggie  of  nn  unfinished  house  there  had  been  installed,  nuUI 
^H        Hiich  time  as  the  plaster  should  di^',  a  penny  show,  of  which  a 
^H       dwarf  was  the  lending  attraction.     The  cauva's  paiiiUon,  screen- 
^H       ing  off  the  ai-cana  of  tlie  show  from  the  street,  was  but  an  exiguous 
^f       one,  and  from  the  nctoria  in  which  I  was  riding  I  could  descry 
quite  plfunly  Choppa's  eligible  two-storied  residence,  and  the  right 
bond  and  anu  of  Chopps  himself,  vehemently  ringing  his  bell  for 
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that  hot  water  for  shaving  which  apparently  is  never  brought  him. 
At  least,  to  my  personal  knowledge,  he  has  been  ringing  that  bell 
at  fairs  all  over  Europe  for  the  last  forty  years/ without  any 
hot  water  making  its  appearance.  When  I  saw  the  little,  lean, 
withered  hand  and  arm  protruding  from  the  topmost  casement  of 
the  eligible  residence,  and  thought  of  the  poor  little  stunted  man- 
ikin crouched  inside  his  box,  with  his  chin  between  his  knees,  I 
said  to  myself  exultingly,  *  He  is  moving  up.  He  is  accomplish- 
ing the  journey  from  the  Madeleine  to  the  Bastille  by  easy  stages. 
He  will  reach  the  Chateau  d'Eau  to-morrow,  and  on  Thursday  he 
will  be  at  the  Foire  aux  Jambons/  Not  in  the  least.  Thursday 
came  and  went,  but  there  was  no  Mr.  Chopps  the  Dwarf.  The 
absence  of  the  Bearded  Lady  I  could  better  account  for.  Her  pro- 
prietor may  be  the  self-same  exemplary  gentleman  who  owns  the 
Alsatian  Giantess.  Now  this  gentleman  happens  to  be  a  '  bien 
pensant,'  a  '  pratiquant,'  a  clericalist,  and  he  has  resolutely  refused 
to  allow  his  colossal  pensionnaire  to  appear  in  public  during  Pas- 
sion-week. *  Apres  Paques,  a  la  bonne  heure ;  pendant  laSemaine 
Sainte,  jamais  de  la  vie  ! '  Such  has  been  the  decision  of  this 
right-thinking  impresario,  to  whom  it  is  rumoured  the  Univers 
and  the  Gazette  de  France  are  not  indisposed  to  favour  the  get- 
ting-up  of  a  testimonial.  Maybe  he  owns  La  Femme  a  Barbe  as 
well  as  the  Geante  Alsacienne,  and  that  both  x>rodigies  are  sitting 
secluded  at  home,  eating  salt  fish  and  reading  good  books  until 
*  P&ques  *  comes. 

But  where  was  the  Spotted  Girl  ?  Li  September  1870,  when 
panic  was  reigning  in  the  south  of  France,  and  the  irruption  of 
the  Germans  into  the  smiling  plains  of  the  Midi  was  hourly 
expected,  the  terrified  nomads,  who  are  permanently  on  the  tramp 
in  France  in  the  showman  interests,  were  driven  by  stress  of 
politics  to  form  a  kind  of  camp  on  the  outskirts  of  Lyons,  through 
which  city  I  was  passing  on  my  road  to  Ilomc«  The  encamp- 
ment of  nomads  was  about  the  oddest  spectacle  that  I  had  ever 
gazed  upon  out  of  the  etched  *  Habits  and  Beggars'  of  Jacques 
Callot.  AH  the  giants  and  giantesses,  the  femmes  d  barbe,  the 
hommeS'poissons,  the  dwarfs,  the  wild  men  of  the  woods  who 
devour  live  fowls  coram  populo,  the  learned  pigs,  the  dancing 
bears,  the  educated  wolves,  the  choregraphic  dogs  and  monkeys — 
all  the  acrobats  and  mountebanks,  the  saltim^anques  and  pail^ 
lasses  in  the  country,  seemed  gathered  together  under  canvas,  or  in 
their  vans,  in  a  great  field  close  to  La  Croix  Bousse.  It  was  t 
strangest  of  fairs,  for  there  was  no  concourse  of  sight-see 
patronise  the  prodigies.     The  big  drum  was  silent,  no  <q 
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clanged,  and  no  cries  of '  Wolk  up  ! '  were  audible,    I-yous,  iii  ti'utk, 
was  in  no  mood  foi'  meri-yniaking.     The  Republic,  Democratic 
and  Social,  had  got,  for  the  moment,  the  upper  hand.     The  R«d 
Flag  was  waving  over  the  city ;  the  tocsin  was  ringing  lustily ;  and   ' 
platforms,  covered  with  scarlet  bai2e,  were  erected  in  the  principal  I 


•^^ 


sti-eets  for  the  enrolment  of  volunteers.  Drunken  franes-iircurt 
were  swaggeiing  about,  armed  to  the  teeth,  and  inclined  to  arrei^ 
everybody  who  had  a  decent  coat  on  his  back  as  a  Frussian  spyS 
and  Hespectability  sat  apart,  looking  very  nervous  as  it  read  tiiaT 
Rentes  were  down  to  41,  and  with  the  ends  of  its  white  crav^l 
pendant  and  exb'emely  limp.     I  passed  most  of  my  time  in  1 
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fair  where  there  were  no  fairings;  I  strolled  from  prodigy  to  pro- 
digy, the  sole  patron  of  the  nhowB;  and  I  became  the  unique 
interlocutor  of  no  less  than  three  Spotted  GirU.  Where  are  those 
maculated  damsels  now  ?  At  the  Foire  aux  Jambons  not  one  was 
to  be  seen. 

I  had  seen  it  announced  m  the  Voltaire,  the  Revolution 
Fran^aite,  the  Rappet,  and  other  popular  journals,  that  the  Great 
Ham  Fair  would  begin  '  irr^TOcablement '  on  Monday.  Hundreds 
of  baroques  or  sheds  bad,  according  to  these  veracious  prints,  been 
already  erected  ;  the  arrivals  of  porcine  delicacies  were  enormous ; 
the  '  installation '  was  superb,  and  the  '  affluence  '  of  spectators 
immense.  So  on  Monday,  after  breakfast,  I  hired  a  victoria  by 
the  hour,  and  bade  the  cocher  drive  me  to  the  fair.  He  was  a 
stout  wide  man,  with  a  permanent,  albeit  somewhat  lethargic, 
smile  on  liis  pale  fat  comitenance,  I  was  very  particular  in  telling 
him  that  it  was  the  '  Foire  aux  Jambons '  which  I  wished  to  visit. 
'L-a  F-o-i-r-e  a-u-x  J-a-m-b-o-n-s,'  he  repeated  after  me  with  me- 
chanical precision.  '  Allons,  Coco ! ' — Coco  was  seemingly  the  name 
of  his  horse, — and  away  we  rumbled.  The  great  line  of  boulevards 
was  unusually  quiet ;  and  after  we  lind  passed  tlie  ever-bustling 
Boulevard  Montmartre,  the  tranquillity  of  the  main  ai-tery  of  Paris 
life  wns  to  me  ahuost  depressing.  We  did  not  pass  anybody  who 
looked  as  though  he  was  going  to  the  fair ;  but,  ou  the  other  hand, 
we  met  no  less  than  four  funerals  coming  westward. 

There  does  not  seem  to  exist  in  France  any  kind  of  public 
feeling  against  what  we  stigmatise  in  England  as  '  undertaking 
extravagance,'  or  in  favour  of  '  economy  in 
Funerals.*  The  Paiisians  appear  to  be 
perfectly  well  satisfied  with  their  existing 
mortuary  arrangements.  The  '  police  of 
death '  is,  in  particular,  admirably  managed. 
'  Les  vingt-quatre  heuiea '  is  the  limit  inex-. 
orably  fixed  for  delay  in  consigning  our 
dear  brother  departed  to  the  tomb ;  and 
within  those  twenty-four  hours  the  mortal 
coil  of  our  brother,  be  he  n  Senator  or  a 
chiffonnier,  must  be  put  under  ground. 
The  administration  of  the  PompesFunebres, 
or  National  Undertaking  Establishment, 
gives,  to  all  appearance,  equal  satisfaction 
to  the  public  at  large.  That  which  is  known 
in  English  undertaking  pailance  as  the  '  party  '  may  be  iuteP 
as  cheaply  or  as  expensively  as  his  relatives  desire.     There 


^ 
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fimerals  as  low  as  12f.  50c.,  including  o  ci>mei'  in  tlie  _  .„, 
Commiine.  Eat  tlie  execatora  may  spend  lO.OOOf.  on  an  «n(«fre- 
ment  de  prnnicre  classe  if  they  like ;  but,  the  trnnsaction  being 
strictly  a  cash  one,  it  is  rarely  that  any  very  exceptional  outlay 
in  funeral  pomps  and  vanities  is  indulged  in.  In  England  ■ 
fashionable  undertaker  never  thinks  of  sending  in  his  bill  ~ 
"     expiration  of  a  twelvemonth,  while  we  are  prone,  somi 
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very  unjustly,  to  grumble  at  the  charges  of  the  ready-money  under* 
takers.  Grumbling  among  our  neighbours  in  this  respect  would 
be  gratuitous,  since  the  PompesFuneb  res  have  a  tariff  of  charges  for 
accessories  as  exhaustive  as  the  price-lists  of  the  Cooperative  Stores* 
On  the  whole,  a  French  funeral,  however  gloomily  grand  it  may  be, 
scarcely  merits  the  sneering  qualification  given  to  English  burials 
by  Charles  Dickens — that  of  *  a  masquerade  dipped  in  ink.*  There 
is  not  much  hypocrisy  about  the  French  ceremonial.  If  the  family 
of  the  deceased  be  a  secularly-minded  one,  the  body  is  not  taken 
to  church  at  all,  but  goes  *  right  away  *  to  the  cemetery.  Moreover, 
the  friends  of  the  departed  not  specially  invited  to  attend  as 
mourners  make  it  a  point  of  honour  to  follow  the  heai'se  on  foot  to 
the  cemetery. 

For  example,  I  passed  on  Monday  one  very  grand  cortege. 
The  bier,  drawn  by  four  horses,  was  heaped  high  with  wreaths  of 
camellias,  white  geraniums,  and  the  exquisite  pale  violets  of  the 
season.  The  surname  of  the  departed  began,  apparently,  with  a 
*  P,*  since  scrolls  and  badges  of  black  velvet,  worked  in  silver  with 
the  initial  '  P,'  appeared  on  the  bier,  on  the  horsecloths,  and  on 
the  hammercloths  of  the  mourning-coaches,  fifteen  in  number. 
At  least  a  score  of  private  carriages  followed.  The  attendance  on 
foot  was  small.  The  next  funeral  was  that,  seemingly,  of  a  French 
Protestant,  as  an  ecclesiastic,  in  tlie  simple,  austere,  but  dignified 
habit  of  a  Calvinist  pastor,  walked,  open  Bible  in  hand,  immedi- 
ately after  the  hearse.  A  single  mourning-coach,  full  of  the  tear- 
ful wistful  faces  of  children,  preceded  the  hearse — conduisait  k 
deuil,  to  use  the  technical  term.  Friends  followed  in  hired  coupes, 
in  victorias,  and,  in  the  case  of  one  party,  in  an  omnibus,  A  third 
funeral  was  that  apparently  of  some  well-to-do  and  highly  esteemed 
member  of  the  working  classes.  *  Foreman  in  a  pianoforte  manu- 
factory,* the  stout  cocJier  remarked  over  his  shoulder.  How  did 
he  know  ?  But  there  is  a  strange  freemasonry  among  the  driving 
fraternity.  A  wink  or  the  movement  of  the  finger  from  the  driver 
of  the  passing  hearse  may  have  sufficed  thoroughly  to  enlighten 
my  cachet  as  to  the  social  status  of  the  deceased.  One  mourning- 
coach  led  the  procession;  one  private  carriage,  possibly  that  of  the 
dead  man's  *  patron ;  *  but  behind  the  corbiUard  walked  six  abreast, 
and  in  good  roilitary  order,  at  least  five  hundred  men,  women,  and 
children,  all  decently  dressed,  all  wearing  some  sign  of  mourning, 
but  otherwise  with  a  cheerful  every-day,  and  not  by  any  means 
hypocritical,  guise.  Some  of  the  women  had  little  ba^ets  on 
their  arms,  containing,  probably,  flowers  for  the  grave ;  possibly 
lunch.    Perhaps  both.    Why  not  ?    It  was,  to  my  mind,  a  ver* 
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sensible  and  comfortable  way  of  doing  things.  The  men  wnl' 
shoulder  to  shoulder ;  tlie  women,  deftly  holding  up  their  ski. 
trudged  steadily  over  the  muddy  stones.  They  were  going  to  - 
the  last  of  *  le  camarade,'  'le  brave  homme.'  Some  comrade  wiih 
the  gift  of  speecli  would  make  a  neat  oration  over  the  open  tomb; 
and  then  there  would  be  a  general  adjournment  to  the  neighbour- 
ing cabarets,  and  tlie  '  htre  h  seize ' — the  quart  of  wine  at  eigtt- 
pence — together  with  the  '  petit  Bordeaux,'  or  one-sou  cigar,  would 
be  in  general  demand.  The  French  workman  la  in  his  way  »s 
great  a  stickler  for  etiquette  as  the  loftiest  dowager  of  the  Fauboni 
St.  Germain.  At  maiTiages  and  funerals  the  pipe  is  tabooed,  I 
cigars  must  be  smoked. 

But  I  did  not  find  any  Foire  aux  Jambons  on  reaching  i 
Boulevard  Richard  Lenoir.  '  Cest  pour  jeudi,'  the  pale  I 
coachman  tranquilly  observed.  Evidently  he  had  been  well  awi 
of  that  fact  all  along,  but  had  not  thought  fit  to  lose  the  chancta 
R  few  hours'  hiring;  but  that  the  grin  on  his  countenance  was eS, 
dently  a  chi-onic  one,  like  that  of  Victor  Hugo's  '  Homme  qui  rit,' 
I  should  have  deemed  that  he  was  mocking  me.  As  it  was,  1 
sulkily  bade  him  drive  me  back  to  habitable  Paris  again.  The 
Voltaire  and  the  other  popular  prints  had  evidently  misled  me,  ov 
had  been  themselves  misled,  and  there  would  be  no  Great  Haiu 
Fair  until  Thursday.  So  acutely,  indeed,  did  I  feel  the  deception 
of  which  I  had  been  the  victim  that  yesterday,  when  I  agab 
undertook  a  pilgrimage  to  tlie  Boulevard  Bichard  Lenoir — 
Richard  was,  by  the  way,  a  distinguished  cotton-spinner  nuder  the 
First  Empire,  and  did  a  great  deal  for  Napoleon  after  the  return 
&om  Elba — I  was  reluctant  to  believe,  until  I  was  actually  in  t^ 
middle  of  the  fair,  that  any  Foire  aux  Jambons  would  be  faeldi]rij| 
fdl.  It  began,  it  must  be  confessed,  but  poorly.  Rag  Fair  lA 
but  a  squalid  prelude  to  an  exhibition  of  pig-meat ;  yet  there  coq^ 
menced,  at  the  Chateau  d'Eau,  and  continued  for  at  least  fiw 
hundred  yards,  one  of  the  most  astonishing  heterogeneous  open- 
air  markets  that  I  have  ever  beheld.  There  were  a  few  stalls, 
and  perhaps  half  a  dozen  booths;  but  in  tlie  great  majority  of 
cases  the  objects  on  sale  were  laid  out  on  the  bare  earth  of  the 
Boulevard  esplanade.  Locks,  keys,  bolts,  bars,  fireirons,  kitchen 
utensils,  chains,  dog-collars,  nails,  screws,  hooks,  workmen's  tools 
of  every  conceivable  form  and  in  every  imaginable  stage  of  t^"*" 
and  dilapidation,  shop-counters  and  fittings,  apothecaries' jarsig 
nests  of  '  dummy'  drawers  for  drugs,  ragged  carpets,  lace  cnrti ' 
and  rolls  of  matttug,  pottery  and  glass,  umbrellas  and  stit 
cheap  prints  and  photographs,  candlesticks  and  chimnej  r' 
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mants,  oU-paintinga — ^yes    pamtmgB   in   oil      but  s  t  h  pictures 
and  xuch  framea  '—all  these  were  displayed  in  gro  \\  s  nnd  heaps. 


single  or  in  serried  rows,  on  either  side  the  esplanade,  which 
IS  crowded  by  a  multitude  of  working  people,  bonnes,  children, 
Utttea,  female  cooka  and  housekeepers  to  p(ttt«  rentUr$,  i 
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peasants  from  the  outlying  villages,  in  true  vUlageois  aahota,  striped 
nightcaps,  and  bonnets  bUntcs.  There  were  a  few  fieiimiarists,  and 
a  considerable  number  of  private  soldiers,  Everytbing  on  sale 
seemed  to  have  been  cracked,  battered,  and  broken,  rc-mended 
and  re-smashed  half  a  dozen  times  ;  and  the  mercbauts  who  sat, 
or  rather  squatted,  at  the  receipt  of  custom,  seemed  to  have  been 
in  early  life  either  the  rank  and  file  of  Falstaif 's  "ragged  regiment, 
or  the  rivandieres  and  femaie  camp-followers  attached  to  that 
historical  corps.  I  never  saw  such  a  Bezesteen  of  i*usty  and 
mouldy  rattletraps. 

The  squalor  of  the  scene  was  only  relieved  by  a  spiinkling  of 
stalls  devoted  to  the  sale  of  hrisht-coloured  lollipops  and  of  ginger- 
bread— solid  wedges  of  pain  d  epice,  thickly  studded  with  almonds. 
No  gilt  gingerbread  kings  and  queens,  however,  no  c  ock-a- doodle - 
doos  in  pantaloons.  No  Bearded  Lady,  no  Mr.  Chopps  tlie 
Dwarf,  no  Spotted  Girl.  At  length,  when  I  was  beginning  to  fear 
that  the  line  of  rags  and  msty  rubbish  would  sti'etch  to  tlie  crack 
of  doom,  the  real  Foire  aux  Jambons  began.  There  were  i-eally 
hundreds  of  baroques  or  huts — rude  constructions  of  timber 
covered  with  tarpaulin — lining  each  side  nf  the  esplanade ;  but  the 
spectacle  was  at  fii-st  sight  depressing.  The  French  are  doubtless 
very  excellent  curers  of  ham  and  bacon,  but  they  do  not  cure  their 
swine's  meat  a  good  colour.  I  missed  the  golden  crimson  and 
white  of  English  Wiltshire,  and  tlie  rich  contrasts  of  Devonshire 
'  streaky,'  The  pickled  or '  tub '  pork  may  have  been  wholesome  and 
palatable,  but  in  texture  it  was  coai-se,  and  in  hue  an  ashen  gray. 
The  sausages,  too,  were  veiy  disappointmg  to  an  eye  accustomed  to 
our  plump  Cambridges,  to  our  ruddy  polonies,  and  especially  to  oiw 
comely  and  shining  '  chicken- and -hams,'  The  only  stout  French 
sausage  is  the  '  petite  saucisse  a  Tail.'  The  rest  of  the  species 
are,  as  a  rule,  wizened  attenuated  tilings,  dull  in  colom-,  looking 
very  hard  and  dry,  and  rendei-ed  additionally  inelegant  by  the  dis- 
coloured salty  rime  which  has  oozed  through  their  skins.  The 
hams  were  much  more  agreeable  to  look  upon.  'Jambons  d'Yorck' 
were  freely  offered  by  dealers  coming — bo  the  etiquette  above  their 
stalls  proclaimed,  from  the  Departments  of  the  Meuse  and  the 
Ain,  which  are  ceitoinly  not  in  Yorksbhe ;  but  in  one  instance 
some  really  fine-looking  hams  were  announced  as  a  '  provenance 
directe  du  Yorkshire — prodnits  de  MM.  Hope  et  Cie.  et  Bingley 
ct  Cie.'  This  unimpeachably  English  exhibit  was  proudly  sur- 
mounted by  an  ensign  emblazoned  with  the  Royal  Arms  of  Eng- 
land. There  was  one  imposing  baroque  at  the  entrance  of  th*:] 
fair  exclusively  devoted  to  tlie  sale  of  hams,  '  aides,* '  chaps,' 
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BAOBages,  made  from  the  flesh  of  horses,  muI«B,  and  asses.  I  was 
repeatedly  invited  to  'taste  and  try'  by  generous  dealers  who  were 
continually  shaving  off  slices  from  their  wares  to  tempt  the  palates 
of  potential  easterners ;  but  I  could  not  screw  my  courage  to  the 
sticking-place  of  tasting  donkey-sausage  or  horse-ham.  And  yet 
Bologna  sausage  is  avowedly  made  from  ass's  flesh,  and  is  undeni- 
ably good  eating.  It  is  quite  possible  that  I  have  eaten,  in  my 
time,  in  the  course  of  many  journeys,  and  nnder  many  disguises. 


'  Your  hanu  an  nut  eo  good  tt»  la^t  ytKr'».' 
'  Excuse  me,  tbey  all  come  from  the  tame  pig.' 


a  wliole  squadron  of  troop  horses,  saddles,  bridles,  shoes,  and  all ; 
yet  I  could  not  yesterday  persuade  myself  to  accept  the  invitation 
of  'goutez  done.'  I  wiU  try  to  accept  it  next  time.  That  ia 
always  the  plea  of  the  prejudiced. 

The  Alsatians  and  Uie  Lorrainers  were,  it  is  almost  needless 
to  say,  in  great  force.  Many  of  the  marchantUa  wore  the  pictur- 
esque costumes  of  their  disbncts  ;  and  what  with  the  inscription 
of '  Die  aller  Beste  '  above  the  baraquet,  and  the  guttural  hum  of 
Teutonic  talk,  I  should  not  have  been  anrprised  to  have  met 
'  I'Aiai  Fritz '  with  Madame  Th6r6se  on  his  arm,  or  to  have 
found  myself  en  plein  eomtte  of  all  the  characters  so  graphical)" 
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XXXVII. 

AT    TUE    'ASSOMMOIR.' 

EusU-r  Sunday. 
TitAT  Deluge  of  Schoolboys  and  School- 
girls of  which  I  recently  ventured  to  anti- 
cipate the  advent  has  come;  but  the 
inundation  has  not  been  by  any  means  of 
an  ovei-whelniing  nature.  It  is  a  windy 
Deluge,  a  lmlf-fro/.cn  Deluge.  The 
'small  infantry'  aie  marching  about  witli 
blue  noses  nnd  chattering  teeth ;  and 
their  papas  and  mammns,  for  all  their 
woollen  eachc-ncz  and  their  fur-lined 
mantles,  are  shivering.  A  treacherously 
bright  sun  is  shining,  but  in  the  shade 
it  is  as  cold  as  nn  olit-fashioned  Christ- 
mas. The  BnUet'm  tU  I'Obienaloire  is 
good  enough  to  inform  us  that  the  barome- 
trical pressure  in  the  l^Iediterranean  re- 
mains very  feeble,  and  tliat  a  fresh  fall 
of  eight  minutes  is  telegraphed  ft'oni 
Sicily.  Noi-them  winds  continue  to  pre- 
dominate in  Western  Europe;  and  in 
Denmark  a  '  centre  '  is  in  course  of  de- 
I  t  2 
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pres»on,  wlieoce  we  may  expect  a  series  of  north-west  galea : 
the  Chaimel.  Frosts  have  been  frequent  in  the  Xortli  and  t] 
centre  of  France.  Snow  has  fallen  on  three  sncceBaive  days  : 
Paris.  So  has  hail.  On  this  actual  Easter-day  a  Idnd  of  fros 
dnst  seems  to  be  blowing  about  the  boulevards.  It  sparU 
beaatifiilly  in  the  sunshine,  bat  it  peppers  yoor  face  paiofoO 
as  thoQgb  it  were  dost-sbot.  The  c^es  are  tolentbly  full  tn 
side,  bat  the  customera  are  drinking  '  grogs  am^ricains,*  *  pondi 
an  ouiski,'  and  '  Tins  chauds.'  The  waiters  are  offering  to  pit 
hot-water  cans,  instead  of  petit*  banct,  under  the  feet  of  the  ladiei 
and  the  ancient  dame  at  the  comer  of  the  Passage  Verdeau,  irb 
BO  long  ago  as  last  Sunday,  seemed  to  hare  resolutely  adopti 
the  sale  of  violets,  has  abandoned  her  spring  norelties,  and  on 
more  makes  a  wintrv  appearance  as  a  vendor  of  roasted  chestnnl 

It  is  too  cold  to  roHin  about  the  boolevards,  to  court  tooti 
ache,  faceache,  and  earache.  It  is  too  cold  to  go  to  the  races.  '■ 
is  far  too  cold  to  undertake  a  pilgrimage  to  the  great  GingerbM 
Fair,  at  the  Barriere  du  Trone — although  I  am  informed  that  tl 
Bearded  Ladv,  Mr,  Chopps  the  Dwarf,  and  the  Spotted  Girl  liai 
been  seen  in  tlie  flesh  in  the  Avenue  de  Viiicennes,  and  I  shi 
be  thus  bound  in  lionour  to  visit  tlie  Foire  nux  Pain  d'fpiei 
before  it  closes.  Meanwhile  I  cannot  do  better,  perhaps,  thi 
kindle  a  fresh  loj:  on  the  hearth,  wrap  myself  up  in  an  extra  ni 
way  rug  or  two,  and  sit  down  to  narrate  some  curious  dramat 
experiences  which  I  underwent  last  night  nt  the  Theatre  de  I'Aii 
bigu  Comique.  At  the  theatre  iu  question  they  have  been  plajii 
these  three  months  and  more  a  dramatical  vei'sion  of  M.  I^piii 
Zola's  strictly  moral  and  inexpressibly  revolting  novel  of  L'Auot 
moir,  now  in  its  fifty-fourth  or  fifty-sixth  edition — I  forget  whid 
The  hundredthrepresenfationof  Zi'.4MomiHoirtook  place  on  Goo 
Friday,  wlien — the  better  the  day  the  better  the  deed— (k 
management  of  the  Ambigu  generously  threw  open  its  doors,  n 
gave  a  gratuitous  performance  to  the  pubUc.  The  entertainma 
was,  I  hear,  numerously  and  brilliantly  attended. 

I  own  that  when  I  arrived  in  Paris  I  had  not  the  remote 
wish  or  intention  of  going  to  see  MM.  Gastineau  and  Busnieli 
version  of  M.  Emile  Zola's  sickening  stor}>-.  I  read  the  Atwi 
moir  twice  over,  and  every  word, of  it,  two  years  ago,  at  Nice  ■  tf 
consigning  it,  with  La  Fille  Elisa  and  other  productions  aC 
similar  tj-pe,  to  a  certain  pigeon-hole  in  my  memory,  r  tronbln 
my  head  no  more  about  it.  Life  is  not  long  enough  to  disefls 
M.  Zola's  crudities  from  the  point  of  view  of  Art.  But  it  happcW 
that  on  Thursday,  the  day  of  my  visit  to  the  Great  Ham  Fair  tk 
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existence  of  the  Assommoir  was  recalled  in  a  quite  accidental  and 
sufficiently  singular  manner  to  my  mind.  During  the  early  por- 
tion of  the  afternoon  we  had,  on  the  Boulevai*d  Richard  Lenoir, 
a  spell  of  that  treacherous  sunshine  of  which  I  spoke  just  now. 
The  dingy  sausages,  the  pallid  bacon,  the  cloudy  hams,  were  all 
glorified  in  the  flood  of  golden  light.  So,  in  the  Biyiera  di 
Levante,  on  a  winter's  morning,  does  all  natm'e  wear  a  gloriously 
bright  appearance.  The  sky  is  cobalt,  the  distant  hills  are  ultra- 
marine ;  the  feathery  palms  wave  proudly,  or  glint  in  sparkling 
sheen  like  the  great  peacock-fans  that  were  borne  processionally 
before  the  Pope  on  St.  Peter*s-day ;  the  olive  and  orange  groves 
are  so  many  centres  of  glowing  splendour.  But  anon  a  per- 
verse twist  in  the  elements  brings  the  mistral  upon  you.  In  an 
instant  the  sea  turns  to  a  muddy  indigo,  and  the  sky  to  a  dirty 
drab.  The  feathery  palms  become  so  many  ragged  worn-out 
mops.  Can  those  inky  clifls  be  the  Maritime  Alps  ?  Can  those 
ashen  gray  dusty  patches  be  groves  of  olives  and  oranges  ?  Anon 
raindrops,  as  big  as  franc-pieces,  come  puttering  down ;  and 
then  the  driving  rain-storm  descends  in  one  great,  crashing, 
blinding,  vertical  sheet,  sparing  nothing,  and  strewing  the  Biviera 
with  ruthlessly  wi-enched-off  tree-branches  and  the  bodies  of  dead 
birds. 

We  had  a  thoroughly  Levantine  rain-storm  at  the  Great  Ham 
Fair  on  Thursday.  The  torrent  struck  the  ground  with  such 
violence  as  once  more  to  verify  the  old  geometrical  axiom  of  the 
angle  of  reflection  being  equal  to  the  angle  of  incidence ;  and  the 
rain,  after  soaking  thi*ough  us  downwards,  splashed  up  again  into 
our  eyes.  The  sausage  and  bacon  folks  made  haste  to  cover  up 
their  commodities  with  tarpaulins,  ensconced  themselves  in  pen- 
dent fragments  thereof,  and  became  invisible.  The  whole  fair,  as 
if  by  magic,  disappeared.  It  was  a  Pompeii  ingulfed  by  water 
instead  of  lava  and  scorise.  As  for  the  crowd  of  spectators,  they 
did  as  the  Pompeians  of  old  did — they  ran  for  it.  Waterproofs 
were  not  of  much  avail,  and  umbrellas  were  in  vain.  I  struck  out 
at  hazard  for  the  nearest  buildings.  I  was  repulsed  from  several 
portea-cocheres,  already  overcrowded  with  dripping  fugitives ;  but 
at  length,  when  I  was  beginning  to  contemplate  seriously  the  con- 
tingency of  being  carried  away  bodily  by  die  flood  into  the  Canal 
St.  Martin,  I  brought  up  safely  in  the  anchorage  of  an  enormous 
brasserie.  What  its  sign  or  title  may  have  been  I  have  not  the 
slightest  idea.  Suppose  I  call  it  the  Brasserie  Free  and  Easy.  It 
was  certainly  as  spacious  as  a  second-rate  London  music-hall ;  but, 
with  the  exception  of  a  few  big  mirrors,  it  was  almost  entirely 
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destitute  of  decoration,  the  walls  and  fittings  being  staiaed  of  i 
monotonous  onk  colour.  There  were  scores  of  plain  jnpanued  iron 
tables,  with  wooden  stools,  rush-bottomed,  scattered  about.  Thi 
bar,  or  comptoir,  was  of  inordinate  length,  and  covered  with  iD 
polished  pewter.  This  and  the  wall  behind  were  gnrnished  witf 
bottles  of  all  sorts  and  sizes,  containing,  I  suppose,  n  variety  a 
liquors ;  since,  although  the  establishment  called  itself  a  braaaerii, 
and  '  bocks '  of  a  tawiiy-coloured  and  dully  creaming  beer  wer 
being  pleutifully  consumed,  the  place  was  maaifestU-  a  dramshotf 
— pettts  verrea  of  brandy,  rum,  caaaU,  and  other  preparations  e 
the  '  schnick '  kind  being  in  continuous  demand.  Nothing  to  e 
that  I  could  see  was  supplied  ;  and  no  wine  was  being  drunk. 

Bebiud  the  eountpr  sat  a  stout  siuare  old  hidy,  with  no  net 
ceptible  nock.  She  was  in  dingy  black ;  but  she  wore  roassiv 
gold  bracelets;  and  on  her  pudgy,  and  not  very  clean,  hands  ght 
tered  a  number  of  rings.  I  think  that  she  must  have  bca 
astliraatic.  I  imagine  that  she  was  plethoric.  At  nil  events  sli 
toiled  not,  neither  did  she  spin.  She  did  nothing  but  sit  then 
gasping  and  wheezing,  and  surveying  with  two  lack-lustre  eyea 
intimately  resembling  a  brace  of  bullets,  the  scene  before  bei 
She  was  flanked  on  either  side  by  a  dame  de  comptoir — one  loni 
lean,  middle-aged,  and  sour-looking;  tlie  other  yontbfuJ,  fleahi 
and  saucy.  The  first  seemed  to  have  reached  the  acetous,  I 
other  had  attained  only  the  vinous,  stage  of  fermentation.  It  x 
the  acetous  lady  who  kept  the  books  and  scolded  tlie  waiters  •  1 
vinous  damsel  only  dispensed  the  sugar  and  joked  with  the  eu^ 
tomers,  The  waiters  were  of  both  sexes,  and  about  the  strangea 
types  of  either  that  I  have  belield  for  a  long  time.  Itarclr  a 
regards  the  first,  have  I  gazed  upon  such  an  assemblage  of  raw 
boned  young  men,  with  red  heads  and  lantern  Jaws.  Each  garxat 
carried  in  front  of  his  duty  ajiron  a  well-worn  leathern  pouch  foa 
receiving  money  and  giving  change.  Cash  on  delivery  was  npiw 
rently  the  rule  strictly  observed  at  the  Brasserie  Free  and  Eam-i 
and  for  the  first  time  in  my  life,  at  a  French  house  of  public  ent " " 
taiument,  I  was  asked  to  pay  for  my  consoimimtian  before  T  li 
consumed  it.  I  daresay  that  the  waiter  did  not  like  my  looks! 
I  feel  cei-tain  tliat  the  majority  of  tlie  general  company  presenl 
did  not  relish  them  any  more  than  those  of  the  half  score  straugen 
who,  like  myself,  had  been  di'iveu  by  stress  of  weather  to  f  -^^ 
refuge  in  the  Brasserie  Free  and  Easy. 

To  a  much  "reater  extent  did  our  advent  appear  to  be  diBHUf(«<^H 
ful  to  the  female  attendants.     It  is  from  the  mien  and  behavioitf 
of  these  young  Indies  that  I  have  deduced  the  title  which  I  han 
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ventured  to  attach  to  the  bras$erie,  I  have  called  the  ladies 
young.  That  is  eifa^on  de  parler,  and  there  is  no  harm  in  paying 
a  compliment  even  to  Mother  Shipton,  were  you  to  meet  her 
hobbling  about  Kentish  Town  way ;  but,  in  strict  reality,  please 
to  imagine  at  this  curious  tavern  half  a  score  of  strapping  tawny- 
haired  women,  clad  in  flaring  travesties  of  the  costumes  of  the 
peasantry  in  Alsace-Lon*aine.  They,  too,  carried  money-bags  at 
their  waists.  They  had  nothing  to  do  with  the  dispensation  of 
*  bocks.*  Serving  beer  they  left  disdainfully  to  the  gardens,  and 
attended  themselves  only  to  the  dram-di*inking  department.  When, 
for  example,  a  gentleman  called  for  a  petit  verre — ^the  swallowing 
of  raw  spirits  was  the  rule — a  strapping  woman,  bearing  a  bottle 
and  two  glasses,  sti'ode  to  the  customer*s  table,  gave  him  his  dram, 
and  then  comfortably  drew  a  rush-bottomed  stool  to  the  table, 
filled  herself  a  glass  from  the  bottle,  and  entered  into  friendly  con- 
versation with  the  habitue,  I  suppose  that  she  drank  at  his 
expense.  In  the  course  of  half  an  hour  which  I  passed  under  the 
hospitable  roof  of  the  Brasserie  Free  and  Easy  I  watched  one 
tawny-haired  lady  toss  off  no  less  than  four  petite  verves.  Of  how 
many,  I  wondered,  could  she  partake  in  the  course  of  the  eighteen 
houi*s  duiing  which  tlie  Brasserie  remains  open  ?  I  have  nothing 
to  say  derogatory  to  the  lady's  manners  or  morals.  *  Liquoring 
up  '  with  a  pratique  may  be  the  custom  in  Alsace-Lorraine,  if  the 
lady  came  from  either.  I  only  note  the  occurrence  as  an  odd  one. 
But  as  I  mused  and  mused  on  the  scene  presented  to  my  eyes, 
even  an  odder  series  of  impressions  took  possession  of  my  mind. 
I  had  never  seen  all  these  people  before,  but  where  had  I  read 
about  them  ?  I  have  forgotten  to  mention  that  behind  the  bar- 
counter,  in  addition  to  the  fat  old  lady  who  wheezed  and  her  two 
assistants,  there  was  a  pale  dissipated  young  fellow,  in  a  justaU' 
corps  of  black  velveteen,  and  a  flaring  silk  kerchief  cai*elessly 
knotted  round  his  neck.  He  was  munching,  with  a  stale  and 
accustomed  air,  a  toothpick ;  yet  he  seemed  to  be  in'some  kind 
of  authority  in  the  place.  He  was  the  fls  de  la  maison,  the 
landlady's  son,  perchance;  yet  he  might  have  been  a  billiard- 
marker  out  of  employ,  or  a  petit  calicot  trade-fallen.  Most  as- 
suredly, so  far  as  appearances  went,  he  might  have  been  a 
journeyman  hatter  by  the  name  of  Lantier.  After  this  things 
began  to  assume  the  semblance  of  a  dream.  That  brawny  yellow- 
beai'ded  fellow,  in  his  tucked-up  shirt-sleeves  and  his  long  black 
leather  apron  :  who  could  he  have  been  but  the  virtuous  black- 
smith  Goujet,  otherwise  '  Gueule  d'Or '  ?  The  little  white-headed 
purple-faced  man,  in  rusty  black,  with  the  enormous  red  and 
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but  fifty  types  of  those  victims  of  alcohol  seemed  U>  me  U)  \ni 
present.  Steady,  soddened,  almost  silent  tippling  wan  in  thif 
ascendant  here.  All  the  old  gaiety  of  the  French  character  m^emnA 
flown.  '  Bibi  la  Grillade  '  sang  no  songs ;  the  Pere  Colomba  had 
no  jokes  to  crack ;  *  la  Grande  Yirginie/  looking  with  wrathful 
eyes  at  her  old  enemy  Gervaise,  forgot  to  be  coquettish  ;  and  even 
the  jovial  Madame  Boche,  albeit  stout  and  thirsty  as  ever,  had  lost 
her  gaiety.  I  looked  round  in  vain  for  the  appearance  of  the  Great 
Still  with  its  worm  that  never  dies,  but  which  has  been  the  meanN 
of  the  death  of  so  many  hundreds  of  thousands  of  people.  Other- 
wise, and  upon  my  word,  I  should  have  taken  the  Brasserie  Free 
and  Easy  for  the  veritable  and  original  '  Assommoir'  itself. 

I  was  glad  to  get  out  of  the  place,  which  smelt  sickly,  and, 
besides,  gave  one  the  horrors.  I  had  not  recognised  the  type  of 
M.  Poisson,  the  sergent  de  ville,  at  any  of  the  tables;  but  I 
found  him,  in  full  municipal  uniform,  on  the  boulevard,  with  hirt 
impassible  '  stone-wall '  face,  attentively  watching  all  who  went  in 
and  all  who  came  out.  Very  possibly  Monsieur  Poisson  and  other 
of  his  brother  municipals  are  frequently  called  upon  to  pay  pro- 
fessional visits  to  the  Brasserie  Free  and  Easy.  It  was  scai'cely 
four  in  the  afternoon  when  I  left  its  hospitable  shelter,  and  the 
topers  were  then  quiet  enough.  By  ten  or  eleven  at  night  the 
company,  I  should  say,  are  apt  to  get  somewhat  lively.  I  found 
the  cab  which  I  had  engaged  long  since  by  the  hour,  but  which 
Monsieur  Poisson  and  his  colleagues  would  not  permit  to  penetrate 
into  the  precincts  of  the  fair,  at  a  wine-shop  close  to  the  Chateau 
d'Eau.  While  I  was  getting  wet  through  the  driver  had  managed 
to  lunch  comfortably,  and  had  then  ensconced  himself  in  the 
interior  of  the  vehicle,  and  had  gone  as  comfortably  to  sleep.  A 
wise  cabman.  I  bade  this  sage  drive  me  home;  but  halt  by 
the  way  at  the  bureau  de  location  of  the  Ambigu  Comique.  '  Yes,' 
I  said  to  myself,  'I  would  see  the  Assommoir  on  the  stage.' 
Everything  was  let  for  that  evening,  and  Friday  was  '  spectacle 
gratuit ; '  but  I  managed  to  secure  two  fauteuils  de  balcon  for 
Saturday,  which  were  sold  to  me  at  what  I  consider  to  be  the 
unconscionable  price  of  nine  francs  each.  I  call  it  unconscionable, 
since  the  dramatic  status  of  the  Ambigu  is  certainly  not  above 
that  of  a  third-rate  theatre  in  London.  The  price  of  places  at  all 
the  Paris  theatres  appears,  however,  to  a  stranger  to  be  excessive ; 
and  the  managers  plead  that  they  are  compelled  to  charge  highly 
for  admission  to  their  houses — first,  because  a  manager,  Uke  other 
human  beings,  has  only  three  skins,  and  in  the  case  of  a  Parisian 
manager  one  skin  is  claimed  by  the  dramatist  as  droits  d'auteur. 


[ 


•W  PARIS   HERSELF   AGAIN. 

while  another  is  mercilessly  strippetl  off  by  the  AdmiuistratJco  4 
Btenioisance  as  droits  dcs  pauvres.  Ten  per  cent,  of  the  gross  «■ 
ceipts  to  the  nuthor,  and  ten  per  cent,  to  the  poor — how  much  ' 
the  net  profits  is  left)  it  is  piteously  asked,  for  the  manager? 

Concerning  the  A^sommoir,  nsn  drama,  it  is  not  neces&siy  Ihtf 
in  this  place  I  should  say  much  ;  first,  because  the  piece  on  t^ 
occasion  of  its  production  was  exiiaustively  criticised  in  the  French 
papers ;  next,  because  a  good  deal  of  that  which  I  witnessed  at 
the  stage  of  tlie  Ambigu  I  had  already  seen — or  fancied  thatllitJ 
seen — at  t}ie].Brasserie  Free  and  Easy  ;  and,  finally,  bccaase  I  find 
it  cunently  repoi-ted  in  the  French  press  that  an  English  veruos 
of  the  Assommoir  is  to  he  forthwith  produced  at  a  London  the&tn. 
It  would  be  thus  certainly  premature,  and  perhaps  imfair,  to  i 
cuss  the  chances  of  this  remarkable  picture  of  mannei-ii  finding 
land  of  acceptation — much  more  success — on  the  English  sti_- 
It  is  a  problem  which  only  the  event  can  prove.  There  is  imotfaei 
reason,  too,  why  I  am  unable  to  analyse  the  Assommoir  conscien- 
tiously as  a  play.  I  sat  out  seven  of  the  I  know  not  how  iombj 
tableaux  of  which  the  drama  is  composed  :  the  squalid  garret  seem, 
with  the  abandonment  of  Gervaise  by  Lontier,  the  Imoir  or  lanndif 
scene,  with  tiie  abominable  fight  between  GeiTaise  and  Viiwinifr- 
ftii  unconscious  parody  of  the  Homeric  battle-royal  of  MoUy  8e«- 
glim  and  her  foes  in  tlie  churchyard,  in  Tom  Jones ;  the  BouUmd 
de  la  Chapelle  scene,  with  the  eloquent  apostrophe  in  favour 
temperance  delivered  to  a  knot  of  dnmken  workmen  by  the  TirtooQf 
blacksmith, '  Gueule  d'Or  ; '  tlie  restamant  garden-scene,  with  tte 
double-wedding  feast  of  Gervaise  and  Coupeau  and  Vh-ginia  vbA 
Poisson  ;  the  street  scene,  with  the  fall  of  Coupeau  from  the  honse- 
roof;  the  grand  dinner  scene  on  Gervaise's  saint's-day,  with  tie 
humoui'B  of '  Mes  Bottes '  and  Madame  Boche,  and  the  Mephisti- 
phiiic  reappearance  of  Lantier ;  and  tlie  scene  of  the  Brasserie 
Free  and  Easy — I  mean  of  the  Aseommoii'  itself,  minus  the  free- 
and-easy  females  with  the  tawny  hair,  who  took  nips  of  raw  spiiiu 
with  the  customers. 

But  having  seen  these  seven  tableaux,  I  began  to  feel  weary. 
I  felt  a  gi-eat  'exposition  of  sleep'  coming  on.  I  felt  faint,  as 
though  I  wanted  oystere,  or  chops,  or  something.  The  sordid 
chfti-acters  on  the  stage  had  been  eating  and  di-inking  and  smotdiie 
and  gabbling  for  tlu-ee  mortal  houra  and  a  half.  Everybody  " 
changed  his  or  her  shabby  garments  three  or  fom-  times  over, 
was  a  masquerade  of  rags — a  carnaval  de  hailtons  ;  a  comblnatii 

*  At  tlie  Princess's,  where,  with  considcrahte  mi:>ilifi cations,  it  hAs  made  II 
flprearance  under  the  title  of  Drink. 
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of  the  Descoiito  dt^  In  Oourlille  nnd  Petlicont  T,nii>:.     I  tliiresiiy 
that  itwfis  nl    ■■       I.  ■.;■■:    I  :::-■■-   -.        ■   !■     '  ■  .<nh\y 
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ight.     Seven  times  had  tho  curtain  desceniled.     Did  not  mad 
Lee  once  write  a  tnigeily  in  twenty -two  acts  ?     '  Enough  I '  T 


crwd  as  ^:>^  '  .kssvz  .-juuiu  -^  it>  i'aii^aaaSiisi.'  I  «ss  told  tlis 
tbnicc  waft  A  Munril  A.iaii>  —"^f  ic  s  paiUni  luocn  ax  a  bos^M 
vibfs^  Uii  il.t;cif;ii&eil  C-.-ovv^ts.  =:  ^ae  stIiuorT  stage  of  Jftirm 
tr.'fi'rw.tUUixsiiinideiz^' ^to»^  1 3dd  re^  all  «l>o<u  that ;  tidl 
s&>:3tiipRKr:ai4  j^IItie  oc  liu  P<r>cx:«^  u  Coapeaa's  alcolM^e  ji|. 
I  ^-.'oua.: oa:  I  v^.-alii  2>:c  v^  ix  tfe  iiiooTcrrof  the  remsmsof 
t-.na:&ai  in  ■&*•  hi.u;  xi<ur  :z<i  ^cuRa:w.  »ai  'quite  gieca;'  sal 
nect  to  B«M.  i:^'i  ir^asiei  iha^  in.  the  tiiinHth  tabkaa  cr  sad 
MX.  0«$es«u.  i:i-l  Bx>3iit:ii^  ir^iau.  '  ^r  Law^on  'Wilfred,  Bi- 
riMwt  * "-t'*^  '  ifii^cKei  z-  'Tt-T^^pe  lol^aso  de  Cantothoi *  anJ 
*dw  Re^vnaii  J-:cii^.-f-i.  F^kfsei:^  A3»:LAua.'  had  indncedCoi^eu 
acd  <T«t*aide  s^>  Kue  ^t-  ri'ettK :  pc^-s^■3ud  the  nUanons  TiW>*i*T 
to  ojiLTi>.'Ci-.'a  s:r  •i-.f'—'—.-  ^^^j  ^-i-er  £il5«  pret^i^es  ;  anisteJ 
*  Fibt  la  V>riIIai« '  a=-i  '  >£:»  F-:»^t$  '  t^>  emisrate  to  Qneen^ad; 
«Qlij:«d  tt-i  v.-daicl  \«=a  iz  ihr  BjulJ  of  Hope,  and  ohtainedi 
f«TTia2iec.z  $i:uad;3  £.>r  ih.-i  si: '.rr-cl^  Bizooa^s  as  a  Tofalh- 
Abss»inii: J  M-;-;;  i=.  th-e  icir'.-  ::'■:=.-;  T^niwranoc  Funerals  Com- 
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IGJKOERSBEAO  FAUt. 
April  1«. 
I SHOULB  have  very  much  lilced  Professor  Henry  Morley  to  have 
been  present  with  me  «t  the   Koire   an  Pain  d'fipices — the  ffceat 
tJingerbread  Fiiir — wbic-h  was  opened  in  tho  presence  of  iin  enor- 
mous concourse  of  eiglitseers  on  Kuster  Monday,  and  whicb  j 


points  of  contKct,  in  tlie  way  of  humoui's  and  chai      

between  the  existing  gingerbread  festival  at  the  Barrifere  da  T. 
and  tlie  extinct  saturnalia  of  Old  SmiUiHeld.  One  cannot  e 
all  the  scenes  and  cbai'acters  in  Ben  Jonson'e  wonderful  c 
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verbatim  et  literatim  in  one's  head  ;  else  might  I  institute  a  toler«- 
ably  close  parallel  between  the  phenomena  and  the  personages  so 
powerfully  portrayed  in  Bartholomew  Fair  and  the  prodigies  and 
people  visible  among  the  booths  at  the  rond  point  of  the  Barrier 
and  in  the  Cours  de  Vincennes.  Certain  I  am,  however,  that 
Lanthorn  Leatherhead  was  at  the  Foire  au  Pain  d*£pices  with  his 
puppets;  that  Dame  Ursula,  if  she  were  not  selling  roast  pig  and 
bottled  ale,  was  dispensing  galette  piping  hot ;  and  that  the  Pari- 
sian Fair  was  as  full  of  gaping  rustics,  cjnical  cockneys,  '  roving 
blades,'   and   downright   sharpers    and   cut-purses,   as   was   the 

*  Bartlemy  '  of  old. 

The  French  friend  with  whom  I  took  counsel  prior  to  visiting 
the  affair  advised  me  to  go  thither  in  a  strictly  buttoned-up  con- 
dition. Fairs  and  racecourses  he  declared  *  fourmillaient  de  pick- 
pockets ; '  but  he  was  good  enough  to  add,  by  way  of  rider,  that  the 
great  majority  of  *  ces  messieurs '  were  English  thieves.  The 
French  have  a  curious  habit  of  fathering  their  little  weaknesses  in 
the  way  of  vice  and  immorality  upon  us.  In  the  not-to-be-for- 
gotten play  of  UAssommoir  at  the  Ambigu — I  have  the  taste  of 
it  in  my  mouth  still — one  of  the  topers  at  the  colossal  dram-shop 
incidentally  mentions  that  in  a  *  gin-palasse '  in  the  Strand,  London, 
he  has  seen  a '  colivire ' — presumably  a  coalheaver — swallow  twelve 
glasses  of  brandy  in  succession.  Now  the  traditional  custom  of 
the  British  '  coaley '  is,  I  apprehend,  after  consuming  as  many 
pints  of  beer  as  he  can  conveniently  carry  until  the  delivery  of  the 
next  wagon-load,  to  '  top-up  with  a  drop  of  short.'  Twelve  suc- 
cessive '  drops  of  short '  would  be  considered  as  an  unpardonable 
breach  of  coal-heaving  etiquette.  Again,  there  has  been  for  some 
months  in  prison,  awaiting  the  result  of  a  protracted  criminal 

*  instniction,'  a  horrible  woman,  to  whom  has  been  given  the  nick- 
name of  the  '  Ogresse  des  Lilas.'  This  woman  was  in  the  habit 
of  lying  in  wait  for  young  mothers  who  had  infants  in  their  arms. 
The  ogress  would  enter  into  conversation  with  the  mothers,  and 
on  some  cunning  pretence  or  another  obtain  possession  of  the 
infants,  with  whom  she  incontinently  disappeared.  What  did  she 
do  witli  them  ?  I  see  it  gravely  stated  in  a  Parisian  paper  of  this 
morning  that  the  Ogresse  des  Lilas  had  entered  into  a  formal  con- 
tract to  supply  an  '  Agence  Anglaise '  with  so  many  babies  a  year. 
The  '  English  Agency '  was,  according  to  this  well-informed  autho- 
rity, engaged  in  the  '  substitution '  business,  the  *  Law  of  Primo- 
geniture existing  in  England  rendering  it  imperatively  necessary 
that  patrician  families  should  be  provided  coute  que  coute  with  a 
due  number  of  heirs  male.    When  Lucina  was  unpropitious,  sub- 
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stitution  remedied  the  shortcoming,'     Tliis  is  almost  as  iDgeiii<] 
as  Mr.  Gilbert's  fiintastic  notion  of  the  pauper's  baby,  '     ' 
tutiiig '  himself  for  the  millionnaire  baby  by  a  judicious  c. 
cradles. 

There  e.ve,  however,  two  pei-song  in  Ben  Jonson's  drama 
cei-tainly  were  not  to  be  found  at  the  Foire  au  Pain  d'£pi 
These  were  Justice  Overdo  and  Rabbi  Zeal-o'-the-Lnnd  Busy. 
.   IB  a  strange  commentary  on  tlie  radical  difference  between  FVe 
and  English  manners  to  find  an  English  dramatist  iu  the  reign 
James  I.  denomicing  the  '  enormities '  of  a  poptilar  metropolit 
fair  in  almost  exactly  the  same  terms  that  magistrates  and  di 
men  nowadays  employ  to  denounce  not  only  any  attempts  to  r 
our  few  Buburban  fairs,  but  likewise  the  provincial '  mops,  re 
and  Btatties.'     Yet  Bnrtlemy,  so  fiercely  anathematised  by  Ji 
Overdo  and  Rabbi  Busy  more  than  two  hundred  and  fiifty 
ago,  lingered  until  tlje  seventh  or  eighth  year  of  the   rei 
Queen    ^'ictoria ;     and,    although    Greenwich    Fair    has 
definitively  abolished,  I   find   the   veteran  Eai'l  of  Shaftesbi 
only   recently   solemnly    reprovijig    the    people    who    prefer 
'  roaming  np  and  down  Greenwich  Hill '  to  patronising  Indust 
Exliibitions.     The  truth  would  seem  to  be  that  from  time  itn- 
morial  the  English  people  have  been  passionately  fond  of  catdooi 
amusements;  while  their  pastors  and  masters  have  been  as  passion- 
ately persistent  in  their  endeavours  to  deprive  them — alwnys  on 
the  highly  sustainable  plea  of  decorum  and  morality — of  any  atA- 
door  amusements  whatsoever. 

Precisely  the  contrary  rule  has,  in  all  times,  and  under  all 
governments,  prevailed  in  France.  Outdoor  games,  shows,  aai 
merrymakhigs  have  always  been  systematically  sanctioned  and 
encouraged  by  authnrity ;  and  under  the  Restoration,  when  a 
feeble  effort  was  made  by  the  Government  to  suppress  the  popular 
suburban  halls,  the  attempt  was  met  by  the  furious  and  iamons 
diatribe  of  Paul-Louis  Courier — assuredly  no  Kadical  writer— 
against  the  law  which  proposed  '  d'empecher  les  paysans  de  danser 
le  Dimanche,'  and  tlie  prohibitory  legislation  was  abandoned,  I 
may  just  conclude  this  section  of  my  subject  by  remai-king  that 
among  my  readers  there  may  be  some  who  may  remember  the  fair 
in  Hyde  Park  on  the  occasion  of  the  coronation  of  her  Majestj 
Queen  Victoria,  in  June  1838.  The  Foire  au  Pain  d'fipices  is 
quite  as  big  and  as  crowded  a  fair  as  was  the  Victorian  festival : 
but  what  an  outburst  of  indignation  might  not  we  expect  from 
F" —"'"•ability  were  it  proposed  to  celebrate  the  forty-first  anni- 
f  her  Majesty's  coronation  by  a  fair  in  Hyde  Park,  or  on 
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Fiimrose  Hill,  or  even  in  Epping  Forest !  London  is  the  most 
gigantic  school  in  the  world ;  but  we  cannot  afford,  somehow,  to 
provide  a  real  playgi'oimd  for  '  Our  Boys.'  We  want  them  to  be 
*  sometliing  ologicaJ/  as  Mrs.  Gradgrind  put  it.  We  do  not 
recognise  the  expediency  of  their  playing  the  fool  sometimes.  Yet 
Society  would  tliink  it  very  hard  if  charades  and  the  cotillon  were 
suppressed  by  Act  of  Parliament. 

The  Paris  Gingerbread  Fair  has  two  distinct  and  rigidlj'- 
adhered-to  sides — the  side  of  Business  and  the  side  of  Tomfoolerj'. 
Prepared  for  both,  I  chai-tered  a  victoria  on  Monday  and  went 
down  to  the  Barriere  du  Trone.  The  fair,  with  its  succursals, 
must  be  at  least  three  miles  long.  The  booths  and  the  round- 
abouts, the  swings  and  the  circular  railways,  begin  at  the  Place 
du  Ch&teau  d*Eau,  possibly  for  tlie  recreation  of  the  soldiers 
quartered  in  the  enoimous  barracks  erected  by  the  Emperor  Napo- 
leon III.  to  defend  that  wliich  his  military  advisers  deemed  to  be 
one  of  the  most  important  strategical  points  in  Paris.  Subsequent 
events,  nevertheless,  have  shown  that,  when  insurrection  is  on 
foot,  any  street  in  Paris  is  good  enough  to  fight  in.  The  mob  are 
quite  impai-tial,  and  they  will  give  battle  at  Pere  la  Chaise  or  at 
the  Jardin  des  Plantes — on  the  Buttes  Montmartre  or  on  the  Place 
du  Pantheon,  just  as  the  humour  seizes  them  or  as  the  mot  d'ordre 
is  given.  *  Where  are  the  barricades  ? '  I  asked  a  railway  porter, 
on  arriving  in  Paris  on  the  3d  of  December  1851.  *  Un  peu  par- 
tout,  monsiem*, '  was  the  candid  reply.  Every  inch  of  the  ground 
between  the  Chateau  d*Eau  and  the  rostral  column  of  the  Barriere 
du  Trdne  has  been  at  some  time  or  another  a  battle-field ;  but  on 
Monday  everything  wore  the  most  pacific  and  the  most  smiling  of 
aspects.  The  prodigiously  long  and  bustling  Boulevard  Voltaire 
assumed  in  particular  a  gay  and  hoUday  look.  The  houses  in  this 
new  and  thoroughly  Haussmannesque  thoroughfare  are,  as  a  rule, 
six  stories  high.  A  few  of  the  shops  were  closed ;  but  nearly  all 
the  balconies  were  filled  with  well-dressed  people  enjoying  the 
sight  of  the  animated  spectacle  below.  The  kerbs  were  lined  with 
haraques,  for  the  sale  of  nicknacks  and  sweetstuff;  but  the  real 
Business  and  the  real  Tomfoolery  of  the  fair  did  not  commence 
until  the  Bond  Point  was  i^ached. 

I  elected  to  take  the  Tomfoolerj'  first.  Life,  I  repeat,  is  so  very 
serious  an  affair,  that  you  should  never  miss  an  opportimity  for 
laughing.  Such  an  opportunity  presented  itself  before  I  had  been  five 
minutes  within  tlie  area  of  theKond  Point,  in  the  remarkable  exhibi- 
tion of  *  La  Caphamahum  ou  Ton  rit.'  The  '  Caphamahum,'  was  a 
show,  externally  of  the  well-known  *  Walk-up  *  kmd.   A  platform 
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flight  of  steps,  a  stout  lady,  witli  corkscrew  ringlets  and  in  a  flai 
yellow  dress,  sitting  at  the  pay-table,  which  was  covered  i 
crimson  baize,  and  flanked  by  a  huge  looking-glass— cracked,  { 
course.     To  the  right  and  the  left  of  the  entrance,  pictui   " 
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dimensions  colossal,  vehicle  oil.  St3'le9  Grand  Smudge.  Name 
of  artist,  presumably,  Rapin  de  la  Daube.  Subjects  on  one  side, 
the  Cuirassiers  of  Reichshoifen  demolishing  the  Prussians,  and 
the  Interior  of  an  Eastern  Harem.  On  the  other  side,  Venus 
rising  from  the  Sea,  and  the  Destruction  of  Herculaneum.  But 
what  was  there  inside  ?  Two  3'outhful  gredins  were  distributing 
printed  circulars  among  the  crowd,  and  bawling  as  though  their 
lungs  were  of  brass  ;  but  their  utterances  were  inarticulate  to  me. 
The  lady  with  the  corkscrew  ringlets  and  the  yellow  dress  was 
vehemently  ringing  a  huge  bell  of  dustman  calibre,  as  though  she 
were  the  President  of  a  National  Assembly  of  Lunatics,  and  ever  and 
anon  she  would  utter  a  shriek  of  volubility,  of  wliich  I  could  make 
nothing  save  that  it  ended  with  *  Messieurs  et  Mesdames.' 

There  were  some  written  placards,  however,  on  the^anvas  walls 
of  the  show,  which  were  more  communicative  ns  to  the  attributes 
of  *  IjC  Capharnahum  ou  Ton  lit.'  On  one  bill  the  exhibition  was 
pronounced  to  be  *  gai,  surprenant,  triste,  affectueux  et  affreux '— • 
*  on  en  mangerait  *  (one  could  eat  it),  another  placard  enthusias- 
tically announced.  Elsewhere  the  bills  broke  out  in  Italian,  •  Per 
far  ridere  tutti.'  Again  a  plunge  was  made  into  EngUsh,  *  To  bie 
or  not  to  bife,  wliath  his  the  kestion.*  Then  another,  in  down- 
right French  vernacular,  '  I^e  public  est  prie  de  rester  calme,  et 
siwtout  itwdore.*  The  public  could  not  be  calm  :  they  were  frantic 
with  excitement.  Nor  were  they  altogether  inodorous ;  for  the 
perfumes  of  garlic  and  bad  tobacco  were  overpowering.  I  got  hold 
of  one  of  the  printed  circulars  at  last,  and  learned  that  the  *  Ca- 
pharnahum ou  ^on  rit '  was  the  '  Theatre  du  Progres,'  and  that  the 
performances  comprised  selections  by  the  first  artists  from  William 
Tell,  Faust,  The  Marriage  of  Figaro,  Orphee  aux  Enfera,  Polyeivcte^ 
and  *  the  works  of  Moliere.'  The  last  annoimcement  was  deli- 
ciously  vague.  The  entrance  to  the  premieres  was  only  two- 
pence-halfpenny; to  the  secondes  only  threehalfpence.  I  have  always 
admired  the  drama,  and  resolved  to  patronise  it  for  the  nonce  in  a 
princely  manner ;  so  I  advanced  to  the  premieres  and  boldly  paid 
my  twenty-five  centimes.  Why  did  the  youthful  gredin  of  the 
Lantier  type  thrust  his  tongue  into  his  cheek  as  he  raised  a 
tattered  baize  curtain  and  gave  me  ingress  to  the  Capharnahum  ? 
Why,  when  I  was  inside,  did  the  whole  expanse  seem  to  echo  and 
reecho  with  the  word  *  Imbecile '  ?  Well,  some  millions  of  fools 
had  preceded  me  in  all  the  fail's  that  the  world  has  seen.  But 
what  was  there  inside?  Inana  arcana  et  vaciui  sedesf  Well, 
not  exactly ;  but,  upon  my  word,  there  was  nothing  inside  the 

Capharnahum  but  a  broken  wax  figure  of  an  Indian  princess,  and 
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ft  lot  of  nunsliackle  olJ  stereoscopes,  on  the  revol\-ing  principle'. 
and  the  machinery  of  which  declined  to  work.  '  Fool ! '  siud  thi 
Echoes  again.  Something  of  tlie  kind  was  said  by  the  forest  in 
Mr.  Tennyson's  Vivien. 

As  I  emerged  from  this  twopenny-halfpenny  Cave  of  Trophonius, 
my  eye  met  that  of  the  stoat  lady  with  the  corkscrew  ringlets  awi 
the  yellow  dress.  We  interchanged  a  wink.  I  was  touched.  Dc- 
yon  remember  the  story  of  the  thief  who  caught  the  eye  of  ChariES 
II.  just  as  he  (the  thief)  was  picking  Uie  pocket  of  a  nohleniaii  »t 
a  Drawing-room  at  Wliitehiill  ?  What  did  the  pickpocket  do 
under  these  embarrassing  circumstances?  ^Miy.  with  infinite 
impudence  and  readiness  of  wit,  he  laid  one  finger  by  the  side  nf 
his  nose.  He  had  taken  the  Meny  Monarcli  into  his  confidenct. 
and  liis  Majesty  did  not '  round '  on  him.  Nor  did  I  on  the  ladr 
with  the  ringlets.  The  father  of  n  family,  in  n  straw  hat  and  a 
blouse,  his  wife  and  olive-hranches  clinging  round  him  open- 
mouthed,  accosted  me  as  I  descended  the  steps,  and  eagerly  asked 
rae  what  I  thought  of  the  Cnpbamahum.  '  C'est  superbe  1 '  I  re- 
plied ;  '  c'est  emouvant,  c'est  etonnant,  c'est  assommant !  On  en 
mnngerait.'  They  were  seven  in  number,  that  family.  I  aait 
them  oU  mount  the  platform,  and  the  proud  and  Lnppy  father  pay 
seven  threehalfpences  for  admission  to  the  Capharnahum.  Poor 
things  I  Butler  tells  ns  Uiat  '  the  pleasure  is  as  great  in  haaS 
cheated  as  to  cheat;'  but  there  is  j-et  another  pleasure,  that, when 
you  have  beenthoroughly  well  'done '  yourself,  of  helping  yonrneiglf 
hour  on  to  the  gridiran,  and  watching  him  assume  a  I'ich  brown  hue. 

'  Sold  again.  Now  for  the  next  party.'  I  ought  to  have  re- 
memhered  before  tliat  very  old  excerpt  from  the  vocabulary  of  th« 
fair.  But  I  remembered  it  at  last,  and  i-esolved  thencefortJi  to  be 
content  witli  the  outside  of  the  shows.  Thus  I  resisted  all  temp- 
tations to  enter  the  Grand  Theatre  Salon  of  M.  Adrien  Delille, 
adorned  as  was  the  x}roBcenium  with  two  gigantic  and  really 
cleverly-painted  copies  of  Kafaelle's  '  Triumpli  of  Galatea  *  and 
David's  'llapeof  the  Sabines.'  "Who  painted  these  huge  machines, 
I  wonder  ?  A  Grand  Prix  de  Home,  perchance,  who,  on  bis  return 
from  the  Eternal  City,  had  failed  to  satisfy  the  expectatioBft' 
fonned  of  his  capacity  by  too  partial  fi-iends.  Balzac's  '  Consb' 
Pons'  had  been  a  Grand  Piix  de  Home — musical  section— «iii' 
he  ended  his  days  as  a  chef  d'orchcatre  at  a  fourth-rate  boulevard 
theatre.  Do  all  the  Senior  Wranglers  become  Lord  Chancellorst' 
Do  all  the  strokes  of  the  University  eights  become  Field-Marshulat 
I  declined  to  enter  M.  Delille's  establishment,  notwithstanding  ibt 
Iiugely  placarded  attractions  of  '  The  Festival  of  tlie  Thousand' 
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Cascades  in  the  Palace  of  Diamonds.'  M.  Delille  offered,  in  addi- 
tion, Mngic,  Clowns,  the  Phonogroiih,  Emd  "le  Comique  Auguste, 
I'hfSritier  de  Tabariii.'  No,  no,  Aihieu  JJelille!  I  am  an  elderly 
person  from  the 
comity  of  Middle- 
sex, but  5"oii  will 
not  get  over  me,  I 
must  own  that  De- 
lille did  his  best  to 
cajole  the  public. 
He  had  a  very  good 
brass  band  outside, 
a  very  fail"  show  of 
male  and  female 
tumblers,  and,  in 
particular,  a  man  in 
tlie  dress  of  a  Pier- 
rot, who  whacked 
tlie  big  drum  with 
the  strength  of  n 
Hercules  and  the 
liersistency  of  a  Si- 
syphus. He  must 
have  served  nn  ap- 
prenticeship to  an 
Egyptiau  tax-col- 
lector, this  Pail- 
lasse, for  he  banged 
away  at  the  sound- 
ing skins  as  though 
they  had  been  the 

golcs  of  the  feet  of  a  fellah  slightly  in  arreor  with  bis  tithes. 
There  was  a  Utile  old  man  in  a  huge  cocked  Iiat  at  a  wild-beast 
show  opposite,  whose  performance  gratis  on  the  drum  was  highly 
creditable.  It  was  a  dram  of  Pinissian  form — a  huge  sliallow 
tambourine — and  it  emitted,  when  whackeil,  a  succession  of  stii- 
deut,  guttm'al  etaecato  sounds.  The  little  old  man  continued  to 
belabour  it  with  nn  inipcrturbablo  expi-ession  of  countenance.  I 
think  tliat  be  must  have  been  deaf.  He  tlu-nshed  the  parch- 
ment as  though  his  drumstick  had  been  a  flail,  aud  ho  were 
threshing  out  wheat.  Well,  he  whs  really  beaUng  fur  bis  bread. 
I  remember  once  being  at  a  fair  at  Granada,  in  Spain.  There 
rere  shows  and  monsters,  wild-beasts  and  learned  pigs,  mimeSj 
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monntebanks,  zanies^  Gitanos  and  Gitanas,  cockfighters,  monte 
players.  There  was,  in  fine,  all  the  fun  of  a  Spanish  fair.  Plentj 
of  wine,  but  nobody  tipsy.  Tobacco-smoke  and  gmtar-twang^ig 
ad  libittim.  The  'Teatro  de  las  Zarzuelas;'  the  'Teatro  Comico/ 
all  sorts  of  amusements.  *  Y  todo/  remarked  a  cynical  Spanish 
friend,  *  para  un  poco  de  pan.'  Yes,  there  it  is ;  all  this  huny* 
scurry,  this  banging  of  drums,  this  capering  and  grimacing,  this 
throwing  of  double  somersaults  and  vaulting  on  ropes  tight  and 
slack,  this  lying  and  cogging,  this  brawling  and  screeching — ^what  is 
the  final  cause  of  it  all?  Just  a  morsel  of  bread.  How  hard  they 
work,  how  they  strain  and  toil  and  moil,  earning  their  bread  liter* 
ally  by  the  sweat  of  their  brows,  these  nomads  !  *  Idle  vagabonds!' 
Why,  they  work  harder  than  many  paviom*s  do.  Take,  for  instance, 
the  *  homme  an  pav6,'  raising  a  hundredweight  of  granite  with 
his  teeth,  and  jerking  it  facilely  over  his  shoulder.  Look,  too,  at 
the  strong  woman,  in  salmon-coloured  tights  and  spangles,  lifting 
prodigiously  heavy  weights,  and  even  allowing  them  to  be  placed 
on  her  ample  chest.  Be  not  so  virtuously  indignant  with  the 
*  unwomanly  exhibition.'  She  may  be  the  mother  of  six.  She  is 
straining  every  muscle,  till  her  labouring  sinews  almost  crack — all 
for  the  poco  de  pan — ^for  the  crust  of  bread.  Consider  that  cada- 
verous young  man,  who,  without  any  previous  warning,  suddenly 
plants  himself  in  front  of  you,  produces  a  large  handful  of  tow, 
crams  it  into  his  mouth,  and  sets  fire  to  the  tow.  How  much  flame 
and  smoke  will  he  have  to  swallow  before  he  has  earned  the  where- 
withal for  a  meal  of  victuals  ! 

I  am  glad  to  say  that  by  half-past  two — it  was  one  p.m.  when 
I  entered  the  Rond  Point— the  '  busy  hum'  had  attained  the  pro- 
portions of  one  sustained,  thunderous,  deafening  roar.  That  is  as 
a  fair  should  be.  A  rightdown  genuine  fair,  with  no  nonsense 
about  it,  should  outhowl  all  the  Howling  Dervishes  in  Stambonl 
and  Pera  put  together.  And  tlie  kaleidoscopic  confusion  of  sights 
equalled  the  brangling  of  the  music,  the  booming  of  the  drums, 
the  maniacal  canllons  of  the  bells,  and  the  screecliing  of  the 
madding  crowd.  Up  and  down  in  the  air  went  the  swings  ;  the 
locomotives  in  the  little  circular  railway  puffed  and  screamed  and 
snorted ;  the  great  roimdabouts,  worked  by  steam,  made  a  fearfal 
clatter;  and  then  you  could  hear  the  sharp  click  of  the  balls  on  the 
bagateUe-tables,  where  doUs  and  x)ieces  of  cheap  porcelain  were 
being  competed  for.  Competition  as  eager  was  canied  on  at  the 
'Electric  Rifle  Galleries; '  and,  to  crown  all,  the  Bearded  Lady  had 
*-  the  Spotted  Girl  had  arrived ;  the  Giantesses  were  '  all 
and  Mr.  Chopps  the  Dwarf,  at  length  'moved  up'  from  the 
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IiUevavil  ilu  Temple,  wna  riugiiig  his  bell  furiously.  Cltoppa's 
liiitui-e  broiiKliain,  wliieh  wns  abont  twice  tlie  size  of  a  coal- 
scuttle, was  exliibitcd  outside  his  show ;  and  liis  carriage,  cumbined 
with  a  eiirtoon  vcprcsciiting  Chopps  in  Uie  uniform  of  a  Marshal  of 
France,  being  received  in  public  audience  by  Queen  Victoria,  the 
'jxav  Alexander,  tlie  Kniser  l-'ranz  Josef,  and  llie  Emperor  of 
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Cliina,  almost  persuaded  me  to  enter  the  booth,  pay  my  tSj 
centimes,  aii<1  see  more  of  ClioppB  than  his  eqnipage,  bis  baudini 
arm  and  bell.  Had  bo  only  squeaked  I  would  hare  yielded  t 
ouce ;  but  be  said  nothing,  or,  at  least,  if  he  was  loquacious,  it 
clangour  of  bis  bell  rendered  bis  speecb  inaudible. 

So  I  remeLnbered  that  I  bad  had  enough  of  Tomfoolery,  in^ 
tlmt  it  beboTed  me  to  think  of  Business.  Business  meant  &i 
taking  stock  of  the  enormous  quantity  of  gingerbread  exposed  fur 
sale,  either  in  solid  hunps  weighing  a  kilogramme  each,  or  in  tlu 
forms — such  fonns  ! — of  boraes,  camels,  donkeys,  and  liumia 
beings,  either  jilain  or  gai'nished  nitli  almonds.  Gingerbread  s 
gingerbread  all  the  world  over,  and  that  at  the  Paris  '  Foire  u 
Pain  d'Epices'  needs  no  special  descnption  on  my  part;  but  I  ni«J 
mention  that  the  gingerbread  foinngs  at  the  Bamere  du  Ti-dneart 
never  gilt.  Tliey  are  business  exliibita  of  gingei-bread,  and  an 
made  to  be  eaten.  Hegarding  the  quahty  of  the  article  I  an 
tolerably  well  sfttiafied.  I  brought  away  a  kilogi-amme  or  two  fa 
friends  in  EiiKlnnd,  nnd  I  likewise  purchased  a  giiigei-bread  horse 
for  the  benefit  of  a  juvenile  acquaintance  of  mine  in  tlie  Passage 
JoufiVoy.  The  animal,  I  regi-et  to  say,  soon  began  to  exhibit, 
owing  to  tlie  warmth  of  my  hand,  symptoms  of  disintegration,  ami 
I  was  constrained  to  cat  liis  off  bind-leg  and  a  portion  of  his  tail 
before  I  reached  tlie  Boulevard  Poissonniere :  otherwise  they  woulii 
have  fiillen  off  bodily,  and  would  have  been  wasted. 


XXXIX. 

ly   THE   BUE   DE    LA   PAIX. 

April  18. 
JcsT  as  the  faintest  promise  of  fine  weatlier  is  be^ning  to  gild 
oar  long-darkened  horizon — it  hailed  yesterday  and  it  may  snow 
to-mon-ow,  but  to-day  the  sun  shines  so  brilliantly  that  yoo  almost 
forget  the  cutting  east  wind —  the  sorrowful  fact  confronts  the  would- 
be  merry-maker  that  the  Easter  holidays  are  virtually  over.  Few 
and  far  between  are  the  apparitions  in  the  streets  of  small  boys  clad 
in  the  uniforms  of  the  various  Parisian  colleges,  which  I  hesitate 
to  call  by  their  old  names  of  Louis  le  Grand,  Charlemagne,  Bonr- 
bon,  and  so  forth,  lest  under  the  newest  Uepnblicai]  regime,  these 
once  famihar  designations  have  been  changed  for  more  democratic 
titles.  The  Municipal  Council,  for  instance,  are  plajing  a  game  of 
confusion  worse  confounded  with  the  names  of  some  of  the  best 
known  thoroughfares  in  the  French  metropolis.  A  clean  sweep 
has  been  made  of  all  appellations  recalling  directly  or  indirectly  the 
fcuti  of  the  First  or  of  the  Second  Empire.    The  Bue  St.  Amaad 
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is  to  be  re-christened  the  Eue  Lincohi ;  the  Bue  Biliault  is  to 
become  the  Rue  Charron ;  and  the  Rue  de  Momy  the  Rue  Pierre 
Charron.  Poor  Marshal  Magnan  is  disestablished,  and  most  give 
way  to  one  Beaurepaire ;  the  Avenues  Josephine,  du  Roi  de  Rome, 
and  de  la  Reine  Hortense  are  to  be  respectively  re-dubbed  the 
Avenues  Marceau,  Kleber,  and  Hoche ;  the  Quai  Napol€on  is  to  be 
merged  in  the  Quai  aux  Fleurs ;  the  Rue  Marie  Louise  will  hence- 
forth be  known  as  the  Rue  Yihie — who  was  Vi^te  ? — the  Rue  Cam- 
bacSrfes  is  to  become  the  Rue  de  Goulmiers ;  and  the  Rue  Bona- 
parte the  Rue  Guttenburg.  It  would  have  been  more  ironically 
appropriate  to  call  this  last-named  thoroughfare  the  Rue  Palm,  in 
memory  of  the  bookseller  whom  the  First  Napoleon  caused  to  be 
shot  for  publishing  a  pamphlet  on  *  The  Profound  Degradation  of 
Oermany.'  Unkmdest  cut  of  all,  the  Boulevard  Haussmann— 
in  itself  a  wonderfully  characteristic  type  of  Haussmannisatioii 
— ^is  to  take  henceforth  the  cognisance  of  the  Boulevard  £tienne 
Marcel. 

It  is  not  quite  decided  whether  the  Municipal  Council  are  to 
have  tlieir  way  in  this  contemplated  orgy  of  street  nomenclature ; 
but  just  try  to  realise  the  idea  of  a  Radical  Majority  of  the  Metro- 
politan Board  of  Works  metamorphosing  Regent  Street  into  Odger 
Street,  and  Brunswick  Square  into  Feargus  O'Connor  Gardens, 
Hyde  Park  into  Reformei's'  Tree  Park,  and  St.  James's  Street  into 
Club  Row !  I  observe  that  M.  Le  Roy  de  St.  Amaud,  in  a  letter 
to  the  newspaper,  has  indignantly  protested  against  the  threat- 
ened outrage  to  the  memory  of  his  distinguished  father,  whose 
braver}'  at  the  Battle  of  the  Alma,  and  whose  death  at  the  post  of 
honom*  might  at  least  have  saved  liis  name  from  insult.  But 
*  high  falutm '  Democracy  is  just  now  in  the  ascendant,  and  wiUnot 
listen  to  reason.  I  should  not  be  in  the  least  surprised  to  hear 
that  there  were  a  College  Marat,  a  College  Carrier,  and  a  College 
Tom  Paine,  in  lieu  of  the  CoUdge  Louis  le  Grand,  the  Collie 
Charlemagne,  and  the  College  Bourbon  of  my  youth ;  that  serious 
thoughts  were  entei'tained  of  converting  the  Boulevard  des  Capu- 
cines  into  the  Boulevard  des  Bonnets  Rouges,  and  the  Rue  Royale 
into  the  Rue  de  TExti'Sme  Gauche.  I  am  not  quite  certain  thai 
it  is  not  ah'eady,  in  strict  legality,  the  Rue  Nationale.  I  know 
that  legally  the  Palais  Royal  is  the  Palais  National ;  but  I  fancy 
that  not  one  Parisian  in  ten  thousand  calls  it  by  its  legal  name. 
^  '-^ng  irreverent  Democracy  may  even  essay  to  tamper  with  the 
loured  name  of  the  Rue  de  la  Paix. 
>or  dear  old  street — to  me  it  is  still,  in  many  respects, 
Bomest  in  Paris — has  already  been  knocked  about,  phy- 
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sically,  in  a  lamentable  manner.  Its  summit  was  ruthlessly 
lopped  away  in  a  diagonal  direction  when  this  particular  district 
was  architecturally  cut  to  pieces  for  the  due  alineation  of  the 
Avenue  de  TOpera;  and  for  many  months  its  vista  was  bereaved  of 
the  incomparably  fine  terminus  of  the  column  of  the  Place  Ven- 
dome.  The  Pillar  of  Triumph  once  more  raises  its  brazen  head^ 
but  not  all  the  Republic's  architects,  nor  all  its  workmen,  will  be 
able  to  restore  the  shaved-off  top  of  the  Rue  de  la  Paix,  I  can 
only  venture  to  hope  that  they  will  leave  its  name  alone.  The 
French,  when  they  set  about  their  favourite  task  of  effacement  and 
obliteration,  are  apt  to  display  an  imcomfortable  keenness  of 
memoiT.  The  '  Peace,'  from  which  the  Rue  de  la  Paix  derives  its 
title,  was  one  not  by  any  means  redounding  to  the  honour  and 
glorj'  of  France.  It  was  one,  indeed,  as  humiliating  to  Gallic 
vanity,  and  as  onerous  to  Gallic  interests,  as  that  peace  with  Ger- 
many in  1871,  which  deprived  France  of  Alsace  and  Lorraine,  and 
mulcted  her  in  five  milliards  of  francs.  The  thoroughfare  at  pre- 
sent called  the  Rue  de  la  Paix  was  constructed  imder  the  First 
Napoleon,  in  1807,  through  a  portion  of  the  gardens  of  the  dis- 
established Convent  of  the  Capucines,  to  serve  as  a  new  and  stately 
approach  to  the  Place  Vendome.  For  seven  years  the  new  street 
went  by  the  name  of  the  Rue  Napoleon;  but  in  1814,  at  the 
restoration  of  the  Bourbons,  and  in  memory  of  the  Treaty  of 
Peace,  in  which  the  Allied  Powers  imposed  pretty  much  what 
terms  they  liked  on  conquered  France,  the  Rue  Napoleon  became 
the  Rue  de  la  Paix.  It  has  retained  that  name  for  sixty-five 
years.  But,  suppose  it  suddenly  occurred  to  some  violently  Radi- 
cal Municipal  Councillor  that  a  street  named  after  tlie  Peace  of 
1814  must  be  associated,  in  a  manner  ignominious  to  France,  with 
Nesselrode  and  Metteniich,  with  Castlereagh  and  Barclay  de  Tolly, 
with  Blucher  and  Platoff,  with  Schwartzenberg  and  *  Vilainton  ' ; 
under  these  circumstances  one  might  tremble  for  the  future  of  the 
Rue  de  la  Paix.  One  might  almost  be  ti'oubled  with  ominous 
misgivings  that  it  would  ere  long  be  authoritatively  designated  the 
Rue  Blanqui.  It  certainly  contains  a  sufficient  number  of  che- 
mists' and  druggists'  shops  to  warrant  it  being  called  the  Rue 
Raspail. 

Wandering  there  this  morning,  I  could  not  help  accepting  its 
aspect  as  most  convincing  evidence  of  the  Easter  holidays  being  at 
an  end.  I  have  always  looked  on  the  Rue  de  la  Paix  as  preemi- 
nently the  most  English  street  in  Pai-is;  and  of  that  fact  the 
humorous  French  journalist  was  well  aware  when  he  informed  his 
readers  that  there  was  at  least  one  shop  in  the  Rue  de  la  Paix  ir 
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the  window  of  wliich  appeared  the  inscription, '  Ici  on  parle  Fra 
^ais.'  Elsewhere  tJie  English  hingiiage  was  predominant.  Tf 
are  great  numbers  of  our  connUymen  and  counti-j-women  t 
found  in  the  Rue  St.  Honor^,  but  uot  further  east  than  the  Church 
of  St.  Uoch,  and  in  tlie  Rue  da  Faubourg  St.  Honor^.  There  isa 
penuaneut  English  colony,  wealthy,  reBiied,  and  aristocratic,  in 
the  breezy  quarter  of  the  Champs  £l3's£es,  and  in  the  outskirts  of 
the  Boulevard  de  Courcelles  and  the  Pare  Mouceaux.  British 
nationahty,  too,  makes  a  veiy  conspicuous  appearance  on  the  great 
line  of  boulevards  proper,  from  the  Madeleine  to  the  Rue  Vivienne. 
Galigiiani's  reading-room,  Meurice'sandother  Anglo-French  hotels, 
and  in  particular  the  Grands  MagaBins  du  Louvre,  bring  plenty  uf 
English  ladies  ami  gentlemen  iiito  the  Rue  de  Eivoli ;  while  the 
financial  establishment  of  All'.  John  Ai-thur,  jiolitest  and  most 
obliging  of  bankers  and  house-agents,  bi-iugs  a  continuous  eon- 
course  of  Enghsh  and  American  visitors  to  the  Rue  CastigUone. 
Finally,  you  shall  scai'cely  pass  through  the  galleries  of  the  Palais 
Royal  at  any  hour  of  the  day  or  evening,  or  at  any  season  of  the 
yeai-,  without  lighting  upon  some  unmistakeably  English  groups 
intently  staling  at  the  cheap  jewelry  and  the  nicknacka.  But,  in 
the  face  of  all  this  I  maintain  the  Rue  de  la  Poix  to  be  unsur- 
passed fta  a  resort  for  my  compatriots  in  Paiis.  In  tlie  other 
localities  which  I  have  named  they  only  constitute  n  sprinkling 
among  the  pedestiians.  They  are  absorbed  in  the  great  throng  (a 
ftdnetira  to  the  manner  born,  and  Jiave  to  take  their  chance  wiU(" 
the  native  loungers;  but  in  the  Rue  de  la  Pais  they  well-n 
monopolise  the  trottoir,  and  fill  the  first  row,  so  to  speakj  in 
stalls  omong  the  stai-ers  in  at  the  shop-windows. 

At  night  tlie  Rue  de  la  Paix  is  not  by  any  means  a  crowded 
thoroughfare.  ^Utliough  it  has  numerous  and  comfoi'table  hoteli 
it  does  not  boast  a  single  restaurant  or  cafe.  By  nine  o'clock  bus 
ness  is  suspended  at  the  great  millinery  and  di'essmaking  establish 
ments  which  are  carried  on  above  the  shops,  Mesdamea  '  Th6 
doric,' '  Cloiinde,' '  Hermione,' '  Naomi,'  and  so  forth,  whose  loi 
ensigns,  denoting  their  commerce  in  '  robes,' '  flenrs,"  '  dente 
and  '  trousseaux  de  mariage,'  gleam  in  huge  gilded  letters  from  tl 
many  balconies,  attract  during  the  daytime  a  biilliant  affluence  0 
what  simple-minded  folk  in  England  tenn  '  carriage-people.'  TH 
great  dames  of  the  Noble  Fauboiug ;  the  grand  ladies  of  the  Km 
sian  Colony,  the  Spanish  Colony,  the  Brazilian  Colony,  the  fem 
'  illustrations '  of  '  La  Haute  Finance  '  and  '  La  Haute  Colo_ 
Israelite,'  would  never  di'eam  of  purchasing  their  cmplettet  at  d 
V'-nauina  du  Louvi-e  or  at  the  Bon  Marehe,  unless,  indeed, '" 


m   TRK   SWS  DE   LA   PAIX.  609 

found  the  conduits  of  credit  temporarily  obstmcted,  and  wero 
nnxious  to  make  fl  little  ready  money  go  a  very  long  way.  Simi- 
Inrly,  in  London,  wlien  rank  and  fasliion  finds  that  it  has  gone  a 
little  too  deep  in  the  books  of  its  credit-giving  and  long-suffering 
tradesmen,  rank  and  fashion  condescends  to  patronise  for  a  while 
the  Cooperative  Stores.     But,  as  a  rule,  rank  and  fashion  in  Pniis 


has  its  foiirnlticurs  and  fourmtfniaea ;  and,  equnlly  as  a  rule, 
these  purveyors  of  the  pomps  and  vanities  of  feminine  attii'e  do  not 
keep  open  shop. 

The  snloHB  and  the  atelk-ri  of  the  '  Tli^odorics,'  of  the  '  Clo- 
rindcs,'  the  '  Henniones,'  llie  '  Eudoxies,'  and  the  *  N'liomis,'  arc  in 
the  6r8t  and  second  floors  of  houses  in  tlie  Rue  de  la  I'aix  or  in  the 
Place  de  I'Opem — inysterions  Kdlims  lo  which  formal  introduction 
is  imperatively  necessary,  ami  where  '  tick  '  assumes  proportions 
inscrutable  to  the  vulgar.    It  is  in  the  Rne  de  la  I'aix  wliore  t* 
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veritable  Temple  of  Fasliion  is  situute,  the  sancUim  sanctorum  d 
femtnine  frivolity,  over  tlie  more  than  Eleuainian  mjsteries  o 
wliiL'Ii  tlie  great  Worth  presides  in  person.    The  uiHScuUne  ejebtf 


^P  no  more  chance  of  penetratiug  its  arcmm  than  those  of  the  wor- 
ship of  the  Bona  Den  ;  yet  reports  have  from  time  to  time  readied 
me  that  the  hierophant  combines  the  suavity  of  a  Granville,  tiiv 
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diplomalic  addi-ess  of  a  Mettemich,  the  firmness  of  ft  Wellington, 
and  the  prompt  coup  d'ailofaNapoleon;  and  that  before  him  prin- 
cesses discrown  themselves,  ducheBses  tremble,  countCBses  bow 
theii-  aiistocratic  heads  in  mute  acquiescence,  and  citizenesses  of 


i-^T 


the  Transatlantic  Republic  humbly  abnegate  that  self-assertiveneBB 
which  is  one  of  their  most  prominent  characteristics. 

It  is  from  ten  to  twelve  in  the  morning — that  is  to  say,  between 
the  hours  of  high  mass  and  breakfast— and  between  three  and  five 
in  the  afternoon,  between  breakfast  and  the  drive  in  the  Bois,  that 
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the  crowd  of  *  cwriage-people  '  in  tbe  Rue  tie  la  Pais  is  atitegrat 
est.  Then  mny  you  see  the  Duchesses  and  tbe  Miu'cbionesses,Uit 
Ambassadresses  and  tlie  American  '  niiilionnairesses ' — the  Itat 
not  nearly  so  numerous  as  of  yore — descending  from  their  sparklinl 
equipages  at  the  poi'tals  of  tlie  mansions  where  '  Th6>dozi(, 
*  Clorinde,'  and  tJie  i-est  ply  their  mysteries ;  and  there  may  j« 
institute,  if  you  please,  any  number  of  comparisons  between  *'^" 
British  flunkey — calm,  superb,  imxiassible  of  mien,  stately  offigi 


Bymmetiical  of  calf,  uiuleninbly  stately,  hut  slightly  supercilious— 
and  the  French  vnkt  dc  pud ;  a  stalwai-t  fellow  enough  of  " 
inches,  but  clean-sharen,  sallow,  somewhat  cadaverous  of  col 
tenance,  apt  to  look  too  rigid,  as  though  he  were  half-strangled  - 
his  high,  stiff,  wJtite  collar,  and  altogether  wearing  a  half-militaij 
half-clerical  expression. 

But,  after  live  o'clock,  (he  gay  ei-jnipages,  witli  their  inmaks 
and  the  valets  de  jiied,  disappear.'  The  dcvtoisellea  de  matfaain,  I 
take  It,  are  dismissed  about  nine,  aud  hurry  away  to  Iheir  belm-eii 
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boQlevards ;  and,  altogether,  the  !Rue  de  la  Paix  would  be  all  bat 
deserted  bat  for  the  English,  whose  appearance  after  the  dinner- 
hoar — say  from  eight  to  close  upon  ten  p.m. — can  in  general  be 
confidently  reckoned  upon.  They  have,  to  most  intents  and  pur- 
poses, the  Rue  de  la  Faix  to  themselves.  They  have  dined,  say, 
at  the  Caf^  de  la  Faix,  at  the  table  dlwte  of  the  Graad  Hfltel. 


Then  instead  of  repaiiing  to  a  cafe  or  mingling  with  the/rf««Kr« 
on  the  Boulevards,  as  the  native  Parisians  do,  they  tranquilly  walk 
as  far  as  the  Hue  Scribe,  and  have  a  good  long  stare  at  the  dia- 
monds and  pearls  at  Otterbourg's,  hard  by  the  porte-cochere  of  the 
Jockey  Club.  This  is  a  kind  of  '  vorsmack '  or  relish  for  the  ban- 
quet of  jewelry  which  is  to  follow.  Then  they  cross  the  enor- 
mous and,  to  pedestrians,  somewhat  perilous  Place  de  I'Op^ra,  and 
passing  the  Bazar  du  Voyage,  where  French  ingenuity  has  con- 
trived to  infuse  the  picturesque  and  the  tasteful  element  into  such 
prosaic  things  as  portmanteaus,  travelling-bags,  indianibber  air- 
cushions,' and  waterproof  sheets,  they  turn  down  the  cruelly-tnm- 
cated  but  still  glorious  Kue  de  la  Paix.  For  them,  and  for  them 
exclusively,  so  it  would  seem,  are  the  great  jewellers'  and  gold- 
smiths' shops  kept  open  so  very  late.  For  them  do  the  diamonds 
and  the  rubies,  the  emeralds  and  the  pearls,  the  amethysts  and 
topazes  glisten  in  their  cases  of  crimson  and  purple  and  dark-blue 
velvet.  If  you  peep  into  the  shops  you  find  them  generally  de- 
serted, save  by  the  shopkeeper  and  his  assistants.  But  those  gen- 
tlemen know  theur  own  business  perfectly  well.  Make  your  mind 
thoroughly  easy  on  that  point.     They  would  not  keep  Uieir  shops, 


open  BO  Ute  mad  spani  m  nnich  nwney  i^on  gas  if  &»  pn 
tioD  of  their  busiiieBs-luttin  did  not  pa/.  Dvptmd  spcm  it  U 
isa  weIl-«»certainedaTer«geof' MnordsAnglais' wio  luweif 


well,  of '  Fabricants  miUionnaires  du  Lancashire/  and  *  Proprie- 
taires  de  mines  de  houille  li-bas,'  and  especially  of  Britiali  newly- 
married  coaples  spending  their  honeymoon  in  Paris,  who  saontei 
down  the  Rue  de  la  Paix  between  eight  and  ten  at  night. 
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and  who  Btare  at  the  jewelt?  until  they  become  &scinated,  even 
as  birds  are  said  to  he  by  the  basilisks,  and  so  enter  the  flittering 
magadna  and  buy  largely.  I  am  afraid  that  during  this  acttud 
Enter  the  presence  of  English  people  willing  to  he  noctumally 
fascinated  in  the  Rue  de  la  Faix  has  been  considerably  under  the 
average,  and  that  the  enterprising  jewellers  have  burned  a  lai^e 
quantity  of  gas  without  any  commensurate  return  in  the  way  of 
custom.  The  weather  has  been  so  cold,  so  wet,  and  so  generally 
miserable.  But  let  the  brave  bijoutiera  of  the  Rue  de  la  Pais 
pluck  up  heart.  Whitfiuntide  is  coming.  It  is  only  to  be  hoped 
that  another  Christmas,  in  the  way  of  frost  and  snow,  wiU  Dot 
come  before  'Whitsnntide  makes  its  appearance. 
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glorioQBly  fine  one.  It  U  pouring  with  rain,  dismally,  this  instant 
Monday  morning ;  but  Saturday  was  all  blue  sky  and  golden  son- 
shine — a  real  lapis-lazuli  after- 
noon. I  bad  spent  the  day  in 
the  pursuit  of  bric-a-brac.  I 
hadwandered  about  the  Chans-  - 
sSe  d'Antin  and  the  Hues  Le- 
pelletier,  LaStte,  Taitbout, 
and  Drouot;  I  had  ascended 
and  descended  the  Boulevard 
Haussmanu ;  I  had  crossed 
the  water,  and  renewed  a  long- 
standing acquaintance  wim 
the  Qoai  Voltaire  ;  I  saw  the 
dealers  of  the  Bue  St.  Andrd 
des  Arts,  and  those  dealers 
saw  me,  even  as  a  certain 
gentleman  in  a  well-known 
poem,  passing  through  Tot- 
tenham Court  Road,  '  either 
by  choice  or  by  whim,'  saw 
Brothers  the  Prophet,  and  '  Brothers  the  Prophet  saw  him.'  I 
could  make  but  httle  of  the  bibelot  dealers  on  either  side  of  the 
Seine,  nor  they  of  me.  There  ia  something  the  matter  with 
the  old-cnriosity  trade  in 
Paris  just  now.  The  article 
is  scarce,  and  holders  are 
firm.     There     is    absolutely 

no  old   Sevres  of   any  im-  ,^-t^  ^a-j^^ 

portance   to    be    had.     The  -^BBV^  V  [  ^"  -   -T 

dealers  hold  permanent  com- 
missions from  the  great  col- 
lectors on  eitlier  side  the 
Atlantic  and  the  Cbamiel ; 
and  30  soon  as  a  really 
superb  vi^e  or  a  jardiniere  of  value  makes  its  appearance  it  is 
snapped  i  p  regardless  of  expense.  The  same  may  be  said  of  old 
Dresden. 

The  conseqaence  has  been  that  the  curiosity  shops  are  flooded 
with  ingenioos  forgeries  of  poreelaine  de  Saxe — '  reproductions,' 
the  dealers  call  them,  but  since  the  sham  Dresden  all  bears  eithw 
the  Crossed  Swords  or  the  Crown  Augustus  mark,  I  prefer  to  call 
it  a  foi^ry.    There  was  a  handsome  display  of  these  '  repiod 
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turns  *  in  flie  ExpontioD  of  the  Chai^  ^ 

•bore-bottd  emporinin — and  I  |Miir1iMf<i,  al  Ike  nie  of  e^ 

fnuDCft  apiece,  a  number  of  chaimiBg  liftUe  atatecttea  «f^tke  go>ii 

c^  Olympos,  all  professedly  of  Drcsdea  and  of 

make*    I  am  rerf  well  acquainted  with  the  ' 

tber  are  prodocedL    While  the  ExhiUtioo  warn  alill 

little  fiii'irvMM  made  their  appearance  in  larige  UBbcss  in  the 

(kahicmiible  shops  of  Paris.     For  an  ei^-^ue  •  Hebe '  I  vis 

asked  ijA  the  Botderard  des  Italiens  twentr-fire  fiancs ;  in  the 

line  de  la  Paix  thirt j-fire.    In  London  jon  maj  hor 

little  Dresden  caps  and  sancers — of  no  importance^  but 

fennine  so  far  as  thej  go — for  twelre-and-sizpenee 
^aris  they  hare  the  conscience  to  ask  von  from  foitr  to  fifty- 
Broken  Sirres  of  the  First  Empire,  the  Bestoratioii,  Loais  Phi- 
lippe, and  the  Second  Empire,  von  mar  acquire  cheaplr  eno^^; 
bat  broken  china  has  little  intrinsic  raloe.  It  mar  pleaae  joar 
eve,  but  it  wiU  find  but  little  favoor  in  the  eyes  of  the  a 
tieman  who  will  bid  for  joor  belongings  when  thev  pass 
auctioneer's  hammer,  and  all  that  is  left  of  von  is  lesoHing  into 
the  clay  of  which  these  pretty  painted  pots  are  made. 

So,  towards  six  in  the  evening,  having  done  what  I  conld— 
and  tliat  was  but  little — in  the  way  of  picking  up  odd  bits  of  chins 
at  something  less  than  famine  prices,  I  crossed  the  Pont  des  Aits, 
and,  passing  tlirough  the  postern  of  the  Louvre,  stood  for  a  while 
in  the  great  courtyard  of  the  Carrousel.  To  the  square  of  the  new 
Louvre,  begun  by  Napoleon  L,  completed  by  Napoleon  HI. — I 
wonder  whether  they  have  finished  hacking  all  the  crowned  and 
laurel-encircled  *  N.s '  out  of  the  carved  work  yet — ^I  purposely 
turned  my  back.  Those  spruce  facades,  those  brand-new  statues, 
those  trim  iron  railings  with  smartly  gilt  javelin-heads,  had  for 
the  moment  no  attractions  for  me.  I  looked  ahead — ^mathemati- 
cally straight — ^knowing  that  a  rifle-bullet,  fired  firom  the  spot  on 
which  I  stood,  should  wing  its  way  exactly  through  the  centre  of 
the  opening  of  the  arch  of  the  Can*ousel,  through  the  central 
PaviUon  of  the  burnt-out  Tuileries,  through  the  golden  gates  of 
the  Tuileries  gardens,  through  the  avenue  of  the  Champs  £lysees, 
through  the  centre  of  the  Bond  Point,  and  through  the  middle  of 
the  Arch  of  Triumph  of  the  £toile.  The  alineation  of  every  inch  of 
these  monuments  has  been  measured.  Everything  has  been  iirt  au 
cordeau ;  and  the  spectator  sees  before  him  a  magnificenUy  demon- 
strated geometrical  problem,  in  lieu  of  a  blurred,  incoherent,  and 
h    *       ^  ruck  of  buildings,  as  one  sees  in  Trafalgar  Square. 

thus  right  before  me,  with  the  £toile  in  the  remote 
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background,  it  was  pleasant  to  find  that,  in  the  middle  distance, 
the  gap  left  in  the  gutted  carcass  of  the  palace  built  by  Philibert 
Delorme  for  Catherine  de*  Medicis  was  partially  atoned  for.  The 
PaviUon  de  THorloge  was  in  ruins,  but  the  Communards  had  at 
least  spared  the  Arc  du  Carrousel.  You  know  that  stately  copy 
of  the  Arch  of  Septimius  Severus  at  Home  well.  The  Carrousel 
monument  is  somewhat  too  profusely  ornamented  with  military 
trophies  and  paraphernalia  of  the  First  Empire.  Still,  the  ensenMe 
is  undeniably  grandiose.  All  kinds  of  ghosts  hovered  about  it  to 
my  mind,  but  not  the  particular  spectre  that  I  am  wishful  to  touch 
upon.  For  example,  I  descried  the  ghosts  of  four  huge  brazen 
horses  harnessed  to  a  Car  of  Victory.  Very  ancient  steeds  these 
— ^possibly  more  than  twenty  hundred  years  of  age.  Taken  from 
Bome  to  Byzantium  by  Constantine ;  brought  from  Constantinople 
to  Venice ;  stolen  by  Napoleon  from  the  Venetians,  and  set  up 
here,  in  the  Carrousel,  as  a  sign  and  token  of  the  Napoleonic  glory 
for  ever.  These  horses  of  brass  had  feet  of  cla}'.  They  remained 
on  the  summit  of  the  Carrousel  Arch  scarce  ten  years.  What 
ghost  is  this  I  see — a  ghost  square  of  form,  round-headed,  gray- 
haired,  and  with  a  wondrous  look  of  kindly  intelligence  in  the 
gray  eyes  and  mobile  mouth — a  ghost  leaning  on  a  stick,  as  though 
slightly  lame — a  ghost  in  a  blue  frock-coat,  plaid  waistcoat,  gray- 
kerseymere  pantaloons,  and  Hessian  boots  ?  He  stands  among  a 
group  of  tattling  and  tittering  British  sight-seers,  male  and  femide, 
and  peei*s  curiously  at  the  Arch,  which  is  all  surrounded  with 
scaffolding  and  ladders,  and  gear  of  ropes  and  posts.  Workmen 
are  hurrying  up  and  down  the  ladders ;  they  are  trying,  seemingly, 
to  detach  those  brazen  horses  from  the  Car  of  Victory,  but  for 
many  a  weary  hour  they  tug  and  tug  in  vain. 

Not  only  by  the  blonde  children  of  Albion  is  the  strange 
spectacle  witnessed.  Over  against  the  group  of  English  folks  is 
a  much  larger  gathering  of  Parisians,  scowling,  clenching  their 
fists,  muttering  curses.  Disbanded  officers,  fiercely  whiskered, 
in  long  frock-coats  and  huge  cocked  hats ;  working  men,  pale 
with  anger;  women  of  the  people,  with  difficulty  kept  from 
shrieking  forth  exhortations  to  the  mob  to  rise  in  riot.  They 
must  needs  be  quiet ;  so  they  weep  piteously,  and  gesticulate, 
and  point  derisively  to  the  abhorred  foreigners.  They  must  needs 
be  quiet,  for  out  in  front  of  the  Arch,  towards  the  Tuileries,  is 
drawn  up  a  battalion  of  Austrian  infantry,  white-coated,  bhie- 
legged,  black-gaitered,  bearskin-shakoed,  stumpy  men,  somewhat 
pudding-faced  of  mien,  but  soHd.  They  must  needs  be  qoif" 
these  much-moved  Parisians,  for  in  the  rear  of  the  Carrousel  sta 
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at  ense  a  battalioo  of  British  Higlilantiers.  The  street  gamiiu 
gather  about  them,  eyeing  their  kilts  niul  spon'ans  and  their  great 
aable-phimed  bonnets,  curiously.  The  women  eye  them  with  glances 
less  ferocious  than  those  which  they  cast  on  the  detested  Austrianq 
on  the  Cossacks  who  are  hard  by  in  the  Place  de  la  Concorde,  ad 
on  the  Prussians  who  are  in  the  Place  Vendome.  Donald  t 
Sandy  have  not  been  long  in  France,  but  the  people  imve  alrea^  ^ 
A  sneaking  liking  forthem.  They  behave  decently  in  their  billets.  " 
They  do  not  break  up  the  best  funiitme  in  the  poor  man's  home 
for  fuel.  They  do  not  drink  Up  his  lamp-oil,  nor  eat  his  tallov 
candles.  They  do  not  steal  hia  only  clock.  They  share  their 
abundant  rations  with  the  poor  pinched  folks  on  whom  they  are 
billeted.  Donald  is  not  above  peeling  the  onions;  and  Sandywili 
rock  the  baby  in  the  cradle  while  the  housewife  is  away  fetching  a 
litre  from  the  wine-shop,  or  bujing  a  crust  of  white  bread  for  the 
evening  pot  au  fen.  But  how  they  tug  and  tug  at  those  brazen 
horses ! 

An  English  lady  is  gallantly  escorted  by  a  British  officer  up 
the  ladder,  and  stands  for  an  instant  simpeiing  in  the  Cor  (^ 
Victorj'.  It  is  evidently  '  the  thing  to  do.'  The  aquarely-bo3i 
gentleman  in  the  blue  coat,  with  the  slight  stoop  and  the  ahoft 
limp,  points  upwards  with  his  stick.  There  are  cnuny  sergeant^ 
and  corpoi'ols  among  the  Highlanders  who  '  ken  '  the  genuemafl 
in  the  blue  coat  well.  They  do  not  know  him  as  '  Paul  writtaf 
to  his  kinsfolk,'  but  a  whisper  nms  through  the  ranks  tliatWnltd 
Scott  is  on  the  ground.  Not  until  two  hours  afterwards,  in  th 
late  twilight  of  July,  does  another  North  Britishgentleman.Jobi 
Scott,  editor  of  the  Albion,  sitting  at  his  dinner  at  a  restanranl 
near  the  Louvre,  hear  a  tremendous  clatter  and  rumbling  in  t' 
street  outside.  He  and  the  other  guests  rush  to  the  door,  to  b 
the  strangest  of  sights.  Four  mighty  watns,  each  dragged  by  I 
string  of  powerful  Percheron  horses,  drag  foui-  masses  of  some 
thing  swathed  in  canvas  and  bands  of  hay.  They  are  escorted  h\ 
a  squatU'on  of  Aiisti'ian  Uhlans.  All !  the  feet  of  clay,  the  fee 
of  clay !  "Waterloo  has  been  fought.  The  Vanquished  £xile  i 
on  his  waj'  to  his  rock ;  the  spoils  of  his  glory  are  being  given  « 
to  the  Allies  ;  and  the  horses  of  St.  Mark  on  theii-  way  back  1.^^ 
their  antique  station  in  the  loggia  of  the  great  Basilica  at  Venic* 
Not  to  their  proper  owners,  for  all  that,  yet  awhile.  The  Austrian 
held  those  brazen  steeds  and  the  whole  Dominio  Veneto  to  boo 
for  just  forty-one  yeara  longer. 

It  was  on  a  gray  autumnal  morning,  in  tlie  year  1866,  thai 
hai-      ■  "  to  be  standing  in  St.  Mark's  Place,  Venice,  in  front  c 
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the  three  great  gonfalon-pole^  which  aforetime  bore  the  banners  of 
Venice,  Cyprus,  and  the  Morea,  I  noticed  on  the  pavement  of  the 
Piazza  certain  spheroid  bundles  of  bunting,  connected  by  cords 
with  the  flagstaves.  It  was  not  time  to  hoist  them  yet.  Napoleon 
m.'s  General  Le  Boeuf  was  signing  a  certain  document  at  the 
Hdtel  de  Ville.  Austria  had  sullenly  yielded  Venetia  to  France, 
and  France  was  politely  handing  over  the  rare  gift  to  the  Podest^ 
of  Venice.  The  Baron  di  Alemann,  for  a  long  time  Austrian 
Governor  of  the  Queen  of  the  Adriatic,  had  gone  away  quietly  at 
early  mom  in  a  gunboat  to  Trieste.  So  the  time  wears  on.  By 
nine  o'clock  there  are  thirty  thousand  people  in  St.  Mark's  Place, 
agitated,  trembling,  panting  witli  excitement.  A  cannon  booms 
from  Fort  Haynau.  There,  the  deed  is  done,  the  instrument  is 
signed,  the  cession  is  complete.  The  bales  of  bunting  take  unto 
themselves  wings,  and,  filing  right  up  to  the  summit  of  the  flag- 
staves,  stream  out  in  the  three  colours — the  Cross  of  Savoy  in  the 
middle  banner.  While,  with  one  throat,  the  thirty  thousand 
Venetians  are  shouting  their  Evviva  /  another,  and  another,  and 
another  cannon  boom  &om  the  Campo  di  Mai*zo.  Then  do  more 
thousands,  gathered  in  gondolas  on  each  side  of  the  Canalazzo, 
or  crowding  every  window  of  every  house  of  its  length,  watch  a 
procession  of  huge  barges  and  lighters,  slowly  towed  by  tiny  steam- 
tugs,  from  the  railway  station  towards  the  Molo.  These  barges 
and  lighters  are  all  alive  with  soldiers.  They  are  clad  in  blue  and 
green,  and  are  sparkling  with  steel  and  silver.  These  barges  bear 
Uie  Carabinieri  and  the  Bersaglieri  of  Victor  Emmanuel,  King  of 
Italy;  and  the  Horses  of  St.  Mark  have  come  to  their  right  owners 
at  last. 

I  could  not  help  conjuring  up  this  scene  as  I  viewed  the 
Triumphal  Arch  of  the  Carrousel.  The  attic  story  of  the  struc- 
ture is  still  surmoimted  by  some  kind  of  equestrian  and  vehicular 
allegory  in  bronzes ;  but  I  am  very  short-sighted,  and  have  not 
the  least  idea  of  what  the  allegory  may  mean.  But  memory  has 
the  longest  of  sights.  Memory  proceeded  to  invoke  the  phantoms 
of  yet  two  other  horses  with  which  their  cavaliers  were  wont  to 
embellish  tlie  precincts  of  the  Carrousel  Arch  during  the  Second 
Empire.  These  were  two  stalwart  Cent  Gardes,  who,  fully  armed 
and  equipped,  were  wont  to  mount  guard  here.  They  had  tall 
sentr}'-boxes  into  which  they  might  back  their  steeds ;  for  their 
uniforms  were  dreadfully  expensive,  and  a  few  raindrops  might 
have  made  fearful  havoc  witti  their  silvery  casques  and  flowing 
plumes,  their  sky-blue  tunics  and  pink  facings,  their  bright  steel 
cuirasses  and  golden  epaulettes  and  aiguillettes,  their  spotless 


mm^am^^^^i^m.    11h»T  iiii     iii  ^  li      '^'^^"jB 


_  t  Uut  I  peremtd 
NcBH-  ^  BORT  did  I  approMli. 
Tke  ^fes  of  m;  and,  iwH  «(l«id«.  Tcs, 
tben  via  iii^lhit  dad  n  nd,  UM  it  wa«  k^opbadud ;  il  hai 
a  dofi^  feot,  aad  oalf  one  efc  Fioai  ha  wuaebapea  moath  i 
l«Ddipoos  toDgae  lolkd  ibrth,  and  H  grinned  a  aioBt  infernal  gria. 
niioeonU  this  be7  Le  Sa^'s  Diable  Boitenx?  Xo;tlMftf_ 
V         '  cren  more  malicums  Unn  the  DeTO  on  Two  Stiek^f'~ 
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wondrously  etched  by  Tony  Johannot.  He  had  a  kind  of  mandolin 
with  him,  too,  this  sanguinolent  ghost ;  and  ever  and  anon,  in  a 
raucous  strident  voice,  he  sang  the  songs  of  divers  epochs.  The 
year  was  Seventeen  Hundred  and  Ninety-two ;  he  had  divested 
himself  of  his  scarlet  breeches ;  he  had  donned  a  Phrygian  Cap 
of  Liberty,  with  an  enoimous  tricoloured  cockade ;  and  the  de- 
moniacal dwai*f  was  screeching  '  La  Marseillaise.'  *  Saints  da 
Paradis,  priez  pour  Charles  Dix !  *  It  was  the  year  Seventeen 
Hundred  and  Ninety-tliree,  and  the  dwarf  liad  powder  in  his 
hair,  and  was  clad  in  a  sea-green  coat,  and  wore  ribbons  at  his 
knees  and  striped  stockings.  He  was  chantmg  the  '  Hjonne  k 
r£Stre  Supreme,*  and  swore  by  the  incoiTuptible  Kobespierre. 
'  Saints  du  Paradis,  priez  pour  Charles  Dix  ! '  Again  transformed 
in  the  tarnished  court  suit  of  the  Marquis  de  Carabas,  with  a 
huge  three-cornered  hat  on  liis  head  and  an  inordinate  pigtail, 
the  monstrous  little  poilent  bellowed  that  the  year  was  Eighteen 
Hundred  and  Fifteen,  that  Napoleon  was  overthrown,  that  the 
Bourbons  had  come  back,  and  that  tlie  only  songs  to  sing  were 
*  Vive  Henri  Quatre '  and  *  La  Belle  Gabrielle.'  *  Saints  du 
Paradis,  priez  pour  Charles  Dix ! '  That  pious  invocation  he  was 
intoning  on  the  Twenty-sixth  of  July — so  he  said — Eighteen 
Hundred  and  Thirty.  Tlien  his  wretched  little  limbs  were  veiled 
in  a  long  black  cassock,  and  he  wore  a  gigantic  shovel-hat,  like 
that  of  Don  BasiUo  in  the  opera. 

I  know  him  now — the  familiar  fiend.  I  hurried  out  of  the 
courtyard  of  the  Carrousel,  and  so  into  the  Hue  de  RivoU,  and 
into  the  public  way  which  now  crosses  tlie  gardens  of  tlie  Tuileries. 
There  he  was,  at  every  dismantled  window  in  the  blackened  facade 
of  the  burnt-out  palace.  Tliere  he  was,  tearing  the  Second  Abdi- 
cation of  Napoleon  with  his  paws,  or  rolling  up  into  the  same  ball 
the  Abdication  of  Charles  X.  and  that  of  Louis  Philippe.  *  La 
Parifidenne,'  *  Le  Chant  du  Depart/  *  Mom'ir  pour  la  Patrie,'  *  Par- 
tant  pour  la  Syrie,'  the  '  IVIarseillaise/ — all  these,  in  incoherent 
sequence,  streamed  from  his  throat.  When  he  seemed  to  be 
quavering  one  ditty  he  broke  into  the  strophes  of  another.  Who 
but  he?  But  who  was  he — ^this  crimson  ghost  ?  Evidently  *Le 
Petit  Homme  Bouge ' — the  Little  Red  Man  of  the  Tuileries,  the 
familiar  demon  of  the  place,  the  eidolon  of  the  First  Napoleon,  to 
whom  it  is  said  he  appeared  in  Eg}'pt,  on  the  eve  of  the  Battle  of 
the  Pyramids,  muttering  the  word  '  AIoscow.*  He  was  seen  again, 
according  to  the  testimony  of  a  grenadier  of  unimpeachable  veracity, 
coming  out  of  the  Emperor's  tent  on  tlie  night  before  the  Battle 
of  Austerlitz.     When  challenged  and  bidden  to  give  the  counter- 
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flign,  he  screamed  '  St.   Helenti,'  anfl  vanished  with   an 
lodious  twang.     I  wonder  if  anybody  saw  Mm  on  the  night  beft 
Sedan.     I  am  sure  that  I  saw  the  Little  Red  Man — in  my 
eye — last   Saturday   afternoon ;   for  his  last  iiei-formanee, 
lighting  his  pipe  with  tlie  t/wMnidl  Offidel  de  la  Commiuif, 
jiroduce  an  enonuous  carboy  of  petroleum,  and,  crooning         , 
Egalite,  Fi-atemite '  the  while,  proceed  to  pour  the  contents 
the  site  of  the  Salle  des  Mai-echaux,  ofthe  cabinet  of  Xapoleon 
and  of  the  boudoir  of  tlie  Empress  Eugenie.  Then  he  disap] 
and  then  I  remembered  having  purcli!"ied,  that  very  moi 
neat  little  two-volimie  octavo  edition  of  the  Songs  of  P.  3, 
Beranger,  and  re-read,  for  tlie  fiftieth  time  perhaps,  the  fascinatini 
ckftnson  of  '  Le  Petit  Homme  Kouge.'     Tlie  Little  Red  Man  ma' 
turn  up  again  some  day,  and  in  a  veiy  unexpected  manner, 
after  the  blackened  Bhell  of  the  Falace  of  tlie  Tulleries  whi 
disappeai's  from  the  face  of  the  eai-th. 
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THE    AVENDE    DE    L'ol'f^RA. 

April  3tS. 

'  It  is  very  tnie,*  saiil  a  Frencli  friend  to  me  tlie  other  dtiy, '  Uiat 
the  vista  of  the  Avenue  de  I'Opera  is  terminnteil,  and  very  finely 
teniiinated,  by  M.  Garuier's  superb  theatre ;  but  an  avenue  is, 
imlike  Mirabeau'a  celebrated  defiuition  of  a  miracle,  a  slii'k  with 
two  ends ;  and  at  the  other  extremity  of  tlie  Avenue  de  I'Opdrft  is 
the  Place  du  Palais  Iloynl.  '^^^ly  should  it  not  be  called  the 
Avenue  du  Palais  Eoyal  ?  '  My  fnend  went  on  to  sriggest  a  mezio 
Urmiae,to  tlie  effect  tliat  tbe  woudei-ful  thorouglifitre.  on  the  aspect 
of  which  I  am  about  to  touch,  sliould  he  entitled  La  Rue  des 
Oraudes  Consolations.  '  We  have  lost  much,'  lie  remarked, 
'  owing  to  the  rigours  of  the  siege  and  the  madness  niid  wickedness 
of  the  Commune.  The  ralace  of  St.  Cloud  in  gone.  So  is  the 
Hdtel  de  Ville.     So  are  the  Tuileriea,  the  Minintry  of  Finance, 


w 

r 


I 


HB  PARIS    UERSELF   AGAIX 

the  H6tel  of  the  Legion  of  Honour;  nnd  the  hnrracks  of  the  C 
d'Orsny,  of  Pnnce  Eugene,  and  the  Rue  Moufletard  were  ■* 
or  pai'tially  destroyed.  The  Th^fltre  liyriqne,  the  Port  St.  Mm 
and  the  Delasseinents  Comiques  were  burnt.  Tlie  Library  of 
Louvre,  with  its  eighty-thousand  volumes,  was  incinerated  by  tl  _ 
emulators  of  the  Cahph  Omar.  Some  half  a  dozen  Mairies,  ti 
or  three  railway  termini,  and  about  two  hundred  private  hotu 
were  more  or  less  knocked  to  pieces  by  the  shells  of  the  Versail" 
or  sauties  an  p^lrole  by  the  Commimnrds,  But  to  atone,  to  c 
pensate  for  all  this,  we  have  the  Avenue  de  I'Op^ra.  Let  v 
it,  then,  tlie  Rue  des  Gnindea  Consolations.  "  Paris  est  i 
vive  Paris ! "  Tlie  Avenue  de  I'Op^ra  is  so  splendid  and  so  we. 
that  I  am  almost  inclined  to  find  j-et  another  name  for  it- 
"  Boulevard  de  la  Revanche."  Look  upon  those  stately  mansi... 
those  x>iles  of  rich  merchandise  and  dazzling  jeweby,  and  i 
^■isiona  of  the  Five  Milliaids  of  Indemnity  flies  away  like  an  n 
nightmare  at  the  approach  of  mom." 

I  look,  myself,  on  the  Avenue  de  I'Opem  as  one  of  the  thi^ 
most  remarkable  achievements  of  essentially  modem  architectural 
eonstniction.  The  other  two  are  the  Holborn  Viaduct  and  the 
Gallei-ia  Vittorio  Emmaniiele  at  Milan.  In  one  respect  the  Avenno 
has  some  affinity  to  the  greatest  metropolitan  improvement  of  the 
early  years  of  tliis  centuiy,  Regent  Street.  This  last-named  and 
noble  thoroughfare  was,  as  the  Avenue  is,  a  sti-eet  with  a  definite 
and  dominant  idea.  'I  will  pierce,'  said  in  effect  Nash  to  the 
Prince  Regent,  '  right  through  one  of  the  most  crowded  and  most 
squalid  distiicts  in  London  a  splendid  and  spacious  street,  directly 
connecting  tlie  Royal  Paik  of  Marylebone  mth  yonr  Royal  HigU- 
ness's  palace  at  Carlton  House.'  The  connection  between  the 
Regent's  Paik  and  the  site  of  Carlton  House  at  the  Duke  of  York's 
Column  wag  successfiilly  carried  out ;  hut,  unhappily,  in  England 
we  are  in  the  habit  of  doing  things  architectural  by  halves.  Nash 
was  pennitted  to  demolish  the  ugly  and  grimy  old  thoroughfare 
known  as  Great  Swallow  Street,  but  he  was  compelled  to  leave 
behind  the  northern  side  of  his  magnificent  street  an  unsavouj 
fringe  of  still  existuig  and  scarcely  improvable  slums.  Had  b** 
been  allowed,  as  he  wished,  to  pull  down  Camaby  Street  and  Silrt 
Street,  and  throw  open  Golden  Square  into  Regent  Street,  am 
especially,  had  the  houses  which  he  built  in  Regent  Street  be< 
six  instead  of  four  stories  high,  his  triumph  would  have  het 
complete.  In  the  Avenue  de  I'Opera  the  constructor's  motto  h ' 
been  throughout.  Vestigia  nulla  retrorsum.  No  slums  impinged 
the  splendour  of  the  new  street.     It  has  no  cottlisaes  of  dirt  ■ 


THE   AVENUE   DE   L*OP£llA.  627 

squalor.  Every  street,  to  the  smallest,  wliich  debonches  into  it 
has  been  swept  and  garnished ;  and,  with  one  curious  exception, 
its  alignment  is  perfect.  This  exception  is  the  antique  mansion 
which  stands  so  oddly  *  on  a  bias/  and  which  is  actually  No.  37 
in  the  Avenue  de  TOp^ra.  This  old  house  encroaches  so  defiantly 
on  the  foot-pavement,  that  people  have  been  inquisitive  to  know 
why  it  was  not  *  expropriated '  at  the  bidding  of  the  Pr6fect  of  the 
Seine  and  the  Municipality  of  Paris ;  but  there  have  been,  it 
seems,  good  reasons  for  temporarily  tolerating  its  existence.  The 
leases  of  the  different  '  locations '  in  the  mansion  had  yet  some 
years  to  run  when  the  line  of  the  Avenue  was  decided  upon  ;  and 
the  sum  which  would  have  been  demanded  to  indemnify  the  lease- 
holders was  too  enormous  to  be  paid  by  the  already  overtaxed  city. 
On  the  expiry  of  the  leases  the  old  house  will  be  pulled  down,  and 
replaced  by  edifices  in  structural  harmony  with  the  rest  of  the 
Avenue. 

And  yet  this  old  house  is  somewhat  of  an  historical  monument; 
and  its  proximate  disappearance  may  be  mourned  by  a  few  anti- 
quaries.  It  is  part  of  an  old  hotel  built  in  the  latter  years  of  the 
seventeenth  centur}\  The  entrance  is  in  the  Hue  Neuve  des  Petits 
ChampSi  and  the  staircase  of  wrought  iron,  the  cornices  full  of 
mouldings  of  nymphs  and  dolphins  in  plaster,  heightened  by  tar- 
nished gilding,  and  the  carved  ceilings,  are  very  curious  to  look 
upon.  In  one  of  the  apartments  of  the  first  floor  there  are  panels 
of  the  epoch  of  Louis  XIV.,  decorated  with  allegories  of  Painting, 
Sculpture,  Architecture,  and  Music ;  and  in  many  of  the  rooms 
the  chimneypieces  and  the  embrasures  of  the  windows  are  very 
quaintly  embellished.  This  doomed  old  house  has  yet  another 
claim  to  remembrance.  In  a  suite  of  very  modest  apartments  on 
the  ground  floor  lived  for  a  long  number  of  years  the  illustrious 
French  advocate  Berryer,  the  defenderof  Marshal  Ney,the  defender 
of  Louis  Napoleon,  Ihe  friend  of  Macintosh  and  Brougham.  In 
his  little  cabinet  de  travail  the  great  advocate  was  waited  upon  one 
day  by  a  poor  woman  whose  case  he  had  pleaded  without  a  fee. 
He  had  won  her  suit  for  her — ^it  was  but  a  matter  of  a  few  hundred 
francs — and  she  came  to  insist  that  he  should  accept  payment  for 
his  services,  but  he  insisted  that  he  would  take  naught.  She  came 
again,  and  brou^t  him  a  little  inkstand  of  white  earthenware  with 
a  leaden  top.  That  gift  he  kept,  and  he  used  the  inkstand  con- 
stantly untU  his  deaUii  thirty  years  afterwards.  His  cook  lived 
with  him  for  eight-and-twenty  prears.  He  left  her  a  handsome 
annuity ;  and  the  old  lady  is  still  alivei  and  rerides  in  the  honse 
from  which  she  must  soon  perforce  remove.    She  is,  as  it  happens. 
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known  as  articles  de  Paris,  They  inundate  us  with  clarets,  cham- 
pagnes, and  brandy ;  but,  on  the  other  hand,  we  are  commercially 
'  down  on  them '  with  cataracts  of  plain  and  fancy  biscuits,  pickles, 
sauces,  condiments,  and  even  with  preserved  fruits,  jams,  and 
jellies.  They  are  eating  our  chocolate,  and  particularly  our  cocoa. 
They  are  burning  our  candles,  our  night-lights,  and  our  oils  and 
spirits  for  lamps;  we  send  them  enormous  quantities  of  starch  and 
mustard,  farinaceous  food,  soap,  and  other  accessories  of  the  toilette. 
They  have  now  come  to  the  complexion  of  swallowing  English  pills« 
As  for  beverages,  '  les  boissons  anglaises '  have  become  frankly 
accepted  articles  of  consumption.  The  quantity  of  English  beer 
drunk  by  the  Parisians  is  simply  prodigious.  Bottled  stout  is  in 
steadily-increasing  demand;  but  the  consumption  of  porter  ia 
largely  exceeded  by  that  of  the  pale  ales  of  Burton-on-Trent. 
Messrs.  AUsopp  &  Sons,  who  were  the  first  firm  to  consign  pale 
ales  to  France,  have  seen  their  continental  business  increase  almost 
tenfold  since  the  Exhibition  of  1867.  They  have  now  immense 
depots  of  pale  ale  in  bottle  at  Vaugirard ;  another  warehouse  at 
Batignolles  for  consignments  to  the  provinces ;  and  a  farther  store* 
house  in  the  Avenue  MacMahon,  close  to  the  Barridre  de  rfitoile. 
There  is  scarcely  a  caf6  in  the  Boulevards  that  does  not  hang  out 
Allsopp*s  ensign ;  whereas,  I  can  remember  in  my  youth  that  a 
pint  bottle  of '  Hodgson's  East  India  Ale '  at  the  Cafo  de  la  Made- 
leine— the  only  establishment  where  the  beverage  was  sold— cost 
four  francs.  At  present,  at  many  of  the  fixed-price  restaurants, 
you  are  allowed  to  exchange  the  bottle  of  wine  to  which  you  are 
entitled  for  a  quart  bottle  of  English  bitter  beer ;  and  vast  num- 
bers of  Frenchmen  prefer  what  they  facetiously  term '  le  Champagne 
Anglaise '  to  that  very  dubious  vintage,  restaurant  vin  ordinaire. 
Thus,  it  is  not  only  in  the  Avenue  de  TOp^ra  that  you  are 
repeatedly  struck  by  signs  and  tokens  of  the  close  intercourse 
which,  within  the  Last  few  years,  has  sprung  up  between  two 
nations  who  used  to  hate  each  other — or  to  believe  that  they  hated 
each  other — so  bitterly  and  to  avoid  each  other  so  morosely  not  so 
many  years  ago.  When  I  am  dining  at  the  Grand  Cb£4  at  the 
comer  of  the  Rue  Scribe,  I  never  fail  to  derive  amusement  from  the 
contemplation,  through  one  of  the  immense  plate-glass  windows  of 
the  caf6,  of  the  brilliantly  gas-illumined  ensim  of  a  hosiery  and 
drapery  establishment  on  the  Boulevard  opposite — '  Old  England.* 
Thus  runs  the  brilliant  gas  device.  I  scarcely  think  that  my  own 
countrymen  and  countrywomen  resort  there  in  overwhelming 
numbers.  I  fancy  that  Uie  most  numerous  and  the  most  remune* 
rative  patrons  of  '  Old  England '  are  the  Parisians  who  wish  to 
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about  the  inner  manners  of  PetiopoUs.  But  the  old  '  Anglu 
Magasin'  was  a  most  curious  place.  You  could  get  almost  e 
thing  that  was  Britieb  thei-e — except  the  Edinburgh  Review,  w 
for  what  reason  I  know  not,  was  under  the  ban  of  the  censorship. 
Still,  Dent's  chronometers,  Macintosh's  patent  knife- cleaners, 
patent  medicines,  Worcester  sauce,  bottled  ales  and  stout,  Stilton 
cheese,  anchovy  sauce,  Reading  biscuits,  York  hams,  Wiltshire 
bacon,  Welsh  flannel,  and,  in  fact,  all  the  accessories  to  that 
which  we  call  'comfort,' were  procurable  at  n  moment's  notice 
at  the  '  Anglisky  Magasin.'  All  this  looked  ostensibly  like  co- 
operation and  free  trade.  But  what  was  the  reservation  of  which 
I  spoke?  Simply  this,  that  everj-tliing  of  Don-Russiaii  origin  was 
BO  abominably  overweighted  with  custom  duties  as  to  be  virtnailT 
uupurchasable  by  all  save  the  wealthy  classes.  If  you  did  not 
mind  gi^■i^g  a  rouble  for  a  bottle  of  Guinness's  Dublin  stoat,  you 
might  lay  in  as  many  dozen  as  you  chose ;  otherwise  you  weni 
fain  to  be  content  wiUi  quas  or  with  Moscow  piva. 

Taking  the  Avenue   de   I'Opera  as  a  whole — palatial  shopa 
enormous   restaurants   and   ci^6s,    electric   lamps   and    all — ax' 
comparing  it  with  the  adjacent  and  much-loved  Itue  de  la  PaL 
I  should  qualify  the  last-named  thoroughfare  as  a  French  stre^ 
Epecially  designed  for  tlie  delight  of  English  people,  while  1 
Avenue  de  I'Opera  is  to  most  intents  and  purposes  a  street  fi 
of  British  things,  meant  to  attract  the  admiration  and  patronagif 
of  French  people.     Cosmopolitan  customers,  of  course,  frequent   ' 
the  magnificent  Cafe  Restaurant  Foy — kept  by  the  historic  Bignon 
— and  the  C&(4  ReBtaiyant  de  Paris,  which  may  be  described  a«  j 
a  phoenix  risen  from  the  ashes  of  the  old  Cafe  de  Paris,  hard  bjl 
Tortoiii's  in  the  Boulevard  ;  but  the  shops,  as  shops,  seem  coAfl 
meudably  ambitious  to  persuade  Frenchmen  to  buy  English  goodsS 
The  British  '  linoleum '  incites  Parisian  notice  and  support    Sm 
giaiid  '  British  art-gallery '  offers  to  the  inspection  of  PariaaJ 
amateurs  a  brilliant  collection  of  pictures  by  the  best  knowfl 
painters  of  the  United  Kingdom.     Nor  is  America  backward  ifl 
announcing  her  adhesion  to  the  cosmopolitan  principles  whldfl 
seem  dominant  in  tlie  Avenue  de  TOpt^ra.    The  Neiv  York  HeraiU 
has  here  its  Paris  offices  ;  and  the  famous  New  York  jeweller  tnS 
goldsmith.  Tiffany,  lias  established  himself  in  the   Avenne  tU 
maintain  the  high  repute  which  he  won  in  gaining  the   Graafl 
Prix  in  the  Univei-sai  Exhibition.     In  fine,  perhaps  the  moM 
comprehensive  thing  to  say  about  a  thoroughfare  to  which  I  u^fl 
w  bidding  farewell,  and  which  these  eyes  may  never  look  npofl 
is,  is  that  the  Avenue  de  I'Opera  is  less  a  chai'acteristicamH 
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linn  street  than  n  permanent  universal  exposition  of  art, 
industry,  and  alimentary  substances.  Only  one  little  and  eufii- 
eiently  curious  circumstance  remains  to  remind  the  observer  that 


is  iu  Paris,  and  Uiat  the  basia  of  the  whole  show  is  essentimlly 
eiich.     Many  of  the  houses  are  yet  otifiuislied,  or,  at  all  event* 
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the  plaster  of  the  ceilings  and  walls  is  not  snfficiently  dry  to 
allow  of  the  different  flats  being  occnpied  by  eligible  tenants. 
Pending  the  completion  of  the  process  of  desiccation,  pending  the 
arrival  of  more  marchandei  de  modes,  tailors,  and  curiosity  dealers, 
many  of  the  rez-de-chavstiei  are  occupied  by  a  rabble  rout  of 
rnarchands  forains — pedlars  of  sham  jewelry  and  glittering  rub- 
bish generally,  cheap  Jacks,  and  nostrum  vendors — mountebanks 
and  jugglers  even.  Late  at  night  I  hare  had  a  vague  suspicion 
of  the  presence  of  Mr.  Chopps  the  Dwarf;  and  in  this  peerless 
Avenue  there  have  been  current  dark  and  distant  mmonrB  of  an 
incarnation,  at  twenty-five  centimes  admission  per  head,  of  the 
Bearded  Lady  and  the  Spotted  Girl. 


raxoBtiAa  iv  uixdoh  (tr  cuui;. 


Kidneya,  ohopa,  uid  itcalu. 


— SUab,  ludnejfi,  mid  cliojn. 


fkpt.  10. 
There  are  lew  qualities  of  the  human  miud  coucemiitg  which 
80  many  defioitiona  have  been  laboriously  attempted  or  audaciously 
hazarded  as  tlie  quality  of  wit.  That  only  u  suiall  uuniber  of 
these  definitions,  if  any,  have  proved  satisfactory  to  the  inquiring 
mind  may  be  due  to  the  circumstance  that  writers  on  the  subject 
have  rai'ely  been  able  to  agree  niiiong   tliemselves   as  to  what 

teombinations  of  faculties  coastitute  the  thing  called  wit.  In- 
numerable wiseacres  have  essayed  to  dogmatise  upon  the  subject ; 
but  they  have  merely  succeeded  in  proving  to  demonstration  thut 
they  themselves  were  tho  reverse  of  witty.  Thus,  tlie  jKinderoua 
Surnct  est«emed  wit  to  be  'a  talent  very  fit  to  be  employed  in 
the  search  fur  truth,  and  very  capable  of  assialiiig  to  discern  and 
embrace  it ; '  whereas,  with  pedantic  affectation.  Dr.  Young  ia 
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good  enoogli  to  tell  us  thai  '  iriiat  mm j  siknee  wisdom  wiD  \yat 
proToke  wit,  whose  amlntiim  is  to  smj  most  where  lessl  is  to  be 
said,'  On  the  other  hand,  Soather,  who  had  m  considenble 
spice  of  hmnonr  in  his  eomposition,  bal  was  whoDr  deroid  of 
wit,  loftilj  obserres  thai '  some  people  seem  to  be  bom  with  a 
head  in  which  the  tUn  partition  whidi  dirides  great  wit  from 
folly  is  wanting/  This  dictmn  is,  in  Ae  first  place,  a  sorry 
plagiarism ;  and,  in  the  next  place,  the '  great  wit "  which,  long 
before  Soothey's  time,  was  said  to  be  neailT  allied  to  madness, 
was  not  epigrammatic  or  sarcastic  wit,  bat  nalmi  endowments 
strengthened  by  extensire  emdition.  The  ingenidasly  analytic 
essays  of  Barrow  aad  of  South  to  define  wit  are  wdl  known; 
Dry  den  indulged  in  a  jndicions  generalisation  wImsi  he  de- 
clared that  wit  was  the  happy  resnlt  of  thooght  or  prodact  of 
imagination  —  the  'or'  opens  a  door  for  the  admission  of  the 
'  mother-wit '  of  the  Irish  peasant ;  bat  old  Zimmermann  may 
by  some  be  thought  to  hare  hit  the  blot  more  dosely  than  any 
other  critic,  when  he  said  that  *  wit  to  be  well  defined  most  be 
defined  by  wit  itself :  then  'twill  be  worth  listening  to.' 

There  is  little  to  add  to  this  quiet  reboke  of  the  dogmatists  and 
the  phrase-makers.  Those  only  are  capable  of  defining  wit  who 
are  actively  or  passively  witty  themselves.  We  are  a  sufficiently 
humorous  people,  and  in  the  persons  of  Shakespeare  and  Swift,  we 
have  produced  the  greatest  wits  that  the  world  ever  saw ;  but  our 
literature  is  otherwise  as  deficient  in  wit  as  that  of  France  is 
replete  with  it.  From  the  time  of  Hogarth  downwards  we  have 
abounded  with  caricaturists  and  graphic  delineators  of  social 
follies  and  fiivolities :  but,  apart  fr«>m  a  very  few  of  the  political 
sketches  of  '  H.B.,'  either  dry  humour  or  downright  fun,  and 
not  wit,  has  been  the  leading  characteristic  of  English  comic 
draughtmanship.  Thus,  albeit  our  roll  of  facetious  and  grotesque 
artists  is  a  bright  one,  it  would  be  difficult  to  find  therein  the 
name  of  one  who  could  be  quoted  as  a  compeer  to  a  remarkable 
French  pictorial  satirist  who  has  just  passed  away,  the  indefeiti- 
gable  maker  of  sly  graphic  jokes^  the  embodiment  of  arrowy, 
epignunmatic  raillery — the  world-famous  *  Cham.' 

By  the  death  of  Garrick  the  wisest  and  best  of  his  friends  said 
mournfully  that  the  '  gaiety  of  nations  was  edipsed.*  Nations, 
their  gaiety  and  their  sorrows,  are  not  so  easily  to  be  eclipsed 
nowadays,  yet  it  may  without  exaggeration  be  said  that  the 
periodical  press  of  P^iris  has  suffered  a  sore  baeavement  throng 
■>  of  Cham;  and  that,  looking  at  the  emulators  whom 
bdiind  hnn,  the  bereaTement  seems,  fiur  the  moment. 
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irreparable.  Seldom  has  there  been  an  artist  whose  career  was 
so  lengthened,  who  filled  such  a  conspicuous  place  in  the  graphic 
history  of  his  epoch,  and  whose  record  is  so  brief  and  simple,  as 
that  of  Cham.  He  was  the  son  of  a  gentleman  of  ancient 
family,  the  Comte  de  Noe,  who  was  made  a  Peer  of  France  by 
Louis  Philippe ;  and  his  pseudonym  of  '  Cham '  had  obvious 
reference  to  the  French  equivalent  of  *  Ham  the  son  of  Noah.* 
He  was  bom  in  Paris  in  1819,  and  was  educated  at  the  Polytechnic 
School.  To  the  careful  geometrical  training  which  he  received 
in  that  admirable  seminary  may  be  ascribed  the  mathematical 
surety  and  decision  of  outline  which  lend  symmetry  to  his  hastiest 
sketches. 

An  analogous  directness  and  lucidity  mark  the  work  of  a  much 
greater  artist  and  even  more  subtle  wit  than  Cham,  the  famous 
Paul  Chevalier,  called  'Gavami,'  who  began  life  as  a  civil 
engineer.  Young  M.  de  Noe  seemed  to  have  no  taste  for 
engineering  either  civil  or  miUtary.  Graduating  at  the  Poly- 
technic, he  entered  the  studio  of  Paul  Delaroche ;  but,  although 
he  was  possibly  highly  popular  as  a  wag  and  a  farceur  in  Ae 
atelier,  his  mission  was  clearly  not  to  follow,  pictorially,  in 
the  footsteps  of  his  eiiidite  and  austere  master.  His  ambition, 
indeed,  never  apparently  went  higher  than  to  watch  with  sharp 
pen  and  sharper  pencil  the  ways  of  men,  and  '  mock  himself  of 
them.'  For  a  period  he  was  a  pupil  of  Charlet,  who  from  time 
to  time  indulged  in  the  exuberance  of  the  caricaturist,  but  whose 
real  vocation  was  a  much  more  serious  one.  Charlet,  Hippolyte 
Bellange,  and  RafFet  were  the  three  *  Vieux  de  la  VieiUe  *  in 
draughtsmanship  who  looked  upon  Horace  Vemet  as  their  Field- 
Marshal,  and  who  joined  with  him  in  resuscitating  and  keeping 
alive  the  Napoleonic  legend.  It  was  of  the  raw  conscript,  the 
laughing  vivandiere,  and  the  chubby  cnfatU  de  troupe  that 
Charlet  most  sedulously  took  care.  From  such  a  master  Cham 
had  little  to  learn.  His  political  sympathies  were  not  very 
strongly  marked;  but  he  was  certainly  never  an  ultra-Bona- 
partist.  In  two  instances  only  did  his  opinions  on  public  affiGdrs 
seem  to  be  of  any  pronounced  order.  He  had  a  comical  dislike 
of  England,  and  always  represented  Britannia  as  a  selfish  and 
hypocritical  pei*sonage,  usually  in  spectacles,  and  with  very 
prominent  front  teeth;  and  he  was  never  tired  of  jesting  at 
Socialists  and  Communists.  He  made  his  d^but  about  the  year 
1842  in  the  columns  of  the  Illustration  with  a  series  of  extrava- 
gant droUeries  called  '  The  Adventures  of  the  Baron  de  Ci-ac ' — 
a  kind  of  French  Munchausen;  he  soon  became  a  contributor 
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to  the  Charivari  and  the  multitudinous  comic  publications  of 
M.  Charles  Philipon;  and  since  the  period  named  his  inex- 
haustible pencil  rarely  failed  to  make  itself  prominent  in  the 
pages  of  French  satirical  journalism.  He  made  a  considerable 
number  of  watercolour  drawings  in  a  bold  and  dashing  style,  and 
at  one  time  it  was  the  fashion  in  Paris  to  possess  a  fan  painted 
by  Cham;  but  from  the  beginning  to  the  end  of  his  artistic 
career,  which  comprised  a  period  of  thirty-seven  years,  he  was 
par  excellence  simply  and  solely  the  delineator  of  almost  inimitably 
pimgent  and  brilliant  pictorial  epigrams. 

It  was  his  lot  to  live  in  and  to  survive  a  generation  of  great 
draughtsmen  and  great  wits.  None  of  them  could  be  jealous  of 
him,  and  of  none  was  he  jealous.  He  saw  the  declining  years  of 
the  great  satirist  GrandvUle,  a  fervent  political  partisan,  a  prac- 
tical limner  of  political  caricatures,  but  who  was  likewise  a  man 
profoundly  versed  in  the  canons  of  his  art,  and  who  drifted  finally 
into  dreamy  phantasies,  among  which  his  reason  at  length  became 
overcast.  Grandville  had  linear  aberrations,  as  Turner  in  his 
declining  age  had  chi'omatic  ones.  Again,  contemporary  with 
Cham  was  the  admirable  Daumier,  the  stern  Republican,  the 
unsparing  lampooner  of  Louis  Philippe,  and  who  really  had  no 
inconsiderable  share  of  the  scei^a  indignatio  of  Swift.  Daumier 
had  the  'cQurage  of  his  opinions.  He  was  continually  being 
prosecuted  by  the  Goveniment  of  July ;  and  some  of  his  finest 
works  were  produced  in  the  prison-lodgings  of  Ste.  Pelagic.  At 
no  period  of  his  life  did  M.  de  Noe  seem  anxious  to  enjoy  the 
imcomfortable  glory  of  the  mai*tyr.  He  laughed  at  all  political 
parties  in  France  as  they  successively  grasped  the  reins  of  power ; 
and  he  was  often  very  hard  on  foreign  Powers,  England,  Ger- 
many, and  Eussia  especially ;  but  his  bantering  vignettes  were 
rarely  of  a  nature  to  attract  the  angry  attention  of  the  Procureur- 
G6neral.  Yet  another  and  a  more  formidable  contemporary  had 
Cham  in  the  person  of  Gavarni.  The  two  men  did  not  in 
the  slightest  degree  interfere  with  one  another.  The  wit  of  the 
illustrious  author  of  *  Les  Enfants  Terribles,*  '  Les  Fourberies 
de  Femme,'  and  *  Les  Lorettes '  was  polished,  graceful,  and 
refined ;  but  it  was  as  keen  as  a  Toledo  blade.  It  was  as  pene- 
trating. It  was,  in  short,  philosophical.  It  was  the  wit  of  the 
'Barber  of  Seville.*  Cham's  was  the  gros  rire  of  Gresset 
and  the  vaudevillists ;  it  was  the  wit  of  '  Vert- Vert.'  To  the 
great  honour  of  the  deceased  satirist  it  must  be  admitted  that, 
"gh  the  text  which  he  appended  to  his  sparkling  little 
5S  occasionally  siuned  against  English  ideas  of  delicacr, 
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and  smacked  rather  too  fully  of  tlie  sel  Gatilois  to  be  palatable 
to  Mrs.  Grundy,  his  works  were  consistently  and  exemplarily 
devoid  of  the  studied,  the  cynical,  and  the  monotonous  indecency  of 
Grevin  and  the  many  imitators  of  that  talented  but  perverse  artist. 
And,  moreover,  whether  the  witticisms  of  Cham  were '  salt  *  or 
'  sweet,*  you  were  fain  to  laugh  at  them,  perforce.  Artistically 
speaking,  his  drawings  did  not  possess  any  high  value.  He  was 
the  most  conventional  of  draughtsmen ;  but  his  conventionalities 
were  all  his  own.  He  borrowed  only  from  himself.  He  had  a 
certain  scheme  of  light  and  shade,  of  touch  and  manner,  and  from 
these  he  rarely  departed.  His  deputies,  his  epiciers,  his  dandies, 
his  old  women,  his  schoolboys,  his  gavroches,  his  grandea  dames, 
his  cocottes,  his  cabdrivers,  his  very  horses  and  dogs  and  cats, 
had  each  and  all  their  particular  facial  and  sumptuary  types;  and, 
as  a  rule,  they  did  not  vary. 

He  had  his  own  especial  Monsieur  Joseph  Prudhomme,  who, 
to  tell  truth,  closely  resembled  the  late  M.  Adolphe  Thiers  ;  and 
Henri  Monnier,  the  inventor  of  the  bourgeois  des  bourgeois,  and 
who  was  himself  an  expert  artist  as  well  as  a  prose  writer,  used 
humorously  to  exclaim,  *Ah!  if  I  could  only  draw  M.  Prudhomme 
as  Oham  draws  him ! '  Altogether,  the  drawings  of  Cham 
may  be  qualified  less  as  graphic  productions  than  as  clever  dia- 
grams, of  which  his  witty  text  is  the  demonstration.  '  We  do 
not  look  for  art  in  Cham,*  said  Theophile  Gautier;  *we  look 
for  the  mot.'  Thus,  at  sixty  years  of  age,  has  passed  away  a 
most  notable  ftotessor  of  bons  mots.  Of  pathos  he  was,  graphic- 
ally, quite  bereft.  Consequently,  although  he  could  be  on  occa- 
sion irresistibly  humorous,  he  had  not  all  the  properties  of  the 
genuine  humourist,  who  should  be  at  once  humorous,  witty,  nnd 
pathetic  —  as  Sterne  and  as  Gavami  were.  Cham  leaves  a 
throng  of  skilled  draughtsmen  behind  him,  from  the  erotic  Grevin 
to  the  vehement  and  saturnine  Andrd  Gill ;  but  Time  must  iirn 
back  and  fetch  the  age  of  Carle  Vemet  and  Grandville  ere  there 
be  found  a  pictorial  epigrammist  as  keen  and  as  concise  as  the 
Comte  de  Noe. 


THE   END. 
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